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A Compromised Position

“We will shortly be arriving in London, where the time is 7.48 am. The weather is cloudy and the temperature is 12o Celsius. Please ensure that your seat back is upright and your window blinds are raised, thank you.” The flight manager’s voice came through the aeroplane’s communication system into the first-class toilet.

Mia then heard the voice of her flight attendant colleague Lara, who was standing the other side of the closed toilet door.

“Where did this out of order sign come from?”

Mia heard the emergency override unlocking switch activate and the door slide open.

“What the hell!”

Feeling herself blushing furiously, Mia was relieved that her blindfolded eyes couldn’t see Lara’s expression, but she could only imagine the sight she was presenting to her fellow attendant. Mia was on her knees and her arms were pulled up behind her, forcing her to bend right over with her head near the floor. Her wrists were fastened to a handle with a zip-tie and were sore from her desperate tugging in a futile attempt to free herself.

She was naked, with her panties stuffed in her mouth and her bra tied around her head and between her teeth to hold the flimsy fabric in place. Her scarf had been folded and tied over her eyes to block out all the light.

“Mia!” Lara cried.

Fifty-five minutes earlier…

It was Mia’s first ever time attending in first-class and she only had the gig because a bout of food poisoning during the stopover in Mauritius had knocked-out the senior cabin crew. That, plus (she acknowledged rather immodestly) she was probably the best-looking of the remaining female attendants.

She checked her make-up in the mirror and decided that her lipstick required touching up as well as her hair needing a tidy. She had been growing it out for a couple of years now and when loose it fell well down her back, but the airline policy was she had to wear it up. It required a lot of maintenance but she felt it was more than worth it, giving her added confidence that she looked good and certainly helping her get laid more, especially since she had found the courage to colour it platinum blonde.

Finally satisfied, she stowed her make-up bag back in the crew locker and stepped back through the curtain into the first-class section. There were only four passengers in First for this flight, so Mia had been operating alone for most of the time due to the reduced crew numbers.

A middle-aged couple over one side of the cabin had been asleep for most of the flight, requiring little attention. The couple on the other side had been the opposite, regularly taking advantage of the perks that First offered and utilizing Mia to do it. The woman had also flirted shamelessly with Mia while ordering the attendant about like she was her own personal skivvy.

The airline required the attendants to call the first-class passengers by name. Ms Beaufort’s name on the passenger list had the Ms underlined twice to ensure the crew were aware of how she wanted to be addressed. Mia didn’t have enough experience in First to know how normal such a thing was. Certainly, Ms Beaufort had the confidence and arrogance of someone with wealth and power who expected and demanded a high level of attention as a right.

Bizarrely, Mia found a strange satisfaction in attending to the lady despite her entitled attitude and often patronizing tone. Was it just because she found Ms Beaufort very attractive, or was there more to it than that?

Mia was bisexual, she fucked anyone that took her fancy and found that the jet-set lifestyle suited her high sex drive. She considered herself the 21st century equivalent of the sailor with a girl in every port. She loved the freedom and opportunities her job provided to get the sex without all the crap involved in dating and relationships. But, up to this point, she had never fucked a passenger from one of her flights.

She guessed Ms Beaufort was in her late-thirties – a little on the old side for Mia, until now – but she was in great shape, tall and leggy. Her black hair was short and expensively styled to frame her face, which suited her high, delicately curving cheekbones and amazing blue eyes. Her full lips looked deliciously kissable. She was gorgeous, and that had been before Mia had heard her sexy French accent.

Her companion – Mr Vicci - was younger (was he her toy-boy?) and a real blond-haired Adonis. He had an Italian name but a German accent and looks. He must have put in a lot of gym work judging by his sculptured upper arms and shoulders rippling under a tight t-shirt. But beyond his physical perfection he didn’t seem to have much of a personality and often had a faraway look in his eyes. There was no doubt who called the shots between the two.

“One hour until we land, Ms Beaufort.”

That had been one of the special requests listed under the lady’s name, among several others.

Ms Beaufort stood up, smoothing down the summer-weight silk dress she was wearing. She tipped her head towards the overhead storage compartment expectantly. She was wearing steeple-heeled sandals that only increased the height difference between her and Mia, emphasized when she took a step toward the attendant, standing so close they were almost touching.

Mia reached up and opened the compartment. Ms Beaufort pointed to a garment bag with the hook of a coat hanger appearing out of the top, then she pointed at a bulkier leather holdall.

“Bring those to the shower room for me, Mia.” It was an order, not a request.

The lady’s piercing eyes bore into Mia’s to drive the point home. Mia drank in the woman’s gorgeous perfume. She heard the rustle of the silk dress as Ms Beaufort turned and strutted towards the first-class shower cubicle, taking for granted that Mia would dutifully obey. Mia experienced a frisson of exhilaration. There was something so magnetic and alluring about the woman’s assertiveness.

Retrieving the bags (the garment cover was unusually heavy) Mia followed the lady. There was just room in the shower cubicle for two people, but it was a tight fit. There was a small dressing area before the glass-fronted shower unit. Mia put the bags onto the short, padded bench against one wall. As she turned she heard the door shut and the latch locked into place. She glanced up at Ms Beaufort questioningly.

The lady leaned back against the door, smiling with both her mouth and her eyes.

“Ms Beaufort?” Mia’s heart was thumping in her chest. She didn’t know what to do.

“I want some personal service, that’s why I paid the big bucks and that’s what you are here for, aren’t you?”

“Of course, Ms Beaufort, but is this entirely appropriate?”

“Whatever I want is appropriate. The customer is always right, isn’t that the mantra?”

Mia didn’t know what to say.

“Or need I put in a complaint about your quality of service? What would that do for your career?”

“Of course, I’m here to assist you in any way I can, Ms Beaufort, but there are limits.”

“Oh really! Are there? I’ve seen the way you’ve been looking at me all through the flight.”

“That doesn’t mean-.”

Ms Beaufort pressed two fingers against Mia’s lips, silencing her.

“How about you remember your place, concentrate on attending to my needs and lose the attitude, hmm?”

Ms Beaufort’s hands moved down to the wide belt around Mia’s waist. The airline’s livery was grey and yellow. Mia’s uniform dress was grey, her belt and scarf yellow. The lady unbuckled the belt and let it drop to the floor.

“I’ll lose my job!” Mia whispered.

“Honey, you’ve already lost your job. The question is whether you perform well enough for me to offer you a new one!” Ms Beaufort’s eyes gleamed with cruel humour.

Mia’s scarf joined her belt on the floor.

“I’ll tell you what, if after I’ve undressed you we find that your cunt isn’t already sopping wet, I’ll let you get dressed again and leave and we will speak no more about it. But if you are wet, you just shut up and do as you are told from now on.”

The woman drew the zip down the back of Mia’s dress, then pushed the fabric off her shoulders. Mia kept her arms straight, allowing the dress to fall and pool around her feet.

She already knew what any inspection would find. Mia was aroused and already wet. She loved kinky games and experimenting, it was just that the context was so wrong, but even that just added to the eroticism of the moment and fuelled her lust even more.

Ms Beaufort unfastened Mia’s bra and discarded that. Mia’s breasts were on the small side but beautifully shaped. She was proud of them, not normally self-conscious about displaying them to her lovers, but something about this lady made Mia shy. She blushed as she saw how hard her nipples were.

Ms Beaufort made a noise of self-satisfaction, her mouth skewed in a wry smile.

“Lose your tights, knickers and shoes, push them to the side… Now lock your hands together behind your head… Feet as wide apart as you can get them.”

From the shelf below the mirror, where there was a collection of complementary toiletries, Ms Beaufort took a toothbrush and unwrapped it. She briefly teased Mia by dragging the bristles across her nipples, causing the flight attendant to gasp. Then she lowered the brush between Mia’s legs.

The whole situation was crazy beyond belief. Mia should put a stop to this but she just couldn’t bring herself to, didn’t want to. She felt the bristles of the brush against her labia, gently rubbing. The little discomfort more than offset by the pleasure the movement created. Mia gasped again, her hips squirming.

Then the brush head burrowed its way inside her and Mia shuddered, sighing. She squeaked as it moved, the abrasion slightly painful but overwhelmingly pleasant. As it contacted her clitoris her hips spasmed and she almost lowered her hands, yelping.

Ms Beaufort tittered, pushing the brush deeper into Mia, dragging the bristles across her vaginal wall. Mia moaned, she had never felt a sensation like it. Then the brush was pulled out, much to Mia’s disappointment. It was held up right in front of her face, the bristles thick with her excitement. The brush was so close to her nose she could smell her own arousal.

“I win!”

Down the brush went again and back inside Mia, skilfully manipulated to drive Mia crazy. Her eyes wide, she gasped and squeaked, her hips gyrating and reflexing. It felt so good!

“Do you like obeying me, Mia?”

“Yes, Ms Beaufort!” Mia whispered.

“I could tell. Some people are just made to serve. Others are made to be in charge. It’s just the way of the world. It’s nothing to be frightened or ashamed of.”

Mia cried out as the brush head concentrated on her clit, pressing harder.

“People who like to serve often choose professions such as yours, unconscious of - or too scared to confront - their own natural submissiveness.”

As the brush continued to manipulate Mia’s clit, her breathing became heavier, her chest rising and falling animatedly. It felt incredible, her hips were writhing, body suffused with pleasure.

“You don’t need to be afraid of your sexuality, embrace it!”

Ms Beaufort’s free hand came to Mia’s breasts, playing with each of her nipples in turn. The brush pressed harder onto her clit and Mia could feel her climax approaching. Then the brush and the hand were both gone, leaving Mia crestfallen and desperate for her cum. She whimpered pathetically.

“You only get an orgasm when you have earned one, and you certainly haven’t done that yet.”

The toothbrush was dropped into the waste chute. Ms Beaufort turned around, showing her back to Mia.

“Undress me. And be careful with the dress, it cost more than you bring home in a couple of months!”

Mia lowered the zip and the white silk parted. The fabric was printed with yellow flowers and green leaves and had two narrow straps over the shoulders – the kind of thing one would wear in Mauritius but not ideal for a chilly spring morning in London. Mia slipped the straps down Ms Beaufort’s arms, feeling soft, warm skin against her fingers. She carefully lowered the dress, dropping to her knees to allow the lady to step out of it. Mia folded the dress and put it on the bench.

“And my sandals while you are down there.”

The shoes were silver and white, the straps wrapping Ms Beaufort’s feet, which were steeply arched by the exceptionally high heel. Mia unbuckled, then gently removed each sandal in turn. Even Ms Beaufort’s feet were beautiful, her toenails immaculately groomed and painted a pale pink. Mia looked up the lady’s slim, toned body. Thighs fat free, her buttocks were high and firm and Mia had to resist an urge to kiss them.

Ms Beaufort turned back around to face Mia. She was wearing a white, lacy thong but no bra. Her breasts jutted out pertly, defying her age.

“Continue.”

Mia hooked her fingers through the thong straps and peeled the fabric down. Ms Beaufort had a landing strip of groomed pubic hair above her labia that matched the colour of the hair on her head. Now Mia detected the scent of the lady’s arousal as her sex was revealed.

“Pleasure me with your mouth. Let’s see if you are any good with it.”

Mia glanced up shyly to meet the penetrating blue eyes that were watching her intently. The idea of eating out this stunning woman thrilled her, her own sex was still pulsing with desire and the concerns about the consequences of her behaviour had been pushed to the back of her mind.

She pressed her lips to the labia in front of her and slipped her tongue between them, tasting the warm and wet interior. Mia had gone down on plenty of pussies and thought she was good at it, but still felt a moment of apprehension. Disappointing Ms Beaufort wasn’t something she wanted to contemplate.

“Hands behind your back, use only your mouth on me.”

Mia had been contemplating grasping Ms Beaufort’s bum to be able to push her mouth deeper into the vulva, but she had been too afraid, leaving her arms flapping aimlessly. As she obeyed the lady, her tongue explored the hot flesh inside the pussy, trying to work out what drew the best response. Ms Beaufort murmured and her hips moved reflexively. Mia’s confidence grew.

She thrust her tongue as deep as she could, caressing the lady’s vaginal walls, lips glued to the labia.

“Ooh! Good girl!”

Hands wrapped around Mia’s head, forcing her face harder into Ms Beaufort’s crotch, grabbing a hold of her hair. The lady’s hips pushed forward, starting to slowly gyrate as Mia’s mouth began to fill with pussy juice. She used her tongue forcefully and energetically, betraying her own passion.

“Oh, yes!”

Ms Beaufort’s thighs closed against the side of Mia’s head, increasing the sensation of being controlled and trapped, something that added to Mia’s excitement despite the mild discomfort. Only Ms Beaufort’s sex existed, its feel, taste and smell overpowering Mia’s senses as her head became increasingly buffeted by the lady’s animated response.

Mia’s tongue began to tire and she began to concentrate on Ms Beaufort’s clitoris, which was large and hard with arousal, pushing against the labia.

“Harder!” Ms Beaufort ordered.

Finding renewed vigour, Mia attacked the nub, pummelling, grinding her tongue as the lady spasmed and shuddered and increased the force around Mia’s head. Mia’s neck was starting to ache but she kept at it, determined to show Ms Beaufort what she was capable of. She could feel the woman’s orgasm rising. As she climaxed, Ms Beaufort released a low, guttural moan, her hips moving in a frenzy, dragging Mia’s head in all directions. There was so much fluid coming into Mia’s mouth that she had to swallow it down.

Then for a moment the lady was still, holding Mia’s head in an iron grip, thighs locked tight, hands gripping Mia’s hair. Finally, she let go and pushed Mia away. Mia gratefully gulped for air.

“That was impressive, Mia.” Ms Beaufort was breathless, too. “You’ve obviously eaten a lot of pussy.”

The lady turned, kicking off her thong which had still been around one ankle. She stepped into the shower stall and pulled the glass door shut.

What about me! Mia wanted to shout, but she dared not do so. She was so aroused.

“Get my clothes ready and make sure my dress is put away safely.”

The shower head erupted, cascading water.

*

Mia held the boot still as Ms Beaufort slipped her foot inside the soft leather, settling it in place with her toes flat and her heel against the steep rake of the sole. The skinny stiletto was made of a gleaming, shiny metal and must have been five inches high, forming a severe arch. Mia squeezed the leather closed around Ms Beaufort’s ankle and drew the zip up her leg, closing the boot tight around the lady’s calf right up to her knee.

The black hide felt amazing to touch, Mia wanted to stroke it. The boots must have been colossally expensive. She opened the second boot and held it for the lady’s left foot to slide in. Once again she drew the zip up right to the knee.

It was humid in the small space after Ms Beaufort’s brief shower and the air was heavy with the lady’s deodorant and perfume. Mia looked up questioningly.

The holdall had contained the lady’s underwear, toiletries and the boots. The garment bag held a pair of leather jeans and a jacket wrapped around the coat hanger inside. Everything was black. Now the silk dress was on the hanger inside the bag and Ms Beaufort’s sandals were in the holdall.

“Jacket!” Ms Beaufort said impatiently.

Mia scrambled to her feet. Without her shoes and with Ms Beaufort in her high-heeled boots, the woman towered over the flight attendant. The jeans fitted her long legs and tight bum like a second skin and were again of a quality beyond anything Mia had touched before. Above the waist, the lady wore a high-necked black top of a very fine knit that also hugged her form, showing the tone of her arms and shoulders as well as the curve of her breasts.

Picking up the matching jacket, Mia held it open, lifting it as high as she could manage to enable Ms Beaufort to slip her arms through and shrug the heavy hide onto her shoulders. For a brief moment the odour of the leather overpowered the lady’s perfume.

Ms Beaufort looked stunning in her outfit, sexy as hell, and Mia felt acutely conscious of her nakedness and vulnerability.

“You’ve done well, Mia, you deserve a reward. You can have Bruno fuck you if you want? Do you like cock?”

“Yes, Ms Beaufort.” Mia’s voice was tight and gritty. She didn’t want somebody else, she wanted Ms Beaufort, but her lust was still at boiling point.

“Pick up your uniform.”

Mia squatted down and gathered her clothing together.

“Don’t use it to hide your tits and cunt.”

Ms Beaufort flicked the latch and pulled open the door to the shower cubicle. The inrushing cool air brought Mia’s skin up in goosebumps.

“Go into the toilet and wait there. Do not close the door and do not get dressed.”

Mia stepped out cautiously, glancing fearfully around, but Ms Beaufort gave her a shove and she stumbled out into the isle. Things appeared exactly as they were before. Mr and Mrs Wardle were still asleep. Mr Vicci was still in his seat watching something on the screen, but looked up when he saw movement, showing more interest in Mia’s nakedness than he had in anything else so far during the flight. Mia quickly dived into the toilet.

The first-class toilet was about twice the size of the regular airplane toilets, but that still kept it as a small space. Mia stood still, her uniform scrunched up in her hands, feeling incredibly foolish. She glimpsed Ms Beaufort pass by with her holdall and garment bag, leathers shining in the dim light. This whole scenario was surreal, a dream. But she was so turned-on, it was thrilling.

After a few seconds, Mr Vicci – Bruno – stepped into the cubicle. He shut the door. He was tall and athletic, almost filling the space, forcing Mia back so her legs were pressed against the toilet pedestal.

“I will fuck you unless you tell me not to.”

He was a striking and beautiful man, but not really Mia’s type. She preferred a darker complexion and longer hair, not to mention a personality, but in her present state of sexual excitement his fit and shapely form was still appealing, especially as he pressed up against her and she appreciated the full effect of his masculinity.

Mia didn’t respond. He put his hands on her shoulders and pressed down until she dropped to her knees, her mouth only a few inches from his crotch.

“Get me ready.”

Mia felt a little thrill at being ordered around. She dropped her uniform to the side and unfastened his fly. Her fingers slipped inside, finding a cock already starting to grow. Her eyes went wide as she wrapped her fingers around it and drew it out. He was very big, and Mia had slept with a fair few men and knew what normal was.

It was circumcised, thick and long, filling with blood as she squeezed it. She swallowed hard, a little fearful but also incredibly excited at the prospect of having something so large inside her.

A hand grabbed a handful of her hair.

“Take it in your mouth.”

Mia obeyed. He was clean and smelt good. Her lips closed around his glans, her tongue pressed against his piss hole. He was growing rapidly, stretching her jaw wider. She took him in deeper but didn’t attempt to take him down her throat, he was just too big. She sucked hard, her tongue continuing to work on his glans until he was rock hard and pulsing eagerly.

“Put it on.”

He handed her a condom. She was glad to pull away from him, her jaw was aching already. She slipped the rubber on, squeezing hard on his shaft. When she let go it was swaying to and fro in front of her eyes like a snake about to attack. He really was huge!

Bruno squatted down and rummaged amongst her clothes.

“Open.”

As she obeyed, the guy stuffed her panties into her mouth. There wasn’t much to them and she accommodated them easily, still able to draw some air through, but it was still an effective gag. He had her bra in his hands as well, twisting it around to make a makeshift rope which he forced between her teeth and drew behind her head, knotting it tight.

Mia had experimented with bondage before and enjoyed it, but the context in which this was happening sent her lust into overdrive. She truly had lost all semblance of control.

“Wank me.”

She grabbed his shaft in her left hand, squeezing again, tugging up and down.

Now he had her uniform scarf and folded it lengthways before wrapping that around her head too, this time covering her eyes, completely blinding her. She felt the silky fabric pulled tight against her skull and tied.

“Get up.”

Mia struggled to her feet, the cock brushing across her face. Then she felt his hard abs against her cheek. She almost fell over but his hands caught her upper arms and lifted her easily, allowing her to get her feet under her. He turned her around and pushed her head forward until it rested on the wall behind the toilet pedestal, leaving her bent over awkwardly.

She had automatically put her hands against the wall to support herself, but he drew both of them behind her and crossed her wrists. She felt something wrap around them and heard the sound of a zip-tie closing. Her wrists were pulled tightly together, the zip-tie cutting painfully into her flesh. Her cry was muffled by the gag. She tried to rise up but he immediately pushed her head back against the wall.

His hands roamed possessively over her body. He cupped her breasts, a finger and thumb playing with each of her nipples. She squirmed in desperate need. Then his hands moved down to her hips, before cupping her buttocks and squeezing hard. He spanked her four times, two on each cheek. The sting only increased her arousal.

At last his hand touched her labia and she shuddered, shifting her hips to try and press her pussy against him. He parted the lips with a squelch and a finger brushed her clit, causing her to moan and writhe.

“Hot little slut, aren’t you!”

Finally, she felt his cock pushing at her labia. She spread her legs as far apart as she could and gurgled behind the gag as she felt the massive prick enter her, stretching her wide, the mild discomfort more than compensated for by the exquisite pleasure that radiated through her body.

He eased in gently the first time, allowing her to adapt to his size, but once he started to fuck, the pace and strength of his thrusts soon increased. It was an amazing feeling, beyond anything she had experienced before. She groaned in delight and began to push back, her wrists pulling frantically in a useless attempt to free themselves, which only increased their pain and discomfort.

He grasped her hips for greater leverage and thrust harder still. Mia came very quickly – she had been so excited before he even started. She screamed into the gag, glad of the freedom it gave for her to verbally vent her pleasure. Her body thrashed, knees bashing against the toilet seat painfully. She rode the wave of ecstasy for a long time, possibly the most powerful orgasm she had ever had.

But Bruno had real stamina and the fucking continued. Mia’s arousal was quickly burgeoning again almost as soon as the climax had dissipated. The strokes were long and hard. It felt incredible and glorious now her urgent need had been sated. She rolled her hips to increase the sensation, pushing back as hard as she could, savouring the feeling of being so full and stimulated.

She soon realized she was going to cum again – she had never had two orgasms so close together before. She howled as the second one crept upon her in slow motion after the rapidity of the first one, rising gradually, sluggishly, lasting so long. She felt Bruno freeze as his cock pulsed and emptied into the condom. She gently rotated her hips, drawing out the orgasm for both of them. It was wonderful.

He was breathing hard. She could feel it on her bare back. She was gasping for air herself. He remained still for a long while, his cock still fully lodged inside her, until finally he pulled out. She felt stretched and open and a little bit sore, but so satisfied and serene. He spanked her once more, but not as hard this time.

“Good girl. You’re a good fuck.”

She should have been outraged at his patronizing, objectifying manner, but at that moment she couldn’t have cared less, she felt so satiated. The toilet underneath her flushed away the condom. She heard him zip himself closed. He lifted Mia upright and turned her around. She assumed he was going to unfasten her, but once again he pushed on her shoulders to get her down on her knees.

She heard the door open and he stepped back so that he was no longer pressed against her. His hands grabbed her wrists and pulled them upwards, forcing her to bend over and point her head towards the floor. She heard the sound of another zip-tie drawing tight and even when his hands left her, she was unable to lower her arms at all.

Reality pushed aside her post-coital contentment as she realized she had been fastened in this very uncomfortable position. She experienced first anxiety, then full-blown panic as the true nature of her predicament punctured her reverie.

She tried to lift her head as high as she could, putting an agonizing strain on her arms and she screamed as loud as her panty-filled mouth permitted, shaking her head as violently as she could.

The door slid shut, she heard the click of the external emergency lock being activated on the outside of the door. Then silence.

She was filled with utter horror, left alone, naked, bound and gagged, blindfolded, on her knees on the floor of a toilet in an aeroplane that was shortly about to land.


2

A Different Kind of Interview

Later, after Mia had confessed to consenting to the shenanigans that had taken place during the flight and been fired, she found a card in the pocket of her uniform dress. The card was a deep, dark pink with a logo of a rose and the words:

Rose Air Services

Beneath there was a telephone number. On the back of the card, written in pen were the words Call Them!

Mia went home. She was exhausted. After wanking herself off to the memory of what had happened on the flight, she slept the rest of the day and right through the night.

She spent the next few days moping around her flat. Her sex drive was still raging and no matter how many times she jilled off, she just couldn’t satisfy herself, reliving the experiences on the plane multiple times and wanting more. It had been like a fantastical dream made real and she just couldn’t regret doing it, despite the calamitous consequences. The sexual charge it had given her was amazing, like her previous sexual experiences had just been playing and this was the real thing.

It had been outrageous behaviour by both Ms Beaufort and herself, not to mention Bruno’s casual use of her. It had been so dangerous and exciting. It was so appealing to just let go of all the restraints and conventions that governed her life, relinquish responsibility. It had been bizarrely liberating.

Eventually, she sat on her sofa, the card on her knee, and dialled the number.

“Ms Beaufort told me to ring this number.” She said to the female voice that answered. “Mia… Mia Ford.”

Mia was put on hold for several minutes. At one point she was tempted to hang up, but found her courage again. Suddenly the line came back to life.

“Mia! I’ve been waiting for your call. My name is Aria Rose, the owner of Rose Air Services. Sydney Beaufort has recommended you for our air crew. She reports you go the extra mile when attending to your passengers and that is just the sort of person we are on the look-out for. How do you feel about coming in for an interview?”

Twenty four hours later…

Mia let out a choked cry as her orgasm crashed through her at the exact moment the large cock in her mouth sunk into her throat again. She felt the cock expand and pulse as it ejaculated into the condom, her nose pressed against the groomed pubic hair of the guy in front of her.

Her hips continued to writhe and spasm as the bullet-head vibrator pressed harder onto her clitoris. The guy held her head pulled into his crotch until his own climax passed, holding his prick down her gullet, which only increased the intensity of Mia’s cum.

Eventually he withdrew from both her throat and her mouth and she gratefully drew air into her lungs, feeling more than a little light-headed.

At last the vibrator was gone from Mia’s pussy. She felt a wet-wipe cleaning up her crotch. It was so peculiar to have an unseen stranger performing such an intimate act on her own body, kind of humiliating. Another wipe cleaned up her arsehole (before fucking her mouth, the guy had entered both her pussy and arse.)

“Thanks guys.”

The man who had just fucked all three of her holes, and the woman who she had eaten out a few minutes ago and had just given Mia her orgasm, took Aria Rose’s words as a sign to leave. Mia heard the office door open and close. She hadn’t even seen either of them.

She was kneeling on the floor, stark naked. Her hands were cuffed behind her back and she was blindfolded again. At last her breathing returned to normal.

She sensed Ms Rose was close by, could smell her distinctive perfume, hear the sound of her leather clad thighs rubbing against each other as the woman moved around her.

“That was cool! Good girl! Did you enjoy it?”

“Yes, Ms Rose.” Mia’s voice was gritty. She was telling the truth even though her throat was sore. That was probably the biggest cock she had ever deep-throated.

“Kneel straighter. Head up. Push your chest out. Knees wider apart. Offer your sexual parts at every opportunity. Show me you are proud of yourself and perpetually available.”

Mia obeyed.

“Deportment is very important for this job. You must project the right image at all times, professional, highly disciplined and classy, always attentive and eager to please. Are you a top-class slut, Mia?”

“I am, Ms Rose.”

“Glad to hear it! That’s the kind of flight attendant we need.”

As job interviews went, Mia could safely say this was nothing like any other she had attended before. From signing a frightening non-disclosure agreement before she was allowed out of reception, to reading through an extensive list of sexual and BDSM practices – several of which she hadn’t even heard of before – using a highlighter pen to red line anything she wasn’t prepared to do and an orange one for things she might like to try or would accept in moderate amounts, the shocks and surprises just kept coming.

She had been given an extensive medical in a well-equipped consultation room downstairs and had a long wait before she was invited up to meet Ms Rose.

Mia guessed Ms Rose was about fifty. The lady had an astonishing glamour and presence about her. Her long brown hair was tied back at the sides, but loose down her back, revealing model-perfect features and beautiful, mesmerizing green eyes.

She was impeccably presented in dark red leather pants, knee-high black leather boots with a moderately high block heel and a grey silk top that clung to the curve of her breasts. It was tucked into her pants, highlighting her slim waist. Her make-up was immaculate. She looked like a maturing movie-star who hadn’t lost her charisma, who would immediately draw the attention of the room when she arrived.

Ms Rose had explained to Mia what Rose Air Services was, providing private flights to the very rich who were sexually liberated and inclined to a hedonistic lifestyle. As well as regular flight attendant duties, Mia would be expected to provide a full and complete service, anything that she hadn’t red-lined on her questionnaire. She would see some truly shocking, bizarre and disturbing sights and needed to be broadminded, accepting of alternative ways of living.

She would be serving people of immense wealth and power who would expect the very highest of standards in everything, as well as obedience, deference and discretion.

Mia was questioned about her knowledge of BDSM and fetishism and her attitude towards it. Would she be able to cope with humiliation and objectification as a daily part of her work? She would be part of a strict, formal rules-based culture that far exceeded anything she would have experienced in a normal workplace environment and most would consider completely unreasonable.

In return, cabin crew were paid a basic retainer, but most of her money would be earned per flight – the more flights Mia served on, the more she earned. It was a very flexible system, she could work as much or as little as she wanted. The figures Ms Rose quoted were unimaginable to Mia, ludicrous. Generous tips were also common, making her potential income huge.

Mia had almost been in a daze as she tried to process all this information. She found herself so excited at the prospect, but also more than a little fearful. This would be entering another world, a wild, crazy place that would turn her life upside-down – correction. It had already turned her life upside down.

But to continue with her interview, Mia had to submit. Demonstrate her aptitude, Ms Rose called it. In very little time, Mia found herself naked, blindfolded and with her hands cuffed behind her back. Soon she was being fucked by a total stranger she hadn’t even seen while eating out a pussy belonging to another total stranger she hadn’t even seen.

Mia started as fingers brushed her nipples unexpectedly.

“Nice and hard, that’s good!”

A finger and thumb holding each of Mia’s nipples, Ms Rose gently squeezed and waggled them, working them over quite thoroughly. Mia’s mouth opened, her breathing deepening again at the exquisite feeling.

“But I need to find out how you handle pain, Mia. Pain will be part of the job.”

The fingers suddenly pinched and twisted her nipples sharply, causing Mia to cry out, as much in shock as from the actual pain itself. Then the hands were gone, but her nubs continued to throb. She had automatically tried to pull her arms around to protect herself but the tug on the cuffs was completely ineffectual. One of Ms Rose’s hands buried itself in Mia’s hair, caressing.

“Some passengers will want to hurt you – within specified limits, of course. Let’s see if you can take it.”

The hand gripped Mia’s hair tightly, tugging on her scalp.

“Up!”

The pull on her hair increased. Mia scrabbled to get her feet underneath her which was difficult without the use of her hands. Once she was up, held bent over at the waist, she was pulled forward until her hips bumped into the front of Ms Rose’s desk.

“Over you go!”

Now Mia’s head was pulled down again, bending her over the desk until her forehead touched the surface.

“We can stop the test at any time, Mia. Just say the word and the interview will finish, understand?”

“Yes, Ms Rose.” Mia’s heart was thumping in her chest. She was scared but also incredibly aroused at the thought of what was about to happen.

“Straighten your legs, curve your back and push your bum up and out. Always think about presentation, looking the best you can.”

As Mia obeyed, the hand let go of its hold in her hair and moments later both her buttocks were grabbed. Ms Rose felt-up both cheeks comprehensively.

“What a gorgeous arse you have, Mia. Plenty of clients are going to want to mark this up!”

Ms Rose rubbed and squeezed, pressed her palms into the meat of the muscles. Her fingers explored, caressing Mia’s skin. It felt wonderful, Mia couldn’t help squirming in pleasure.

“I noticed that you didn’t red-line many of the corporal punishments on the questionnaire. Do you have experience with straps, canes and whips?”

“Not really, no. I’ve done spanking and really enjoyed it. A guy did use his belt on me once, but not that hard… it was still pretty intense though. I would like to experiment more.”

“Mild to moderate corporal punishment is likely to be a daily occurrence for this job. You would have to be able to cope with it without making a scene. Some clients expect to treat the attendants with more severity, but you wouldn’t be assigned those flights unless or until you agreed to take that extra step.”

The words both frightened and excited Mia. She was jumping into the deep end, it would be sink or swim.

“We will try a number of implements today to see how you are able to handle them.”

The hands left Mia’s buttocks.

“Let’s warm you up with the strap first.”

There was a long wait. Mia heard a cupboard open and close. She didn’t want to fail, no matter how bad it was. If she walked away from this she wanted it to be on her own terms.

Items were placed on the desk beside her. Her hearing had become more acute since the blindfold had been put on, forcing her to use the full capacity of the sense.

Ms Rose dragged her fingernails across Mia’s bottom, causing her to shiver at the sensual but portentous touch. There was about two seconds between the fingers leaving her skin and the crack of the leather contacting her buttocks, then a split second between the noise and the pain, which was worse than Mia had been expecting. She squeaked and immediately tried to lift herself up.

“No!” Ms Rose barked. “Keep the position you were placed in. Your forehead must not leave the desktop.”

There was another long pause. Mia’s hips fidgeted as the initial fierce pain dissipated to a burning sensation.

When the next stroke came, Mia heard the strap moving through the air. She gasped as it landed on her bum. She was more prepared this time, managing to keep her forehead pressed against the desktop, but she couldn’t prevent her hips from squirming.

Ms Rose stepped up the tempo. Four rapid swipes followed one another quickly, the pain of each building on the previous one. Beneath the blindfold, Mia’s eyes began to tear-up. She fought with everything she had to stay down, not to yell.

A hand grasped each buttock in turn, massaging the muscles, which alleviated the discomfort somewhat and felt so good, directing the burning straight to her pussy.

“That’s better! A nice bit of colour there now.”

The next blows were across the top of Mia’s thighs, catching her by surprise. She squealed, her feet lifting briefly off the floor. Her hands pulled uselessly at the cuffs holding them behind her back. She began to pant and fought to stay still.

“Let’s see how you respond to the tawse.”

Mia had no idea what a tawse was. Fear rippled through her, but also a thrill. The hum of the tawse as it descended onto her buttock was significantly louder than the strap, a heavier implement. There was an emphatic splat as it impacted her right bottom cheek. Fire erupted and Mia shrieked, her head lifting several inches off the desktop before she managed to get control of herself and drop back down again. Her hips danced as the shocking pain held for much longer than the strap. Tears squeezed out from under her blindfold to run down her cheek. She stamped her feet.

Ms Rose paused until Mia had settled down before delivering the next strike. Mia waited, trembling, in awful expectation. Finally, the tawse slammed into her other buttock. Mia sobbed, her hips writhing, continuing to stamp her feet down onto the carpet, anything to try to relieve the agony. She wanted this to stop, but she wanted to please Ms Rose more. It was bizarre and crazy.

“I’m going to give you a couple with a whip. It’s an altogether different sensation. You need to be still for these as accuracy is important.”

Mia felt Ms Rose’s hand in the small of her back, pushing down.

“Keep your position, back curved, knees locked, bottom presented. You will need some practice to learn to keep your deportment under punishment.”

Mia tried to hold her hips still, but it was difficult. Her chest felt so tight, she gulped down air. She felt so vulnerable. The wait was interminable.

Then unadulterated hellfire. It was a pain so intense it blocked out all other thought and sensation. Only Ms Rose’s hand pushing her back against the desk made Mia realize she had lifted herself nearly upright. She writhed uncontrollably, consumed by the agony.

“Stay still!” The sharpness of Ms Rose’s tone somehow made it through Mia’s haze of distress.

She tried her hardest to comply. It felt like her buttocks had been slashed open. Then, to make matters worse, fingers pressed against the impact point. Mia shrieked.

“Still!” Ms Rose repeated.

This was insane! Why was Mia allowing this to happen? Why did the approval of this strange woman matter to her? She flinched as the whip touched her again. But Ms Rose was teasing her, dragging the blade across her bottom. Mia felt her pussy throb, she was so turned-on, she desperately wanted to finger herself. Again Ms Rose waited for Mia to settle down, but her body was racked with sobs.

The noise, so short, and then blinding agony again. Ms Rose had changed sides so that the tip contacted Mia’s other bottom cheek. Mia howled, had to be held down again. She drew her knees up until they banged into the desk and for a moment her entire weight was supported by her hips against the edge of the desk. Again Ms Rose’s fingers explored the contact point.

“You mark-up beautifully, Mia, your skin is so soft and pale.”

Mia could have put a stop to the test right then, and part of her wanted to, but another part of her was determined to see it through, to prove to herself and Ms Rose she had what it took.

“Keep your focus! Resume your position. Present your bottom to me for my pleasure. I won’t tell you again.”

It was hard. Mia’s legs were shaking, she couldn’t keep her hips still. The whip was very different to the previous two implements – a more specific, centred pain.

“I’m going to finish with the cane, my favourite instrument. Keep the noise down.”

Ms Rose swiped the cane through the air multiple times. The sound it made was terrifying. Then Mia felt the stick pressed against her, right where her buttocks met her thighs.

“I like to cut low. I believe it hurts more and the discomfort is felt for longer. You will still be able to feel its kiss in two or three days when you walk and bend – a little thing to remember me by! Take it stoically, Mia, don’t disappoint me.”

The hum was louder this time and the crack as it made contact with her rear was sickening. Atrocious agony! Mia did everything she could to obey Ms Rose, her scream muffled by her closed mouth, she pressed her head back against the desk after it lifted only three or four inches. Her hips danced, the pain shocking.

“Good girl.”

The words had a profound effect on Mia. That was what she wanted, to please Ms Rose, and she was achieving it.

A second stroke cut right into the bottom of Mia’s buttocks. She yelled, but kept her lips sealed. The pain was overwhelming, her entire existence. She twisted her body, bruising her hips on the edge of the desk – something she would only become aware of later. She had to open her mouth to get enough air. Her hands balled into fists and opened again repeatedly, tugging on the cuffs, anything to try and disperse the pain.

“This will be the last one if you stay down.”

No sooner had Ms Rose’s words finished then the cane cut into Mia once more. It felt like it landed on top of the previous strikes. Once again Mia’s feet lifted off the floor, her knees cracking painfully against the desk. She forced them back down, trying to control the spastic movement of her hips but wriggling frenetically. She was panting like she had run a marathon, sobbing, crying, but she contrived to straighten her legs, curve her back, thrust her backside towards Ms Rose.

“Good girl.” Ms Rose repeated.

Mia felt so proud of herself. She had survived, taken the punishment. She would never have thought she was capable of doing it. But her most ardent wish at that moment was to have that large cock thrusting into her aching pussy once more, she was so horny. Her hips twitched and her backside throbbed.

“How’s your snatch feeling?”

Ms Rose could read Mia like a book. Her hand cupped Mia’s pussy. Mia quivered, a high-pitched wail slipping from her mouth. Instinctively, she ground down on the heel of the hand to get as much stimulation as she could.

Ms Rose laughed as she pushed two fingers inside Mia, whose pussy spasmed and immediately closed around the digits. Mia groaned, but the incursion was brief and soon they were gone, as was the hand. Ms Rose wiped her fingers clean on Mia’s thigh.

“Hungry, it would appear! I can do something about that, but it will cost you. I’ll let you have another cum if you ask for two more with the cane, how about that?”

Behind the dark torment of her blindfold, Mia’s eyes moved sightlessly, as if the blackness would supply an answer. She didn’t know what to say. She desperately wanted to climax but her bottom was still burning furiously and the pain had been appalling. She just couldn’t take any more.

Ms Rose laughed again.

“Thinking about the deal aren’t you, you little slut! I’ve just the thing to help you decide.”

Above the sound of Mia’s own heavy, open-mouthed breathing, she heard a drawer open and close. A few seconds later, something hard pressed against her labia, pushing them aside. It was a dildo and big. It stretched Mia as it entered her. She was plenty wet enough for it to slide smoothly inside her. She moaned in delight at the sensations as the full girth expanded her pussy, penetrating deeply.

It was huge, bigger than the large cock that had fucked her earlier, but she accommodated it with only very minor discomfort. It left her breathless. She spasmed again as something pressed against her clit, something firm and attached to the dildo. She was completely stuffed.

Suddenly both the dildo and the appendage burst into life, vibrating powerfully. Mia squealed at the intensity of the feelings it generated as her whole pussy shook and vacillated from the effects of the device. She squirmed frantically, which only increased the sensations more. It was utter bliss.

Ms Rose pressed firmly into the small of Mia’s back to hold her still. Each of Mia’s buttocks was spanked hard twice, the fiery pain only increasing her arousal. She fought back against Ms Rose’s grip on her, riding a wave of ecstasy as she worked towards the orgasm she desperately needed.

Just as suddenly as the vibrations had started, they stopped. Mia cried out in anguish.

“Just two more with the cane and I’ll leave it on until you finish. Or, if not, I remove it now. Which option do you choose?”

“Please… Ms Rose!” Mia gasped.

“It’s a simple either/or question!”

Mia sobbed, tears starting once more. It was such a cruel game to play on her.

“Shall I take it out?”

Mia felt the dildo start to slowly withdraw.

“No! Please, Ms Rose!”

“You want it to stay?”

“Yes… Please… Ms Rose!”

Mia could still feel the dildo inching its way out of her.

“So what do you say?”

“Please give me two more with the cane and allow me to cum, Ms Rose!”

“With pleasure!”

The dildo pushed back into Mia forcefully. She gasped. The vibrator burst into life again.

“Remember to stay down. If you rise, the stroke won’t count.”

Mia’s pussy was shaking, her clit was quavering, glorious joy radiated throughout her body as she sped towards her climax. Then the pleasure fused with monstrous pain as she heard the crack of the cane lacing into her lower buttocks. She howled. For a few seconds the agony swamped all gratification, forcing any potential orgasm far into the distance. Her head rose six, seven inches from the table before she caught herself and dropped back down. She ground her hips into the edge of the desk, hurting herself further.

Slowly, slowly, the acute fire in her bottom receded and the amazing thrill of the vibrator reasserted itself. Mia waited, teeth gritted, for the final strike. And waited. She groaned, the euphoric sensations overcoming her once again, feeling her orgasm approaching. Still she waited, distressed and overwhelmed, unable to prevent herself succumbing to the power of the device in her pussy. She felt the wave of her climax surge, rear up, crash through her mind and body.

At that exact moment the cane bit into her buttocks once more, cutting low, on top of the existing marks and with a force that seemed greater than any of the strokes before. Mia’s consciousness was subsumed by astounding delirium, rapture and heinous agony simultaneously, fusing into one, unbelievably intense. Still she forced her forehead to stay pressed to the desktop, even as her body twisted and writhed, knees again lifting, thumping against the underside of the desk. She shrieked, mouth stretched wide open.

Gradually, her thrashing around subsided, the pleasure and pain separated. The pain came to dominate, her bum felt like it had been skinned and she was so breathless, gulping down air, panting like a dog, sobbing. Her hips remained quietly active, unable to stay still. She continued to pull uselessly at her cuffed wrists. She felt completely helpless.

When Ms Rose grabbed both her burning cheeks, Mia moaned and flinched. Her bottom was so tender. Ms Rose manipulated both abused muscles, kneading, digging her fingernails into the flesh. Mia continued to sob, tears still welling in her eyes.

“Now that looks like a Rose Air Services backside if I ever saw one! Lovely!”
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On the Job

Rose Air Services was based at an airfield in rural Kent, a few miles south of London. Its swish offices were attached to a huge hangar that could take planes up to an Airbus A319 in size. A solitary A319 was the only plane permanently in operation with RAS, all the other flights were fulfilled by charter or other arrangements as required. Most days at least three planes were operating.

Mia preferred to work on the bigger planes where there was more room. The smaller Gulfstream and Lear jets she sometimes couldn’t even stand upright in, an issue made worse by the towering heels she had to wear as part of her uniform.

The uniform wasn’t something she could wear to and from home, she changed in the dressing room at RAS. It was a kinky, fetishistic affair in two-tone pink, the colours of the company. The boots, belt, scarf, cap, gloves and jacket were a dark dusky pink, while the dress was a paler rose pink, but still subdued and tasteful.

But that was the only thing that was subtle about it. The dress was made of latex, knee length, covering her torso in its sensuous tightness and with a very high collar that wrapped around her neck and tucked under her chin. The long sleeves had loops at the end for her thumbs to pass through, keeping the rubber pulled taut over her wrists and part of the back of her hand. There were two cut-outs for her breasts, which were left fully exposed.

The back of the skirt had a zip from the hem right up to the waist. The default position for the zip was halfway down. The tightness of the dress turned it into an effective hobble skirt. In the default position it was possible to take a normal stride and just about mount steps. But the position of the zip was at the discretion of the clients. It could be pulled down right to the hem, forcing Mia to take tiny, mincing steps, the latex stretching and rippling across her thighs and buttocks with each movement.

Alternatively, the zip could be drawn right up to the waist so that the skirt was permanently open, revealing her bum-crack (underwear was not permitted) and displaying a bare buttock with every step. When she bent over to serve a passenger the entire skirt would fall forward, completely exposing her backside and crotch. It had to be said that most clients preferred the latter arrangement.

The boots had five-and-a-half inch shiny metal stiletto heels, the highest Mia had ever worn. Only her toes and the smallest amount of the ball of her foot actually pressed on the ground, the rest of the foot steeply arched and her ankle heavily extended. They had taken a lot of getting used to and could become tortuous after a long shift. The soft leather of the boot wrapped her legs right up to the crotch, just a couple of inches of bare thigh visible. Mia found them very confining.

The matching belt was three inches wide and had to be buckled as tightly as possible to emphasize the flare of her hips. The scarf was made of latex and had to be tied in a specific way and placed slightly askew so the bulk of the material draped across the left shoulder.

The jacket was made of supple leather and waist length, form-fitting and with an asymmetric zip that closed diagonally across her chest. A truly bizarre design feature were the two small squares of a rough, prickly material that were placed on the inside of the jacket to line up with her nipples. Once the jacket was closed, the squares pressed against each nipple, rubbing them with every movement. It had the effect of keeping them perpetually erect while she was wearing the jacket.

And then there was the cap. When on duty her hair had to be tied back in a ponytail. A hole in the back of the cap allowed the ponytail to be pulled through, but it was a big hole. The cap was very front-heavy, the leather wrapping her forehead and containing a half-mask that dropped down over her eyes to sit across the bridge of her nose and the top of her cheekbones. Two oblong eye holes restricted her vision to the sides somewhat.

Lipstick had to be a dusky pink that matched the dark pink of the uniform, as did the eye shadow. Finally, there was a pair of short, extremely thin leather gloves that wrapped her fingers closely and didn’t quite reach her wrists.

The latex had to be polished to perfection, which was a pain in the arse, but Mia felt very sexy when she was wearing it. The way the rubber shifted against her body as she moved was delightful, caressing her all over, snapping and squelching. The wet-look sheen that glistened and sparkled against any light was very erotic.

Mia checked over her appearance in the mirror one last time. She knew she looked stunning. She was in her third week at RAS, working through a four week trial period. She thought it was going well, experiencing the most amazing three weeks of her life. But it still often seemed unreal, some dream from which she would wake and be forced to confront the banality and dullness of her old life once again.

They were very strict about presentation. Any lapses in perfection could be quite cruelly punished, but Mia had to admit that she got off on working under such exacting discipline. She found it as exciting as it was scary. She had always known she was kind of kinky and highly sexed, but it wasn’t until she had been exposed to this audacious, liberated environment that the true depth of her attraction to perversity and unbridled sexual excess had been revealed. The more she discovered, the more she wanted to see and experience.

Today she was assigned to the Airbus, first on a flight to a Greek island and from there they would head to Berlin to pick up different clients and return to base.

For each flight, the number of attendants and their gender was specified by the clients, but mostly Mia had worked with female colleagues, though just yesterday she had been assigned to a small jet flight to Russia with Kai, one of the male attendants (Mia had been fucked doggy-style by Kai in front of the clients while one of them whipped her breasts – whatever was your thing, RAS could probably provide it.)

It had to be said that, at least in her limited experience so far, as often as not the flight attendants didn’t actually do anything beyond regular duties, albeit in highly sexualized uniforms and turning a blind eye to some mind-blowing spectacles – she had seen some amazing things. What the clients were paying for was the freedom to transport themselves and their playthings unrestricted by normal social norms, doing whatever they liked (within reason.)

At some point she might get jaded, but at the moment everything was still new for Mia and putting on her uniform was an exciting time as her imagination ran riot about the things she would see and experience each day. Sometimes it could be challenging and very intense (like having her breasts whipped yesterday) but she found it thrilling and so sexually satisfying. She didn’t regret her dramatic career change, even if it had been forced upon her.

She made her way through the building to the hangar where the plane was parked. The company had supplied a cute little carry-on spinner case for her make-up bag and personal items in a dark pink that matched her uniform, which she wheeled alongside her. It had taken time getting used to walking in the boots, but she had mastered them by now. As she stepped out onto the bare floor of the hangar her heels clicked loudly with each step.

Just inside the entrance was parked a small jet. It had to be due to depart soon as the Airbus couldn’t get out until it did. She was no plane geek and couldn’t identify what type it was without reading it off the side and she was too far away to do that. Besides, what was happening alongside the Airbus was much more interesting.

Mia had been vaguely aware of the concept of ponyplay as a sexual kink, but she certainly hadn’t been prepared for the sub-culture that existed and the level of seriousness with which it was taken, way beyond a game. Some people lived their lives as full-time human ponies. It blew her mind!

Transporting lifestyle ponies internationally was one of Rose Air Services specialities. The back of the A319 was designed specifically to accommodate them, allowing them to stay in role even when being flown around the world.

As she approached the jet, two ponygirls were being led down the ramp of a traditional horse box trailer that had been driven up to the plane by a Range Rover.

The sophistication of their outfits and bondage had astonished Mia the first time she had seen them and it still stunned her now. She found the sight deeply erotic and had even found herself masturbating about having a sexual encounter with one.

Both ponygirls were high-stepping – drawing their knees up until their thighs were at right-angles to their bodies with each step. They looked like a matched pair, though it was hard to be certain as they were both hooded, hiding their features and leaving them blind. Despite this they marched forward without the slightest hesitation.

They were the same height and both had extraordinarily large breasts of the same size that couldn’t be natural. Their manes, sprouting through a hole in the back of the hoods, were identical in length and colour – a very distinctive bright blonde.

The hoof boots that the ponygirls wore were particularly eye-catching. Always heelless and holding their feet in a steep arch, it looked like the pony must topple-over if they stood still, but that didn’t happen, the clever design allowing the weight of the heel to transfer down to the front of the boot, but it was strange to see and counter-intuitive.

The soles of the boots were shod with actual metal horseshoes – although smaller and thinner than would be used on a real horse. But the design was such that every step the pony took produced an authentic clomping sound, it was wild!

The hoof shape of the boots was really chunky and combined with the steep rake to the heel added at least seven or eight inches to the pony. A tall ponygirl or even an average height ponyboy would be well over six feet tall, making for a very striking sight.

On these particular ponygirls the boots wrapped their legs right up to mid-thigh, but the designs varied from owner to owner. Swinging behind their legs, brushing against their calves, were long tails sprouting from between their bottom cheeks and coloured to match their manes, which were elaborately braided and entwined with purple leather strips, hanging down their backs.

Mia had become fascinated at the different designs of harness that were used on the ponies. All of them had substantial belts or cinches around the waist to which was attached a crotch strap passing between their legs and buttock cheeks, through which their tails were threaded. Often Mia could see evidence of the pony’s arousal seeping out around the crotch straps, glistening on their thighs.

The variety came in how their arms and breasts were bound within the harnesses. These two had a simple St George’s cross – wide vertical and horizontal straps pulling each breast tight against the chest. A central ring circled the nipple and areola, leaving it uncovered. Compared to some of the other arrangements Mia had seen, these ponies were getting off lightly for comfort, but aesthetically it did look good, while more elaborate cinches looked horrendously uncomfortable both physically and visually.

Brutal looking collars wrapped their necks, tucking right up under their chins and forcing them to hold their heads perpetually high. They were being led by leashes that forked into two so that the twin ends could be attached to the large heavy rings through their nipples. It looked barbaric but very erotic.

On the nearest pony to Mia, she could quite clearly see the brand burnt into the left hip on the side, right at the top of the thigh. It was oblong-shaped, the letters RP in bold capitals. She had naively thought that these were fake – prosthetics and make-up. She had felt foolish when she had mentioned to a colleague how realistic they looked and was laughed at. They were real! Burnt irrevocably into the pony’s skin. It was truly shocking and disturbing and had given her pause for thought about what she was getting into here.

As they stepped off the trailer ramp their horseshoes reverberated around the high-roofed hanger. They started up the long ramp to the back entrance of the jet and Mia could see how their arms were fastened behind them, strapped to the harness in an X-shaped St Andrew’s cross. Their mittened hands fixed just below the opposite shoulder, elbows pulled tight against their backs just above their hips. Mia wasn’t sure she could even get her arms into that position. She shuddered at the thought of having them held that way for hours on end, it must be torturous.

The positioning of the arms curved their backs, forcing their breasts out prominently in front of them slightly comically, like they were trying to show off how big their tits were. Mia watched their heavily whip-marked buttocks tightening and loosing as they pranced, stretching the welts with each step. What must it feel like to be tacked-up like that and treated as an animal? It caused her to shiver with terror and lust in equal measure.

A chauffeur was leaning back against the driver’s door of the Range Rover, the cap of his uniform slightly crooked. He was eyeing Mia up from top to toe, leering at her in a way that made her feel uncomfortable. He winked at her. She ignored him and continued walking toward the boarding stairs at the front of the plane.

Her colleague for the day, Katya, was waiting at the bottom of the stairway. The flight attendants had to pass an inspection before they were allowed to board, which was carried out by the duty manager. A little shorter than Mia, Katya had the same long platinum blonde hair. She looked like a stereotype of what a sexy girl was supposed to be, big expressive blue eyes, pillowy bee-stung lips and large breasts which were out-of-proportion to her fragile seeming, skinny frame. She really did look like a doll.

Mia had already seen Katya in the dressing room a few minutes ago. Contrary to her very extrovert appearance, the flight attendant was actually very reserved, not at all talkative. Not that she was sullen or had an attitude – she was scrupulously polite – but she wore her submissiveness on her sleeve. There was an intensity in her eyes that revealed itself in a lack of appreciation for the frivolous and trivial parts of everyday life.

The duty manager today was Ms Henderson. Mia saw her coming out of the entrance to the passenger lounges. There were three luxuriously appointed private lounges where the clients waited to board their flights. Ms Henderson was in her late thirties, a slim, dark-haired Scot with fierce eyes. She was stern and strict and Mia was a little afraid of her.

She was wearing a ground crew uniform that wasn’t quite as sexualized as the cabin crew outfit. The leather dress was of the darker pink, while the accessories were of the lighter pink – reversing the cabin crew theme. The hat was a regular one, without the half-mask, and the boots were only knee high. The leather jacket was identical. Ms Henderson’s square, black-rimmed spectacles seemed to magnify her withering gaze.

“Present!” She barked as she reached the cabin crew.

This was the position the attendants had to adopt for their inspection, it was very militaristic. Feet eighteen inches apart, back straight, head up and hands clasped behind their backs.

Ms Henderson studied each of them in turn, leaning in really close and examining their make-up, circling around them, checking the polish on the rubber skirts – as Mia had learned, the latex attracted dust like a magnet and took a lot of work to keep pristine. At a nod from the manager both women unzipped their jackets and held them wide open, displaying their bare breasts.

Mia hadn’t believed that she really had to do that, thinking it was a prank on the new girl. It was so humiliating. One of the first steps on her steep learning curve. It inevitably caused her to be self-conscious about the size of her breasts. She had always been proud of them, though they were on the small side they had a great shape, but all three other female attendants that she had worked with so far had implants and were significantly larger than her.

Ms Henderson nodded again and Mia zipped the jacket closed once more.

“OK, girls, let’s get going!”

As Ms Henderson strode across the hanger towards the other, smaller jet, Mia followed Katya up the steps on to the plane. The rule was that the attendant with the longest serving tenure had seniority, which inevitably meant that Mia was always subordinate, having to do the worst jobs like checking the toilets and showers and cleaning them up if necessary, serving the pony grooms at the back of the plane. It was to be expected.

This was Mia’s fifth time working with Katya and it was clear to her that the attendant was uncomfortable with a supervisory role and much happier when she was being told what to do, but Mia didn’t have a problem operating to the rule, it just didn’t make sense to her.

One of the other attendants had told Mia that Katya was a favourite of Ms Rose, like a pet project to turn her into the perfect submissive servant, including her physical transformation into such a gorgeous - if unsubtle - object of desire. It was a sexy idea if it was true, but a little sinister as well.

The captain and first officer were already aboard and seated in the cockpit running through their pre-flight checks. Mia had flown with both of them several times before – there were only a handful of flight crew, about evenly split between men and women. Today it was a male captain and a female first officer.

Sexual contact between the cabin crew and the flight crew was strictly forbidden while on duty, but that hadn’t stopped the first officer giving Mia the eye several times since they had first met. The co-pilot wasn’t in Mia’s league and the interest wasn’t reciprocated.

“There’s another plane waiting to come in. We need to depart ASAP, ladies!” The captain announced.
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Right Between the Thighs

Once the passengers were aboard and the doors closed it was normal for the attendants to remove their jackets, caps and gloves (replacing the gloves with a latex pair that were really short, leaving the bottom of the hands uncovered). But everything was tailored to the desires of the client and often they were instructed to keep their caps on for the entire flight, as was the case on this occasion.

Mia got the concept. Partially hiding their faces further reduced their individuality, increasing the objectification of their bodies, turning them into anonymous sex drones.

The idea could be taken even further. Attendants could be specified to wear full latex helmets that covered their heads completely, except for holes for their eyes, nostrils and mouths plus a hole near the top to feed their hair through. This had only happened to Mia once so far, on a short flight to Germany, but it had been long enough to know that she wouldn’t enjoy that particular instruction the next time.

It felt very claustrophobic and grew increasingly uncomfortable the longer she was wearing it. It also caused her to sweat profusely underneath. The thought made her shudder as she remembered the sensation of the perspiration trickling down the back of her neck under the rubber.

In total there were seven passengers on this flight. Confidentiality was important and as a policy the cabin crew weren’t given the names of the clients. Today, it was a male-female couple, their PA and their submissive (both female) while at the back of the plane there were the two ponygirls and their groom, who was also a woman.

It was apparent that they had used RAS before, were familiar with the plane and knew exactly what they wanted. The first thing they did was to close the zips on Mia and Katya’s skirts right down to the hem. The first time Mia had to serve with her skirt fully closed she had found it incredibly frustrating and unnecessary, making her job that much more difficult. But she had soon grown accustomed to the restriction it imposed on her movement, forcing her to take very small steps, placing one foot in front of the other.

It was made even more challenging by the towering stilettos she had to wear. Each step had to be deliberate and considered, and she always kept an awareness of what was available nearby to grab should she misjudge and lose her balance. So far, she hadn’t faced the ignominy of falling over.

And it did make her feel provocative. It forced her to sway her hips, rolling her buttocks under the latex, flexing the rubber back and forth across her bottom. When she walked behind Katya she could see how sexy it looked and could understand why clients liked to see the attendants this way.

The submissive was a small, cute young woman who had one side of her head shaved bald, while the other half had long blonde locks spilling over her shoulder. She was wearing a striking silver latex catsuit with an oval cut-out that left her large breasts bare. Her legs were sheathed in matching silver thigh-high stiletto boots. Mia fancied her like crazy and just wanted to take her to one of the two bedrooms for a bout of wild sex – something that was extremely unlikely to happen, regretfully.

The main lounge area of the cabin consisted of four luxurious armchairs facing each other in pairs, with a long bench seat behind that ran alongside the window. Opposite this was a massive TV screen with all the latest tech. The armchairs swivelled around to face any direction the occupant wanted and fold-out tables could be erected for meals or any other needs.

On the bulkhead between the galley and the lounge, covered in heavily padded soft leather, was a St Andrew’s cross. It was to this that Mia and Katya were ordered to fasten the submissive, cuffing her wrists with her arms fully extended, wide apart, above her head. Her legs were spread similarly wide and ankles cuffed to the bottom of the cross. There was a wide belt in the centre of the cross that pulled her waist tight to the bulkhead.

Mia’s eyes met the bound woman’s. They were very close and Mia could see the intensity and arousal in them. The sensuous sound of the latex moving against both of their bodies added to the sexual tension. Mia resisted an urge to kiss the glistening, plump lips.

Another strap passed over her neck and then a final one across her forehead, holding her head back against a padded cushion on the wall. The only thing the submissive could move was her hands. Mia imagined how exciting it would be to take-off in a jet bound spreadeagled to the bulkhead.

Everyone else took their seats for take-off. As the senior attendant, Katya would serve the couple unless they specifically requested something from Mia. That left Mia to attend to the PA and the groom at the back of the plane. She tottered down to do the cross-check on the rear door and ensure the groom was seated and belted.

In standard configuration the rear compartment had space for six ponies. An additional frame could be bolted in place to increase the capacity to nine, but so far Mia hadn’t had more than three ponies on a flight. Today’s ponygirls were fixed into place (they had to remain on their feet for the entire flight) with their ankles and thighs strapped to the metal framework. Further chains attached to their belts and collars held them rigidly in place. Finally, their manes were wrapped around the top of the frame above their heads and knotted, preventing any movement whatsoever.

Because of the posture forced on them by the collars – heads held unnaturally high - and the way their arms were bound behind their backs – pushing their chests out – there stance was one of exaggerated pride. The fact that they were hooded, features completely hidden, just made the sight even more bizarre. Mia could see their chests rise and fall with steady, calm breaths. She also noticed that their hips were moving virtually continuously within the very limited latitudes permitted them, like they were trying to gyrate.

What must it be like to be in their position? Bound into those extraordinary costumes, being led totally blind onto a plane by your nipples, being flown you knew not where, unable to move throughout what was a long flight of more than four hours. Utterly powerless and helpless. What a challenging, amazing experience! The unreal being made so actually real.

Mia returned to the front of the plane and took her seat next to Katya as the captain announced they had permission to take off.

*

Twenty minutes into the flight and the submissive strapped to the bulkhead had been given additional torments. Horrible claw clamps were biting into her nipples and the chain linking them was being held in her mouth, lifting her breasts up, suspending the weight of them from the chain and the sharply upturned, gripped nubs. It must have been agony.

Not only that. The zip in the crotch of her catsuit had been opened and each of her outer labia also bore a similar clamp. The chains from these were wrapped around each of her thighs, holding her pussy stretched obscenely open. Some kind of metallic dildo had been inserted between the distended lips, clearly visible and with a couple of inches protruding out.

Even though Mia still found some of the things she saw shocking and frightening, they didn’t repel her. She was fascinated and intrigued. It occurred to her that she could be sliding down a slippery slope into depravity, but her lust always drowned out such concerns.

When she returned from serving the groom her drink a couple of minutes later, the woman was out of her seat, whipping the underside of the bound submissive’s breasts with a miniature whip. The submissive’s eyes were wild, frantic and tear-filled, but she was keeping the chain held in her mouth, colluding in her own suffering.

The man remained in his seat, legs spread apart. Katya was on her knees between them, her face buried in his crotch, wrists crossed behind her back.

Serving the underlings of the clients had proved to be at least as high-maintenance as those that were paying the colossal price of the flight. The clients were used to being waited on hand and foot, there was no novelty to it from their point of view, whereas for the employees it was an opportunity to lord it for a few hours at Mia’s expense, exerting power that they rarely had access to. It proved to be true again today. Thirty five minutes into the flight, the PA took Mia to one of the bedrooms.

The PA was already dressed for the Greek heat and sunshine in a light, loose, strappy dress that revealed a significant cleavage. She quickly slipped out of the dress and had Mia kneel before her to remove her panties. Her crotch was hairless and her pubis a closed, narrow slit. She had Mia kiss it before ordering the attendant onto the bed on her hands and knees.

Mia felt the tension release in the tight grip of the rubber skirt across her bottom as the zip was drawn up from the hem right up to her waist. The skirt fell away, revealing her boot-clad thighs, bare bottom and crotch. Mia quivered in anticipation.

“What a fucking slut you are prancing around in that outfit!”

Mia couldn’t have agreed more, but it was stating the obvious.

The woman began to spank Mia, two or three slaps to one buttock, then moving to the other. She kept it up for a minute or two until she became breathless. Mia’s backside was burning, but spanking only ever made her hornier than ever. The woman reached under her to fondle her breasts and pinch her nipples, before lightly slapping each tit as it hung down invitingly.

“Do they pay you well to take this shit?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

The woman moved her attention back to Mia’s bottom, stroking and cupping the cheeks. Mia couldn’t help squirming, she was getting so turned-on.

“You have a great arse.”

“Thank you, ma’am.”

“I want you to lie down on your back with your head balanced on the edge of the mattress.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Mia obeyed, her head just hanging down, her mouth at an angle, knowing what was coming. She looked expectantly up at the PA. Probably in her mid-thirties, she wasn’t bad looking and in reasonable shape, but in her old life Mia wouldn’t have given her a second glance. She even got a little thrill from the idea that her job was making her have sex with people who weren’t as good-looking as her, who wouldn’t have stood a chance before. How perverse was that!

The woman stepped up against the bed, her thighs either side of Mia’s head, and pressed her sex against Mia’s mouth. Mia immediately locked her lips on the labia and pushed her tongue between them, which received an exclamation of approval. Inside, the PA was warm and wet, salty. The position wasn’t Mia’s favourite, disorienting.

Hands returned to her breasts and nipples and Mia curved her back, pushing her tits upwards to increase the stimulation.

“Slut!” The woman repeated.

Mia had been eating a lot of pussy since she started this job. From a frolic with a girl once every few weeks, she was now averaging a muff munch every other day. She liked the smell of an aroused woman and having her nose pressed against a pussy so often was certainly giving her that.

“Oh!... Yes!”

The PA bent her knees slightly, forcing her sex hard into Mia’s mouth, trapping Mia’s lips but allowing her tongue to delve deeper. At first, having sex with strangers whose name she didn’t even know made Mia feel really slutty. How quickly it had become so normal she didn’t give it a thought anymore.

“Oh!... Yes!”

There might be a lot of debate over whether the G-spot was a real thing or not, but there was little doubt this woman had one. She went crazy when Mia’s tongue touched it, shuddering and convulsing. She was getting very excited, moving her hips, riding Mia’s face. Her hand’s left Mia’s breasts as she needed them to keep herself upright.

One problem of performing cunnilingus in this position was the excess pussy fluid ran straight up Mia’s nose, something that became worse as the woman got more worked up. Mia tried to grab much needed air through her mouth. The PA was starting to get rough with her and Mia thought it would be a good idea to finish her off sooner rather than later.

That plan didn’t work. As soon as her tongue homed in hard onto the woman’s clit, she briefly lifted off Mia’s face.

“Too fast! Take it easier!”

She slapped Mia’s breast, catching the nipple. Mia’s moan was lost inside the pussy.

“That’s better!”

The pussy grinded onto Mia’s face. For the first time the thighs closed around her head.

“There’s plenty of time, don’t rush it!” Mia continued to be told off.

Firmly put in her place, Mia lightened up. By the time she was told to bring the woman off, her jaw and tongue were hurting and her lips felt bruised and swollen. As the PA climaxed she was rocking back and forth, shaking Mia’s head around, covering her lower face in pussy juice. Mia’s nose was full of the stuff and she was struggling for air, as well as dizzy.

The woman collapsed on top of Mia, breathing hard herself, her pussy still glued to Mia’s mouth. Mia had to start struggling in order for the PA to move enough that the attendant could get a proper breath at last.

Eventually, the woman got back onto her feet. She patted Mia’s cheek.

“Good girl, once I got you properly trained!”

The thing was, the humiliating and casual way Mia had been used only increased her arousal. It was a dark rabbit hole she was slipping down, getting treated like shit and enjoying it. But it felt so good and so appropriate. She kept remembering Ms Beaufort’s words from that fateful encounter - Some people are just made to serve. It’s just the way of the world. It’s nothing to be frightened or ashamed of.

Mia lay where she was while the PA got dressed again, trying to get her breath back, hoping that would cure her light-headedness too. She could feel the vaginal fluid drying on her face. She wanted to diddle herself off, but that was forbidden when on duty unless expressly told to do it.

After the woman left the bedroom, Mia nearly did it anyway. No one would ever know. But the image of Ms Rose hung over Mia like a ghost. She just couldn’t do something deliberately knowing it would disappoint her boss, couldn’t imagine ever lying to Ms Rose at all. Not to mention she hadn’t passed her trial period yet.

Much to Mia’s distress, the PA had used the bed’s quilt cover to clean herself up on, which meant it had to be changed over with a new one. It was particularly galling as there was a box of wet wipes and a box of tissues on the little shelf above the bed, items Mia needed herself – her face was a right mess.

This all made her late getting to the galley to prepare the lunch. Katya looked at her reproachfully with her eloquent eyes.

“I’m sorry, Katya. The PA made a huge mess.” She didn’t know why she was apologizing, it wasn’t her fault.

Lunch was served with the unfortunate submissive still fastened to the bulkhead, clamps still on her nipples and labia, the weight of her breasts still being supported by those nipples and the chain in her mouth. The self-discipline to hold the chain in place despite the pain it must be generating astonished Mia, but then maybe it depended on what the consequences would be for the woman if she let go.

Mia met the submissive’s eyes as she passed by. They were watery, wide, but determined and even proud. At some point the dildo/vibrator buried inside her was turned on at a high setting that could be heard throughout the cabin. The woman convulsed in her bonds as an orgasm was forced out of her. Still she held on to the chain.

The PA smirked at Mia every time the attendant served her, emboldened by her earlier exploitation of Mia’s body. Her hands were rampant, stroking and pinching Mia’s bottom or nipple, manipulating her breast, caressing her latex covered hip.

Finally, the submissive was given a brief, minor respite. Katya was given the job of feeding her a protein shake, which she gulped down eagerly. For that short time the chain was allowed to dangle down between her nipples, her breasts allowed to fall back to their natural position.

After the lunch was finished and cleared away, Mia was summoned to the back of the plane. The groom asked Mia to bring her the selection of strap-ons that were available. There were three. She chose the double-dildo and ordered Mia to her knees to remove her riding boots and jodhpurs. The groom was really skinny, legs like beanpoles, and had a long beaky nose that reminded Mia of a hawk. But the attendant still found her attractive in an odd kind of way. She was also younger than Mia, which was something of a rarity so far.

After stepping out of her jodhpurs, she told Mia to remove her thong. Mia peeled away the tiny piece of fabric, already able to see that the groom wasn’t actually well-groomed herself, her pubic bush springing out from all sides of the lacy affair.

One thing Mia really didn’t like was eating out a hairy pussy. The hairs got up her nose and in her mouth and even in her eyes! She had an irrational fear that she would choke to death on pubic hairs tangled in her throat – though that would be a just and poetic death for a sex-mad slut like herself.

“Use your mouth to get me wet.”

Mia had barely got the smell of the PA’s pussy out of her nose and here she was diving into another stranger’s sex. The groom had a strong, musky taste. She sighed and her hands grabbed Mia’s head, making it clear who was in charge. It didn’t take much to get the pussy juicing, though Mia thought that if she had been sat back here with two such fabulous ponygirls right in front of her for the last two hours, she would have been plenty wet already. Maybe familiarity had caused the groom to lose the erotic thrill of the sight.

“That’ll do!”

The girl pushed Mia’s head away and pointed at the strap-on. Mia held it open so the groom could step into it, but when it came to inserting the internal dildo the girl knocked it out of Mia’s hands and eased it in herself. Mia watched it disappear inside the glistening pinkness, hoping that the outside dildo would shortly be inside herself.

It was the smallest of the three strap-ons that Mia had presented to the groom, but the only one with the internal attachment. It was still bigger than most real cocks, in her experience. The groom sighed. Mia helped the girl fasten the harness in place, the external dildo swaying and brushing against her face.

“Use your mouth to lubricate it.”

Mia wanted to say that it wasn’t necessary if the groom was going to use it on her – she’d been wet since the silver-clad submissive had boarded, probably before that – but she kept silent and dutifully obeyed. It didn’t taste pleasant, but it was better than a real cock sheathed in a condom.

“Take it right down your throat.”

Before starting at RAS, Mia had never performed fellatio on a dildo, let-alone deep-throated one. She swallowed it down with a little difficulty and some discomfort. The silicon was harsher against the sides of her throat than the real thing, as well as a little bigger.

She felt the high collar of her uniform dress stretching as her neck bulged. She held it down for a few seconds, her nose buried in the girl’s pubic hair, tendrils finding their way up her nostrils. She hoped she wouldn’t sneeze. Pulling the head back into her mouth, she lathered up the dildo with as much saliva as she could.

“And swallow it again.”

Mia complied, finding it slightly easier the second time. Eventually, the groom grabbed Mia’s ponytail and used it to pull her mouth off the dildo completely.

“That should be enough. You can get up now.”

Mia got to her feet, watching as the groom unbuckled the cuffs to free the legs of one of the ponygirls. Her heart sank, thinking it was the pony that was going to get the fucking. But the young woman turned back again.

“I want you to bend over and stick your head between Dragonfly’s thighs.”

Mia stared at the groom a moment, then at the ponygirl’s legs, not quite understanding.

“You speak English, don’t you?” The groom’s tone was sarcastic.

“Yes, Miss.”

Mia stepped in front of the ponygirl and bent down. Despite being unfastened, the ponygirl hadn’t moved at all, her feet placed about twenty inches apart. The hoof boots reached halfway up the pony’s thighs. Worn, shiny black leather that was laced tight, forming a slight muffin-top of bare skin above it. Mia ducked her head between them.

“Further, so the back of your head is in her crotch.”

To stop toppling over, Mia had to grab the pony’s thighs for support. She leaned in deeper, the restriction on her peripheral vision caused by the half-mask attached to her uniform cap left her looking at the floor of the aeroplane and not much else. The top of the cap was now buried in the pony’s tail. She raised her head until it lodged firmly in the pony’s crotch. How crazy was this?

“Close your legs, Dragonfly.”

The ponygirl immediately drew her legs together as far as she could, trapping Mia’s head between them. Mia’s body was bent over more than 90o, sticking her bottom out provocatively. She felt hands on her buttocks, stroking over the drum tight latex of her closed skirt. Then she felt the zip of the skirt sliding upwards from the hem, the rubber spilling forward as the tension in the material was released until the skirt had fallen away, displaying her naked bottom and crotch.

While her bum might be free, Mia’s head was feeling very claustrophobic wrapped in the warm, strong thighs of the pony. With the tail in front of her as well, most of her light was removed. Fingers trailed across her bottom, gently caressing her. She squirmed in both pleasure and discomfort. Fingernails dragged across her skin, lightly scratching her. She curved her spine, thrusting her backside up and out as far as she could.

What happened next caught her completely by surprise. Blazing agony erupted across her buttocks, mind-numbing pain, like a red-hot metal bar had been pressed against her bottom. Mia howled. Unable to move her upper-body, her hips danced spastically. Tears formed in her eyes.

A hand grabbed her left breast, holding it like a grapefruit. A thumb flicked repeatedly across her nipple.

“That’s for not obeying me when you should have. If a pony does it, she gets my crop and it’s no different for a slut like you, understand?”

Mia’s hearing was greatly reduced by the thighs pressing on her ears, but the groom’s voice was loud. She must have been very close when she spoke.

“Yes, miss. Sorry, miss.” Mia blubbered.

Next, a palm slammed into her right bottom cheek, quickly followed by one to her left. A volley of spanks followed, heating up her backside over a larger area. Her feet were kicked further apart. Without any preamble she felt fingers pulling her labia apart and the dildo was thrust into her hot, desperate pussy. Mia groaned as it sunk deep. She needed it so bad.

The groom grabbed Mia’s hips and began to fuck her with long, hard strokes. Occasionally a hand would let go to slap a buttock, before grabbing her again. Mia could feel the girl’s pubic hair tickling her bottom as the dildo sunk into the hilt. The ponygirl’s thighs squeezed Mia’s head even harder as the attendant was jerked violently forward with each stab. The pleasure was overwhelming, enhanced by the burning from her beaten backside and the bizarre manner of her enforced restriction.

There was something extra exciting, as well as humiliating and humbling, about being dominated by someone who was younger than her, using her so comprehensively. She hadn’t experienced it before. She was so turned-on her climax arrived all too soon.

Euphoria consumed her. All the day’s erotically charged sights and experiences finally finding physical satisfaction. She gloried in the feeling, another orgasm that surpassed anything she had experienced prior to meeting Ms Beaufort.

The climax dissipated slowly as the groom continued to pound into her. All her senses were heightened. The delicious feel of the latex wrapping her body, subtly shifting, caressing her skin with each tiny movement. The steep arch of her feet, held prisoner by the tight-fitting leather of her uniform boots. The powerful thighs of the human animal that had hold of her head, trapping her in this awkward position. A mouth still full of the taste of the groom’s pussy. This was so wild!
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Should Old Acquaintance be Forgot

The stopover in Greece was little more than an hour, just enough time for the passengers to disembark and their luggage to be unloaded in a discreet corner of the airport. The plane taxied to a busier area to refuel. Cabin crew were not allowed to disembark unless the plane was parked in an enclosed area, which was a rare occurrence in Mia’s limited experience.

The cabin had to be cleaned up and vacuumed, which didn’t take long while they were en-route to Berlin. As Mia wiped down the St Andrew’s cross that had been occupied for the entire flight, she couldn’t get the image of the silver-clad submissive who had been bound there out of her head. She had been such a raw, sexual being, such a seductive figure. The intensity and passion in her eyes had really reached through to Mia, revealing the depth and totality of her subservience.

The notion of giving yourself over completely to the control of another to do whatever they wished with you was both profoundly frightening and so erotic. Placing so much trust, handing over so much power to another caused Mia to shiver. Moving beyond sexy games to make the power exchange fully authentic, the centre of your life, the ultimate step, so real and visceral. She found it compelling and disturbing, but disconcertingly attractive.

Cabin crew were strictly forbidden from using the passenger facilities, including even sitting in the luxury seats or using the big TV. When the plane was empty, as it was now, that seemed unnecessarily vindictive to Mia and counter-intuitive. The better rested the flight attendants were the better standard of service they could provide, surely? So both Mia and Katya had to sit on the standard fold-down crew seats for the rest of the journey.

Mia had already learnt that trying to engage in small talk with Katya wasn’t worth the effort. Which was a shame as Katya was from Slovakia and her accent was sexy. They had both been left a £200 tip from the last clients – Mia was earning a fortune!

Though Mia had been told at the interview that she could work as little or as much as she wanted, she didn’t feel confident turning down any shift she was offered during her trial period. So far, she had worked pretty constantly with only the occasional rest day. As it was all new and exciting at the moment, she didn’t mind, but long and intense days like this one were starting to catch up with her and she was feeling weary already.

The day was made even more frustratingly longer when they were delayed in Berlin. It was half-seven in the evening local time when they landed and they were scheduled for an eight o’clock departure back to the UK, but the client didn’t arrive.

RAS had some arrangement with a similar German airline that allowed RAS planes to use a hangar at a regional airfield near the city (the German airline used the RAS hangar in the UK in return.) Finally, Mia was able to leave the plane. She grimaced as she negotiated the steps – the groom might have only used her crop once on Mia’s backside but it had been a ruthlessly hard stroke and it was still sending daggers of pain across her buttocks with any significant movement.

The rival airline’s uniforms were a striking black and red. The women’s waists were so small they must have been corseted and their jackets had high, stiff collars wrapping their necks to right under their chins. The outfit looked really uncomfortable to wear. Mia was getting off lightly in comparison.

The word was the client was still expected and they would have to wait. It became a long wait. Mia had a coffee with a couple of the ground crew. The plane had to leave the hangar at one point to allow another aircraft in to disembark their passengers. Mia watched a pair of ponygirls and a pair of ponyboys brought off the new plane. The ponyboys were huge, musclebound hunks, seven foot tall in their hoof boots. Their cocks and balls were locked in anatomical cages that prevented them from getting fully erect, the tumescent flesh bulging between the metal wires.

Finally, at a quarter to ten, they received a message that the clients were five minutes out and to be ready. When a figure finally appeared in the doorway to the cabin, Mia’s eyes grew wide, her heart thumped in her chest, racing. It was Ms Beaufort! Immediately the memories of that morning a month ago came flooding back.

The lady looked stunning in skin-tight bright white leather pants and matching jacket. Mia recognized the knee-high, stiletto-heeled black boots as the ones she had placed on Ms Beaufort’s legs in the shower room that day, the look, smell and feel of them branded permanently into her brain.

“Katya.” Ms Beaufort nodded at her colleague but ignored Mia and turned to step into the cockpit.

Maybe she didn’t recognize Mia with the half-mask of her uniform cap covering the top of her face.

Mia remembered Ms Rose’s words at her interview.

“Sydney Beaufort is a silent partner in Rose Air Services, one of two other co-owners. She’s always on the lookout for new talent. She is a frequent traveller, often with us, but she does use regular airlines, especially for long haul destinations.” Ms Rose had said.

“So it was just chance that she picked me?”

“Sydney knows what she is looking for and knows when she has found it. If you are asking if she knew of your existence before that flight, the answer is no.”

Ms Beaufort chatted with the flight crew, clearly familiar with them.

Following behind Ms Beaufort was another leather-clad figure. At first glance Mia thought it was a boy, but even a casual inspection showed it to be a very pretty small woman made to look like a boy. Her black pants and jacket had a masculine profile, she had dark red Doc Marten boots and a severe crew cut. Mia couldn’t see a trace of make-up. She couldn’t have been much over five feet tall.

The thing was, she wasn’t in the slightest butch or masculine. Her appearance was like an ironic joke. Take the most feminine woman you can find and try to make her look like an adolescent male. She had beautiful blue eyes that glanced shyly at Mia.

As Ms Beaufort reappeared from the cockpit, Mia saw the lady place a wad of banknotes into Katya’s hand.

“Mia will be attending to me on this flight, honey.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Katya’s eyes were lowered.

Ms Beaufort smiled enigmatically at Mia, a brief nod of her head as she strode past.

“Mia.” She murmured.

“Good evening, Ma’am.”

Mia felt like an infatuated teenager trying to retain her composure, suddenly shy and nervous, her stomach turning somersaults. Ms Beaufort had spotted her submissive core before she had even recognized it herself. She felt emotionally naked in the woman’s presence. Even though she hardly knew the lady at all she felt an urgent compulsion to serve her once again, to impress her, to please her.

As the masculinized young woman trailed after Ms Beaufort (it was hard to judge her age, Mia would have guessed a year or two older than herself) it could clearly be seen that she was wearing a strap-on under her leathers, a huge phallic bulge tenting the hide from her crotch up to her right hip.  It was completely out of proportion for her small frame and crudely obvious.

Mia was expecting Bruno to appear, but the stairway was removed, the door closed. When she reached the back of the plane to cross-check the rear door she saw a groom belted into a seat and a ponygirl fixed to one of the frames. At first glance, the pony was clad in the least impressive outfit Mia had seen. She was virtually naked.

The hoof boots brought her up to about six feet in height, maybe a little more. They reached up to just under her knees, but there was an extra padded square of leather that covered the front of the knee, held in place by a strap wrapped around the leg just above the joint. A cinch was buckled around her waist, visibly cutting into her flesh it was so tight.

Her arms were held behind her in a mono-glove, straps over her shoulders crossing over her chest and disappearing under her armpits, ensuring there was no possibility that she could wriggle out of it. Except for the harness on her head, that was all she wore. A well-groomed crotch and her small breasts were completely exposed.

Mia hadn’t seen anything quite like the arrangement of straps covering the ponygirl’s head. Narrow, criss-crossing strips of leather formed little diamond-shaped holes in between them, wrapping her head completely like a helmet. They terminated in a collar buckled around her neck. The mesh even covered her eyes, dramatically interfering with her vision. The only breaks in the uniform pattern were a ring on the top of her head through which her ponytailed mane was pulled, and a slot for her mouth with a ring at each end holding a bit in place.

Her ankles were cuffed to the frame and further chains were attached to the cinch and to the helmet, ensuring she couldn’t move at all. The pony didn’t even have a proper mane, but a full head of dark hair. Strings of saliva led from her chin down to the top of her breasts, leaking from her bitted mouth.

Mia shivered at the thought of having that dense web of straps enclosing her head, especially her face, both physically and psychologically confining. She could barely see the pony’s eyes behind the leather, but they seemed to be darting about fearfully.

The flight time back from Berlin was less than an hour and a half, but still a light salad had been specified for the passengers. But before that, Mia had to serve Ms Beaufort a glass of champagne. Cap and jacket removed, Mia approached the lady with trepidation, trying to project a confidence that at this moment she didn’t possess. Ms Beaufort had some preternatural power to see right through the façade that Mia presented to the world, it felt like more than just her tits were exposed.

The fact that Ms Beaufort had already got her fired once before was also playing on her mind. She could be seconds away from it happening again and this job meant far more to Mia than her old one.

“That uniform is much more appropriate for you, Mia. It suits you down to the ground!”

Mia leaned forward, presenting the tray with the champagne flute to the lady, offering her breasts at the same time. Her nipples were standing out like door stops. Ms Beaufort took a long sip, savouring the Dom Perignon.

“Stand back, let’s have a look at you!”

Mia stepped away, trying not to look self-conscious, unsure what to do with the tray.

“Hands by your sides.”

She glanced briefly at Ms Beaufort but was unable to maintain the eye contact as she was scrutinized. The lady’s gaze was direct, formidable, assured, just as Mia remembered it.

“You look beautiful, honey, sexy as hell. Aren’t you glad I got you fired, now?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Turn around.”

Mia turned as gracefully as she could, feeling humiliated and excited at the same time.

“Step closer.”

She took a step back.

“Closer.”

She could see Ms Beaufort’s booted feet to her right.

“Let’s have this skirt fully open, shall we. It’s a crime to be hiding an arse like that.”

For the third time that day, Mia felt the tight latex parting as the zip was drawn up fully to her waist.

“For future reference, honey, this is how you wear your uniform whenever I’m on board, understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Now what have we here! Show me your bottom.”

Mia drew the two sides of the skirt back, holding them in front of her, completely revealing her buttocks and crotch to Ms Beaufort. She was blushing, even though she was facing away from the lady.

Ms Beaufort’s eagle eyes had immediately spotted the raised welt across Mia’s bottom from earlier in the day. Mia flinched as fingers pressed firmly on the red line. Fingernails pushed cruelly into the abraded skin.

“Reasonably fresh. You must have received that today sometime?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Any reason why, or just for fun?”

“Hesitation to obey an order, ma’am.”

“Really! You come across as so eager to please it’s easy to forget how new you are. Not quite fully trained yet! That looks like a crop if I’m not mistaken?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Well, one lick for such a significant misdemeanour is risible. How are you going to learn anything from that!”

Very easily, as a matter of fact, Mia thought, but didn’t dare say it out loud. Ms Beaufort’s hands fully explored Mia’s bum, sliding all over the cheeks, palpating the muscles, grabbing them, at no point showing any sensitivity towards the tender line burnt across both buttocks.

“We will remedy that later, if there is time.” The lady said ominously.

She finished with a hard smack to Mia’s left cheek.

“Gorgeous piece of cunt, get back to work.”

Mia served the salads, followed by a mango and coconut sorbet. The only time Ms Beaufort’s companion spoke was to thank Mia, while the lady herself took every opportunity to get the flight attendant running back and forth. A change of salad dressing, a glass of water, a wet cloth. All accompanied with regular strokes to her bottom and hips, twice taking a breast in her hand and fondling as Mia leaned over to serve her. Ms Beaufort’s eyes sparkled with humour and satisfaction.

It was no different from how she had behaved on the original flight when Mia had served her, except, of course, for the casual handling of the attendant’s body. But the attitude was identical; entitled, mischievous, gratuitously putting Mia in her place. Mia was energized, quickly growing to savour the experience while continuing to try her best to impress.

After the meal was cleared away, Ms Beaufort ordered her companion to place Katya on her knees on the long bench seat. Katya’s forehead was pressed against the fuselage between two windows, her hands were cuffed behind her back.

Two crocodile clips on single chains were applied to the Slovak’s nipples, the other end of the chains were locked to rings embedded behind the seat back. The chains were shortened to hold Katya in place. Any movement backwards would tug agonizingly on her nipples. So simply was Katya rendered virtually immobile, perched on the edge of the seat, her skirt falling away either side of her bottom, leaving it sticking out very invitingly.

“Fucked in the arse lately, Katya?” Ms Beaufort asked.

“No, Ma’am.”

“Jack will kindly oblige.”

Ms Beaufort snapped her fingers, looking at Jack, pointing at Katya’s backside. Then she turned and those penetrating blue eyes fixed on Mia.

“You, on your knees in front of me.”

This time pointing to the floor at her feet. Mia instantly obeyed.

“Let’s make sure you fully understand your place in the world, Mia.”

Ms Beaufort had her legs crossed. She pivoted the armchair slightly so that the foot of her raised leg was directly in front of Mia. She tilted her ankle, presenting the sole of her boot to Mia’s face.

“Lick it clean.”

Not quite expecting that, Mia nevertheless made sure not to hesitate this time, despite the distasteful prospect. She first pressed her lips to the small triangle of the boot that actually made contact with the ground, then drew her tongue across it in an extravagant manner to ensure the lady had no doubt about Mia’s zeal to obey. She continued, covering the triangle completely several times.

Ms Beaufort raised the foot slightly.

“I want you to worship my heel as if it was my cock!”

Mia took the shiny, metal stiletto into her mouth, running her tongue over it.

“Look at me while you do it.”

Raising her eyes to meet those of Ms Beaufort, Mia found it difficult to keep them there. Any pretence to protect her most intimate feelings and thoughts just fell away, turned to dust, leaving her soul, her core, completely exposed to this extraordinary woman. She felt so vulnerable, an open book.

“Cross your wrists behind your back… Take the heel as deep as you can.”

Lips pursed around the stiletto, Mia leaned forward, sliding her mouth down the metal until it hit the back of her throat and she gagged.

“That’s a good girl. Doesn’t it feel wonderful to obey, Mia? To cast off all the baggage of your previous existence and just let yourself free to be who you are?”

Still holding the stiletto deep in her mouth, Mia nodded as best she could.

“Enjoy the power of your sexuality, embrace it, celebrate it! Submit! Now, work that heel with your tongue, show me the passion you feel!”

Mia swallowed hard, looking into Ms Beaufort’s endlessly deep blue eyes as her tongue caressed the stiletto and she moved her mouth up and down the shaft. She couldn’t remember ever being more aroused in all her life, desperately wanting to finger herself but she would never dare.

This continued for at least a couple of minutes without Ms Beaufort speaking again, eyes upon one another.

“OK, that’s enough for that foot. Now you may do the other.”

Mia knelt back as Ms Beaufort crossed her legs over, still holding the lady’s gaze.

“Did you see my new pony?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“I bought her at an auction today. I know she doesn’t look much yet, but wait until I’ve finished with her, you will be amazed at the transformation! I’m going to call her Joujou.”

The sole of Ms Beaufort’s other boot was right in front of Mia’s mouth. She kissed it and began licking it as she had the first one.

“There is an auction in Berlin once every quarter. It is regarded as the best in Europe. You have to pay top dollar but they have quality merchandise.”

The lady raised her foot, placing the heel against Mia’s mouth. Mia took the stiletto in deep, repeating her act of fellatio.

“It’s mostly for fully trained ponies, but occasionally a novice puts themselves on the block. It’s an opportunity to fulfil that classic fantasy of being sold at a bona fide real auction. Even if it is only for five years and not life, it must achieve a remarkable buzz, having no control over who will own you. What courage that must take! That was the chance she took. I don’t know if she wanted a male owner or not, anyway, it’s irrelevant now.”

Mia continued to move her lips up and down the heel, working it energetically with her tongue, holding Ms Beaufort’s sharp gaze.

“I know potential when I see it, and it was too good an opportunity to miss. I thought exactly the same when I saw you, Mia.”

That comment made Mia blush furiously.

“Now we just need to ensure that you fulfil that potential!”

Ms Beaufort withdrew her booted foot and stood up. Finally their eye contact was broken as the lady strode around behind Mia. A hand grabbed Mia’s wrists where they were still crossed in the small of her back.

“Up you get!”

Mia’s arms were pulled up behind her as she scrabbled to get her feet underneath her. She cried out in pain as she lost her balance and for a couple of seconds her weight was being carried by those awkwardly positioned arms, then she was upright.

“How inelegant was that!” Ms Beaufort snapped.

Two extremely hard spanks made contact with Mia’s buttocks, one on each cheek, reigniting the fire in the mark left by the crop earlier. Mia was turned around. Right in front of her she could see the bizarre sight of Jack’s diminutive, leather-clad form with her hands on Katya’s hips, fucking Katya’s arsehole quite vigorously. She was such a strange mix of the feminine and the masculine.

Mia was pushed forward towards the long seat.

“Up you get beside Katya, Mia.”

Heart racing even faster than it had been, Mia put her knees onto the seat cushion alongside Katya, her body facing the windows. Ms Beaufort let go of her wrists, but Mia didn’t dare move them. Outside, she could see the light on the end of the wing flashing. She waited anxiously, excitement and fear battling for control of her mind. Cuffs were locked onto her wrists, holding them together, exactly the same as Katya’s. Her head was pushed forward to rest against the side of the plane, between two windows, the same as Katya. Mia knew what was coming next.

She had never worn nipple clamps before, but having seen them in use several times now she had no doubt they were hugely painful, especially the crocodile clip variety that seemed to be favoured on RAS flights. That proved to be little preparation for the reality as Ms Beaufort applied a clamp to Mia’s left nipple. She gasped, snorted, instinctively her hands tried to alleviate the agony, tugging on the cuffs. It felt like each tooth on the clamp was piercing through the so sensitive flesh.

“Stay still!” Ms Beaufort barked.

The chain attached to the clamp was drawn through one of the countless rings that were embedded behind the back cushion of the bench seat. It was fixed in place so tightly it was tugging perpetually on the nipple, stretching it slightly, even if she pressed forward as much as she could to relieve the strain. Mia moaned. Soon her other nipple was identically clamped. She gasped again, tears welling up in her eyes, acutely aware of how vulnerable she had been made. It had been so quick and easy.

“Curve that back. Stick that arse out for me!”

Mia’s skirt had already fallen forward, displaying the entirety of her bottom and bare crotch. She obeyed the order, thrusting her buttocks out even further.

Ms Beaufort spanked her hard.

“That’s beautiful, keep it that way.”

Meanwhile, beside her, Katya had been becoming increasingly more animated and vocal, gasping and squeaking. At that moment she gave a high-pitched cry as she climaxed. There was a lot of heavy breathing going on between her and jack. Mia even heard the viscous sound as the strap-on exited Katya’s bumhole.

“Don’t put that away yet, Jack. There will soon be another arsehole for you to ream.” Ms Beaufort advised, stroking Mia’s bottom.

Mia’s mind was spinning. She was so nervous, scared, but so turned-on. Her sense of powerlessness was like a drug, the more it increased the more excited she got.

“I hope you irrigated your bowels this morning, Mia, as you are required to.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Enema’s were a requirement for cabin crew before the start of every shift. Mia was not sure she would ever grow accustomed to performing the procedure on herself, though.

“I want you two to kiss. Make it a good one with plenty of tongue.”

There was no way to avoid the pain. Both women had to lean across, pulling savagely on their clamped nipples, in order to get their mouths to meet. Mia moaned in distress as their lips came together. Katya’s eyes were bright, intense, but she remained quiet. Their mouth’s merged, tongue’s entwining, both frantic and passionate, desperate to satisfy Ms Beaufort’s demands as well as sate their own lust. At the same time, the pain was terrible.

“What a beautiful sight!”

A camera flash went off.

“That would make a great promo picture for the airline!”

Mia didn’t know if Ms Beaufort was serious or not. Katya smelt good, tasted great. Her soft, pillowy lips felt wonderful against Mia’s own. If not for the hurt she would have loved to continue the kiss indefinitely. But a hand grabbing her ponytail pulled her away from her colleague. With relief she lay her forehead back against the side of the plane, the position that minimized the tug of the clamps.

“One of these days, you two will have to put on a show for me, a battle of the bottle blondes! But we don’t have time now. Mia and I have some unfinished business.”

Ms Beaufort’s hands were back exploring Mia’s bottom, her thumbs pressing into the welt, causing Mia to flinch.

“Do you believe obeying the request of a passenger is optional, Mia?”

“No, ma’am.”

“So what possible reason would you have for hesitating to obey one?”

“I didn’t fully understand it, ma’am.”

“Was it necessary for you to fully understand it?”

Mia paused, trying to find a rational argument.

“No, ma’am.” She admitted.

“A perfect example that you are not fully trained yet. You are given an order, you carry it out. It is that simple. That is all there is to it. You don’t need to complicate things by thinking for yourself. You certainly don’t give the impression that you are considering whether you are going to obey the request or not. How does that appear to the passenger who gave you the order?”

Mia paused again.

“Disrespectful, ma’am.”

“I should say so, if not insolent. Especially from a cunt hungry slut like you who is only there to serve!”

Ms Beaufort’s hands finally left Mia’s bottom, only to be replaced seconds later by something long, thin and hard. It pressed firmly into her cheeks before lightly grazing up and down the full length of her backside. Mia experienced a chill, panic, terror. It was a cane.

“You are very eager, Mia. You try hard to please, so I know the disrespect was not intended, otherwise your punishment would be of a whole other level. But you need to learn that hesitation is not acceptable. You obey instantly, without a thought. It needs to be instinctive.”

Mia heard the creak of Ms Beaufort’s leathers as she leaned over her bound body. Her perfume was gorgeous. She felt Ms Beaufort’s breath on her ear.

“So how many strokes of the cane do you require for a lesson properly learned, Mia? A warning, if you undersell it, I’ll double the number.”

Mia’s mind was in turmoil. How could she possibly know how many Ms Beaufort was thinking of? She didn’t know what to say.

She heard the hum of the cane a split second before it landed with a thwack across her buttocks. Blazing, terrible pain drowned out all attempts at cognitive thought.

“I asked you a question, Mia?”

“Five, ma’am!” Mia gasped.

She had automatically tried to lift herself up from the shock of the impact, pulling agonizingly on her nipples. Her hands fought their cuffs uselessly, her hips were writhing. Tears filled her eyes.

“Hmm. I was thinking six, but five’s close enough as I’m such a soft touch. Not including that warmer-upper of course.”

Mia sobbed.

“Failure is a painful business at RAS, Mia. You must learn quickly. Now push that arse out again. Show me how eager you are to receive your punishment, Your just punishment.”

Mia’s hips were still squirming. She was trembling as she curved her back once more and waited.

“Katya can get back to work.” Ms Beaufort was speaking to Jack.

“Yes, Ms Beaufort.” Jack had such a soft, whispery voice, like she was perpetually awed.

Seconds later Mia heard the dreaded hum of the cane slicing through the air, the sickening noise as it landed across her bottom, then her consciousness was consumed in a red mist. She couldn’t stop herself from moving although it added to her woes as she yanked on her nipples once again. She took deep, racking breaths, tears streaming down her cheeks.

“Count for me, Mia.”

“One, ma’am.”

“Aren’t you going to thank me! Such ingratitude!” The lady teased.

“One, thank you, ma’am.”

“Much more appropriate, I like that.”

Immediately the next strike hit. This was really low. Mia howled, trying to keep her voice down. Forehead pressing into the side of the plane, her hips danced, she pulled frantically at her cuffed wrists. She was so utterly helpless, at the mercy of the lady’s cruelty. It took some moments for her to compose herself enough to form words.

“Two… Thank you, ma’am.”

“If it is any consolation, you are marking-up beautifully. You have an arse made for the cane!”

The next strike caused Mia to make a strangled, desperate noise. It was even more agonizing than the previous three. When eventually she could string her thoughts together she was sure Ms Beaufort had laid the mark on top of the crop welt from earlier in the day. Her hips were gyrating convulsively, shrinking back out of position.

“Three… Thank you…ma’am.”

Ms Beaufort tapped the cane impatiently on Mia’s left buttock.

“Resume your position. Show me that arse! I shan’t warn you again, just add another cut to your tally.”

Mia couldn’t believe she was pushing her pulsating bottom out for more, so desperate to please Ms Beaufort. She waited for the inevitable.

Whoosh! Crack!

She bounced up and down on the seat, writhing, totally consumed by the agony, but she curved her spine once more and thrust her buttocks back, resolved to avoid additional strokes.

Whoosh! Crack!

At last she was able to acknowledge the final strike. It was over, surely it was over. She couldn’t handle any more. But the shocking fact was she would take however many Ms Beaufort chose to inflict, she couldn’t do anything else.

Palms cupped each of her buttocks and Mia squealed. It felt like her backside was skinned. She continued to wriggle extravagantly as the hands kneaded her gluts, simultaneously easing the pain and adding to it – if that was even possible.

“If you are ever chastised for hesitation again you will report the incident to Ms Rose so that we can monitor your progress. Do you understand?”

Mia was panting, sobbing, struggling for breath.

“Yes…ma’am.” She gasped.

“A beautiful job, if I say so myself. You’ll be feeling those for a few days. Are you wet?”

“Yes…ma’am.”

Mia was glad her face was pressed against the fuselage, but she didn’t hesitate in responding, no matter how embarrassing the answer was.

“Good. She’s all yours, Jack.”

The hands were gone. Mia didn’t dare not keep her spine curved, projecting her scorched backside out as blatantly as she could even though she couldn’t hold it still. Her hands closed into fists and opened again repeatedly, a pathetic expression of her distress. But she was so horny.

New hands were on her body now. Smaller, softer, caressing the narrow area of bare skin visible above the top of Mia’s boots, carefully avoiding her throbbing welts. Mia was so hot inside her latex dress, feeling the perspiration trapped between her skin and the rubber, finding avenues to trickle downwards, tickling her.

She felt fingers gently part her labia and the head of Jack’s strap-on probing before it sank into her squelching hot pussy. Mia groaned as the dildo stretched her, stimulating the sensitive fleshy wall of her vagina. It felt wonderful, like the first bottle of cold water after a march across the desert. It felt like she hadn’t been fucked in a month, when in reality she had been fucked only a few hours ago. No matter how much sex she had, she always needed more.

Mia whined pitifully when, after only four deep thrusts, the dildo was withdrawn again. Now lubricated with her vaginal juices, it pressed against her rosebud as Jack parted her buttocks to expose her sphincter.

What had felt great in her pussy was initially uncomfortable and downright painful as it forced its way into her bowels, stretching her insides wide as it sunk ever deeper. To her credit, Jack took it easy to begin with, trying to minimize the discomfort. As the strap-on bottomed-out inside her, Mia felt Jack’s leathers pressing against her tortured, abraded bottom. The soft hide felt like sandpaper. Mia flinched and moaned, so many sensations enveloping her body. She felt so full, absolutely stuffed. No stranger to anal sex, this was still as big as anything she had taken up there.

Jack grabbed Mia’s hips and slowly eased out again until she felt the faux glans on the dildo catch against her widely distended sphincter. Then it pushed into her again, less painful on its second penetration. Gradually Jack increased the pace, pumping back and forth. Slowly, the strap-on moved more easily and with less discomfort. Mia began to enjoy the sensation, especially the friction created on her rosebud.

Jack took a firmer hold on Mia as she began to push harder, pulling Mia back onto the dildo with each deep thrust, her leather-clad hips slapping Mia’s buttocks, hurting her in a strangely pleasant way. Inevitably the pounding caused Mia’s body to pull against her clamped nipples, causing fresh tears to well in her eyes. Jack proved to have more strength and stamina than her slight frame suggested.

Mia felt the latex wrapping her body flex and ripple under her movements, caressing her torso all over. The whole situation was so debauched – her job, being bound this way 33,000 feet up in the air, being sodomized by a feminine young woman presented as a boy, knowing that Ms Beaufort (who had just caned her) was watching. All the sexual tension, all the requited and unrequited desire and need, all the pain and pleasure, it was insane, unbelievable, so sexy.

Mia screamed as another epic orgasm crashed through her, writhing, squirming, grinding her bottom backwards to increase the force of Jack’s thrusts into her bowels, overwhelmed by the physical and psychological stimulation. She saw stars before her eyes.
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A Change of Plans

Mia squirmed in the seat, her gloved hands grasping the arms of the chair, her mouth opening as the skilled tongue delved deeper into her pussy. It felt heavenly, reminding her of how little cunnilingus she had been subjected to since she started working for RAS – she had her own mouth in plenty of pussies, but rarely was it reciprocated.

She gasped as the tongue found her G-spot as if it had a telepathic link to her pleasure centre. She wanted to sing her pleasure but aware that she was being watched, tried to restrain herself. This was another mad, crazy experience to add to all the others she had seen or been part of in the last few weeks. They never seemed to end.

She was sitting in a plush, overstuffed armchair, her uniform skirt unzipped right up to her waist so the smooth sensuous latex lay draped across her lap and her bare bottom was directly on the leather upholstery. A mouth was locked on her pussy; full, plump, soft lips. A tongue with a stud piercing near the tip was inside her. And the person to whom the lips and tongue belonged was actually inside the armchair itself, their nose and mouth protruding from a hole in the centre of the seat cushion. She could feel the breath from the nose on her pubis!

It was becoming increasingly difficult to keep her hips still, her pussy spasming from the sometimes delicate, sometimes crude attentions of the tongue. Her whole body aglow with joy. Gradually her excitement was building to the unhurried, restrained endeavour of the mouth she was sitting on. She was inching closer to a strange, calm and controlled orgasm.

She started to grind down on the mouth and nose to increase the stimulation, to try to gain some control. Even though the person beneath her was effectively helpless, Mia didn’t feel mastery of the situation, more she felt that she was being pleasured to someone else’s agenda – no matter how delightful it felt. She found there was very little she could do to change that.

The tongue was more focused on her clitoris now, rubbing the hood against the nub gently, introducing the stud occasionally.  Mia was breathing heavily. When the tongue became more animated, pushing the hood aside to contact her clit directly she shifted instinctively in her seat and began to pant, unable to help herself, feeling like a depraved, sex-mad slut to the eyes watching her.

The piercing touched her clit, grinding against it softly, and like a slowly rising tide her climax swelled up until it consumed her, engulfed her consciousness. She groaned, throwing her head back as the ecstasy permeated every part of her body and mind. It was a nice change from the violent, desperate orgasms that characterized her life these days.

As the fantastic feelings gradually subsided, her pussy relaxed. The tongue was gently licking her clean, the mouth drinking down her pussy juice like it was ambrosia. She felt so calm and content.

Two hours earlier…

Mia was waiting outside Ms Rose’s office. There was a two-seater sofa opposite the PA’s desk, the leather coloured in the company’s dusky pink that matched Mia’s uniform jacket, but it was for visitors only. Mia was left to stand beside it.

Ms Rose’s PA – Kendra – was immaculately presented in the company’s ground crew uniform. A tall, leggy blonde who perfectly represented the sexy image of RAS, she managed to pull off the trick of appearing humbly subservient to her boss while conveying a self-assured superiority to the other staff, Mia included, with a mannered look of condescension and a near constant smirk to remind others of both her and their places in the hierarchy of the company.

And that confidence wasn’t misplaced. She really was Ms Rose’s right-hand woman. Staff couldn’t reach Ms Rose without going through Kendra first and satisfying her that their concern was worthy of the boss’ attention. She was feared and respected by Mia’s colleagues, though not terribly well liked from what Mia could discern. But Mia hadn’t had enough interaction with her beyond the superficial to be able to form her own opinion.

The morning had taken an unexpected turn. Mia had been due to fly to St Petersburg at 09:45 am but her schedule had been changed, she had been told to report to Ms Rose at 09:30 instead.

“May I ask what it is about, Ms Henderson?” Mia had asked.

“No, you may not. Just make sure you are on time.” The Scottish woman was her usual abrupt self.

Mia was feeling nervous in more ways than one. She thought things had been going well, but didn’t have any external verification of that to bolster her confidence. The last six weeks had been a whirlwind of bizarre experiences, an extraordinary new life that she could never have imagined, exciting, fulfilling, intense as well as roller-coaster scary. The thought of losing the job and the opportunities it provided after only just discovering it would be completely devastating.

She had been at Rose Air Services for five-and-a-half weeks now – ten days past the end of her trial period and nothing had been said to her about it. She had assumed she must have passed otherwise she wouldn’t still be employed, but she didn’t know for sure... She was still working a heavy schedule and had not had two consecutive days off since she started (and only a few single days.) She needed to raise the issues, perhaps this would be the opportunity.

She had arrived a couple of minutes early, but it was well passed the appointed time before she was sent in. Ms Rose was sat behind her desk, wearing a very expensive looking pink cashmere sweater. Her long dark hair was loose today, cascading around her shoulders. Those striking green eyes focused on her flight attendant. Mia found Ms Rose so attractive, even though she was probably more than twice Mia’s age.

“Come in Mia, Let’s have a chat.”

Mia wasn’t offered a seat so chose to stand in front of Ms Rose’s desk.

“You are overdue your trial period appraisal. I apologize for the delay. We have been exceptionally busy over the last few weeks. The fact that you were able to hit the ground running has been very helpful to us. Thank you for your hard work.”

Well, at least it sounded like she wasn’t about to be fired. Mia breathed a little easier.

“I’m very satisfied with how well you have fitted in and I’m delighted to confirm you have passed the trial period. I think you can look forward to a great future at Rose Air Services, should you want it. How are you feeling about the situation?”

“I’ve enjoyed it very much, Ms Rose. Thank you for the opportunity.”

“That is excellent!”

Ms Rose pushed her chair back and stood up. She was wearing black leather pants that were so thin they moulded to her form. They had a wonderful sheen. She moved around the desk and circled Mia, scrutinizing her.

“You’ve maintained the standards we demand very well, so far. Make sure they don’t slip over time. Our image and our brand are very important and you are the face of the organization, interacting with our clients on a daily basis in such a personal way as you do.”

“Yes, Ms Rose.”

“You will receive formal written confirmation of the change in your employment status in due course, but consider it as with immediate effect.”

Thank you, Ms Rose.”

“You must be wondering about the late change to your schedule. It’s nothing to worry about. You will be taking a short trip with me today. I want to introduce you to the other silent partner of Rose Air Services now that you are officially one of us.”

Ms Rose put a proprietary hand in the small of Mia’s back. Then the hand dropped to briefly and lightly brush over Mia’s rubber covered bottom, then she was walking back behind her desk. For a second Mia wondered if that had been accidental, but of course it wasn’t.

Closing her laptop, Ms Rose unplugged it from the desk station and put it into a case. There was another briefcase already open on one corner of her desk. She put some items into that and shut it.

She strode across the office to a coat stand where a jacket that matched her pants was on a hanger. She shrugged on the jacket.

“Bring my bags.”

Putting her hands under her hair, she pulled it out from under the jacket, letting it fall flamboyantly over the top of it. Looking simply stunning in the black leather, she sashayed out of the office.

Mia was disconcerted. What had happened to the promised chat, she had hardly had a chance to say a word. Was that the extent of her appraisal?

The laptop case slung over her shoulder and the briefcase in her opposite hand, she hurried to catch up with her boss. Negotiating the stairs in her five-and-a-half inch stiletto heeled boots and tight skirt was difficult enough without the bags. She didn’t catch up but fell further behind.

Ms Rose was speaking to the receptionist when Mia reached the lobby. To make matters worse, the receptionist came out from behind the counter specifically to close the zip on Mia’s skirt all the way to the hem. The latex tightened, pulling Mia’s knees together. It could only be done once she was back on the ground floor, it was simply impossible for Mia to use stairs with the zip fully closed.

“Come, Mia.”

Ms Rose set off again, this time to the entrance to the building and Mia tottered after her, each small step snapping the latex skirt taut noisily, her hips swinging, causing the rubber to slide deliciously back and forth across her bum.

Mia realized she was actually going outside in her uniform for the first time in the thirty-eight days since she had started at RAS. Previously, she had only worn it within this building, in a hangar or on a jet, remarkable considering how much time she had spent in it. This wasn’t even going to be airside but out into the actual, real wide world.

As her heels clacked loudly on the paving stones she felt very self-conscious to be dressed so bizarrely, eyes flicking around nervously. In reality there was little to be worried about. The car park was mostly shielded by leylandii, there was no one about and Ms Rose had the nearest parking place to the entrance, so there wasn’t far to walk – even if Mia was having to take twice as many steps as Ms Rose to get there. Anyway, if she was seen, the half-mask attached to her cap would have left her largely anonymous.

Ms Rose had a sleek Aston Martin convertible to match the two-tone pinks of the company livery. The bodywork was a tasteful, pale metallicized pink, the fabric roof the darker dusky pink. Mia didn’t know anything about cars, but guessed having your own colours mixed for the paint job would cost big bucks.

It was an overcast, grey day in early May with a chilly wind, Mia didn’t think it was likely the roof would be put down. She approached the vehicle carefully, not wanting the bags she was carrying to bump or scratch the car at all.

“Put the bags behind the seats.”

The only way Mia could work out how to get into the low-slung car was to sit on the seat sideways with both feet remaining outside, then swivel around, lifting both feet into the footwell simultaneously. She closed the door and fastened the seat belt.

“Keep your hands in your lap and don’t fidget.” Mia thought that comment was rather unnecessary.

Ms Rose drove extremely fast, terrifying Mia, who sat frozen and wide-eyed, too scared to move or speak, conscious that her cap and half-mask left her conspicuous (though probably not as conspicuous as the car itself.) It occurred to her that Ms Rose hadn’t even allowed her to collect her phone or purse. She felt very vulnerable.

Mia’s life flashed before her eyes more than once as they swept through bends at an incredible speed. Underneath her gloves, her knuckles spent a lot of time white. She even had time to wonder how she would explain her outfit if she finished up in a hospital emergency department – though she would likely have more serious things to worry about than that!

They were driving for something over an hour, heading further away from London as far as Mia could tell. Finally, down a winding country lane, Ms Rose slowed and turned off, stopping in front of a pair of large wrought iron gates. Mia glanced at the sign beside them, also made of iron. It read:

Cacklebrook Farm

After a few moments wait, the gates began to swing open. At last Ms Rose showed some moderation in her speed as they eased forward down a gentle incline, the driveway curling through woodland for about a hundred yards. When the trees fell away, a quaint old farmhouse was revealed. The car rolled into a cobbled courtyard, the tyres rumbling across the stones.

The house occupied one side, the other three had long, single-story buildings running the length of the square. One of the buildings looked like a stable, the bottom half of the door shut but the top half fully open. It was all very rustic except for a lack of farm machinery and the presence of some very expensive cars under a carport at the top of the yard.

“Make sure you show Ms Aella the utmost respect.”

Ms Rose’s comment again seemed unnecessary. Why wouldn’t Mia do that?

“Don’t forget my bags.”

Ms Rose got out of the car and headed towards the house. Mia struggled out of her seat in her towering heels and hobble skirt. As she shut the car door, bags in hand, the sound of horseshoes on the cobbles echoed around the yard and she looked up to see a little two-wheeled, tubular-framed buggy following them from the driveway into the courtyard. A small figure in a cloth cap occupied the solitary bucket seat. That wasn’t what caught Mia’s attention, though.

A breathtakingly beautiful black woman was between the shafts where the horse should be, pulling the buggy at a trot. They passed right by Mia, only a few feet away, circling the yard and eventually coming to a halt right outside the stable door. The ponygirl was breathing heavily, her chest rising and falling dramatically, strings of drool hanging off the end of her chin.

Despite all the human ponies Mia had seen on her flights, she had never seen one in actual action before and it just blew her mind, a stunningly erotic sight. The pony had a mane of vivid white hair about three inches wide down the centre of her scalp, elaborately braided and hanging down her back, its colour matching exactly to the long tail sprouting upwards from between her bottom cheeks before dropping like a waterfall down the back of her legs to her calves. Either side of the mane her scalp was bare, shiny with perspiration.

Black leather straps crisscrossed her torso, pulling her small breasts tight to her chest. Reins were connected to each of her nipple rings, passing up through two more rings either side of her mouth that held her bit in place, then draped across her shoulders and into the hands of her driver. Despite her breathlessness she stood bolt upright, legs together, head high, curving her back and thrusting her chest and buttocks out.

Mia desperately wanted to stay and watch, study the ponygirl more closely, but she had to follow Ms Rose, negotiating the uneven cobblestones in her needle-heeled stilettos and restrictive skirt. The tip of those heels cracked loudly against the cobbles with each small step.

Thirty minutes later…

Mia’s breathing slowly returned to normal. The soft lips remained pressed against her labia, but were now dormant.

“Talented mouth, isn’t it! It belongs to my personal maid, Lilly, who is inside the chair.”

Both Ms Aella and Ms Rose had been sat drinking coffee, occasionally chatting, while watching Mia reach her climax. Mia hadn’t been offered coffee, instead she had been given a glass of icy cold water which she took a long drink from.

It had been delivered by a maid dressed in an amazing latex uniform. It was like something from the Victorian era. The dress had a skin-tight, high-necked and long-sleeved bodice with a long, loose skirt that dropped almost to her ankles, revealing the sexiest little steeple-heeled booties below. The grey rubber gleamed and sparkled with every movement, the cuffs and collar in the traditional white of a maid’s uniform. The young woman’s waist was very narrow, the unnatural curve of a strictly-laced corset clearly visible underneath.

An old-fashioned white apron (also of latex) was tied over the front of the dress and a matching white cap covered her hair completely. Two long, wide strips of rubber were tied in a stylish knot under her chin to keep the cap in place. Gloves matching the colour of her dress sheathed her hands. The only part of her not covered in rubber was her face, heavily – but immaculately – made-up.

“Very talented, Ms Aella.”

The maid had taken Mia’s cap and jacket at the entrance to the house. The flight attendant sat bare-breasted, self-consciously so in front of two such commanding, fully-clothed women who also happened to be her bosses.

Angelina Aella, the second silent partner of Rose Air Services, was a striking lady, tall and athletic with a mass of long raven hair. She was at least ten years younger than Ms Rose – not quite what Mia had been expecting to find in this traditional old farmhouse. She had the most amazing violet eyes. Mia had never seen anything like them before. She found them strangely beautiful but also ethereal and unsettling when they appraised the flight attendant.

She appeared to share the same leather fetish as Ms Rose and Ms Beaufort, clad in cream-coloured riding breeches and a black sleeveless top that displayed the sensuous curves of her full breasts. Her knee-high riding boots were polished to a remarkable mirror sheen. 

Earlier, Mia had been inspected, scrutinized, assessed like she was an object and not a woman. She had been told to turn around, unzip her skirt up to her waist and bend over, displaying her bare arse and naked crotch. She had been told her breasts were too small.

“The fashion is to go big, these days.” Ms Aella had remarked.

Ms Rose had laughed.

“You will notice that Angelina is rather enamoured of large breasts, Mia. The size you want your tits is entirely up to you!”

In truth, Ms Aella had hit a nerve. Now spending so much time topless, Mia was very conscious that all the other female flight attendants at RAS were bigger than her, some considerably so. The same was true of most of the ponygirls she saw. She had been proud of her breasts, but that wasn’t true anymore. She was becoming decidedly uncomfortable about it.

“Unfortunately, your praise will fall on deaf ears.” Ms Aella’s words brought Mia back to the present. “The incumbent’s hearing is blocked when they are placed in the chair to enhance their focus and reinforce their objectification. After all, chairs don’t hear, do they!”

Ms Aella’s smile sent a shiver down Mia’s spine.

“Perhaps one day we will give you a go and you can experience it for yourself!”

Another shiver passed down Mia’s spine, and straight to her pussy.

“Anyway, no time for that today, sitting in our special chair is not the only treat we have lined up for you.”

“We thought it would be a good idea for you to get some experience of the human pony world, to enable you to empathize more effectively with the ponies on your flights.” Chipped in Ms Rose.

“You are going to spend some time as a ponygirl today, Mia. A chance to learn the reins, so-to-speak!” Ms Aella finished.

Mia’s post orgasmic equilibrium shattered like a porcelain vase thrown to the ground.
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Reflections of a Pony Girl

She recognized the wide, frightened eyes. They were her eyes. But that was the only thing that identified the figure before her as being herself. She was a bizarre, alien sight, not Mia Ford at all. She was a ponygirl.

She was placed before a mirror. If she opened her eyes, there was only this image to see. A heavily bound female form, harnessed in leather, unable to move at all. An image of raw, shocking sexuality in brutal restraints.

But even then the picture did not and could not convey the myriad sensations that overwhelmed her being, that ruthlessly controlled her body, rendered her utterly helpless and powerless. From the multiple straps wrapping her body and head, sinking deep into her skin, causing the flesh in between to bulge, to the tail of blonde hair gently caressing the backs of her legs. From the fat, anatomically correct dildo locked deeply into her pussy to the bulbous butt-plug distending her rectum – both her lower holes full and gently stretched, the inserts pushing against each other through internal membranes.

Gyrating her hips moved both the probes embedded inside her, flooding her body with pleasure and she was unable to resist doing it repeatedly, it felt so good, intoxicating.

Above the waist she could hardly move a muscle except her eyes. The bit was lodged between her jaws, drawn back deeply, giving her a perpetual half-grimace, half-grin. She could pull her lips back somewhat, revealing more of her teeth, a very equine gesture.

A prong protruded from the centre of the bit into her mouth, pressing her tongue down. The tongue continually fought against the foul-tasting rubber-covered insert, uselessly trying to escape its restriction.

The severe collar locked around her neck held it fixed in place, slightly tilted back, that could be seen. What her image didn’t convey was the psychological effect of having her throat gripped so comprehensively, rendered inanimate.

Mia’s mind raced with thoughts of what could be done to her, about how vulnerable she was, how dehumanized. Beyond the huge physical discomfort, the impotence, she was terrified. Literally anything could be done to her and there was nothing she could do about it, and no one even knew she was here except Ms Rose!

She remembered the eyes of that ponygirl that Ms Beaufort had bought at the auction in Berlin, The fear and panic in them, knowing she had been sold, turned into an animal. What was there to stop that happening to her?

But all that was secondary. Above everything else her body was flushed with a fantastical, totally overpowering, utterly desperate sexual need. Her arousal a brilliant, unquenchable flame consuming her.

Thirty-two minutes earlier…

In the tack room of the stable at Cacklebrook Farm, Mia was standing stark naked. Her uniform, folded neatly, lay on a table in the corner of the room. She was having her feet and lower legs measured in every conceivable way by the woman who Mia had seen driving the buggy and ponygirl earlier.

The groom was short, squat and butch, her haircut severe and masculine, a permanent crooked smile on her face and a hardness in her eyes that petrified Mia, although on the evidence so far, she wasn’t as truculent as she at first appeared. Mia eyed the crop hanging from her belt anxiously.

Mia’s hands were cuffed to a chain hanging down from the ceiling, held high above her head. One wall of the tack room had a huge, wide mirror and Mia was facing it, unable to escape her own image.

The scent of leather permeated the entire room. The groom momentarily left her, moving to another wall from which were hanging at least two dozen of the incredible hoof boots that the ponygirls wore. She flitted through them until she found what she was looking for.

The supple hide enveloped Mia’s feet, wrapping them tightly. There was only room for her toes and an inch or two of her sole to lie flat, the rest of her foot held at a sharp upwards angle, but heavy padding at the toe ensured they were not actually uncomfortable.

It was a bizarre experience to wear them though, completely counter-intuitive that her heel was supported even though there was nothing underneath it and her ankle was nearly fully extended. The metallic clop of the horseshoe reverberated around the room every time she shifted her feet in the slightest. She was so tall, it felt like she was on stilts. It just made her feel so different, genuinely animalistic, dehumanized.

They weren’t as cumbersome as she was expecting, nor as heavy. She now towered over the kneeling groom as the laces were drawn taut right up to the knee, sheathing her lower legs like a second skin, having the curious effect of providing strong support (especially around the ankles) while exacerbating the feeling of confinement.

“Not one word from yer mouth now yer have yer hooves on. That’s the first pony rule!”

The groom held Mia’s eyes until she was satisfied that Mia understood the seriousness of this principle.

The chain holding her wrist cuffs ran through a series of pulleys across the ceiling and down one wall to an electric winch. The groom used the winch to take up the extra slack in the chain caused by Mia’s additional height until her arms were fully extended above her head. Then further chains around her ankles were locked to ring-bolts in the floor, holding Mia’s feet about twenty inches apart. She shivered, hyper-conscious of her helpless vulnerability.

Mia could hear the groom moving around out of sight, the rattle of buckles. Then the woman appeared behind her in the mirror, a mass of leather straps and metal in her hands. A three-inch wide belt was passed around her waist and fastened behind her, pulled so tight it cut uncomfortably into her. A myriad of straps were attached to it.

Slowly, each strap was drawn across her torso and buckled tightly into place and Mia could get a sense of how restrictive the harness was going to feel. Broad bands passed over her shoulders, there was another thick strip of leather across the top of her back. The straps criss-crossed, forming large diamond-shaped areas of bare skin between the indented tracks of leather.

Bands about an inch wide circled the base of her breasts. Six narrow straps in a star shape linked from the band to a metal ring that circled her nipple and areola, each adjustable and pulled tight, sinking uncomfortably into her breast-flesh, compressing it against her chest and forming an odd, deformed shape that emphasized her nipple, thrust out prominently. Each breast was imprisoned, bulging between the straps, trying to escape. It felt horrible and intrusive.

At this point, one of her wrists was released from its cuff. A stiff leather mitt was slipped onto her hand. There were pockets inside for her fingers and thumb that weren’t visible on the outside, rigid, holding her digits separated and preventing her from bending them. A strap buckled at the wrist to close the mitt in place, which was then padlocked, ensuring she couldn’t slip out of it without cutting tools.

The mitted hand was drawn behind her back and fastened to one of the plethora of rings attached to the belt. Two more chains were lowered from the ceiling. Each was clipped to a ring on each shoulder of the harness and then raised again until they were taut, but not actually taking Mia’s weight. Only then was her other hand removed from the cuff and mitted.

It was all very meticulous and regimented. Designed to reinforce her captivity at every stage, like she was indeed a beast that could go rogue at any moment. Every little detail had been thought about.

Again working behind Mia, the groom folded her lower arms across her back in just the same way one would fold their arms across their chest, each mitt pressed against the opposite elbow. A broad sleeve of leather was wrapped around her forearms and buckled very tightly, holding them against one another. The sleeve itself was then clipped to the back of the harness at four points. Her arms were now immovable and the position curved her spine slightly, pushing her chest unnaturally forward.

Mia pulled against the sleeve to test its effectiveness. She shuddered with excitement and fear, her legs were feeling like jelly. She was being rendered so helpless.

Now the groom needed a kickalong step stool which she pushed with her foot, positioning it right in front of Mia. She mounted the step, a web of straps held open in her hands. It was the bridle. Mia could see what was coming and her instinct was to step back away, but her chained ankles prevented that, the links snapping taut. She could do nothing but try to turn her head, which in no way prevented the groom from slipping the harness over Mia’s head and pulling it into place.

There was a large strap that passed around her skull, pressing against her forehead, that was buckled at the back. Two straps passed front to back over the top of her head either side of her ponytail. Two much narrower strips descended from the centre of her forehead diagonally between her eyes, across her cheeks to rings that sat either side of her mouth. Two more of the narrower strips descended from the other side of her eyes to the same ring. To these were attached rigid flaps that stuck outwards, blocking her peripheral vision, like blinkers on a real horse.

Something about having her face and head imprisoned caused Mia psychological discomfort as well as physical. It was the same when she had to wear the latex helmets on some of her flights. She found it hateful and distressing, leaving a sense of panic fluttering around the edge of her consciousness.

With the bridle only half-fastened, the groom disappeared again. The blinkers greatly restricting Mia’s vision even with the mirror in front of her. The woman reappeared from the side, stepping onto the stool again, and Mia only had time to glance at the uncompromising collar in her hands before it was being wrapped around her neck.

It was a harsh piece of gear, rigid, with a flared base that rested on her shoulders and collarbone, while a lip at the front tucked under her chin, tipping her head slightly backwards. She felt the click as the two ends locked together behind her neck. It was truly horrendous, holding her head in a fixed position – she could move it neither up or down, or to left and right.

The groom dismounted and took the stool behind Mia. As she climbed up again, Mia felt three buckles being fastened and the collar was pulled tighter with each one, the pressure of its unyielding grip squeezing her throat. Momentarily she thought she couldn’t breathe, but that was panic. Once she calmed down her airway was clear, she could swallow, but certainly not forget the collar’s merciless presence.

Now the bridle was being fixed to the collar, pulling the straps tighter against her skull, starting at the back. The groom moved around to Mia’s face once more. There was a strap attached to each of the rings either side of her mouth that was pulled down and buckled to the collar. A fourth strap connected to the rings passed around to the base of her neck at the back. The web of the bridle was now wrapping her head tightly, the narrow straps digging into the soft skin of her cheeks and she was imprisoned, peering out from between the leather pitifully.

Tugging on the bridle at various places, seemingly randomly, the groom tightened a couple of the buckles. She met Mia’s forlorn eyes and her lopsided grin got bigger. She looked very pleased with herself. Then she stepped down again and spanked Mia hard on one buttock. It was loud and it stung. Mia shifted her leg but the chain to her ankle immediately snapped taut again.

Mia swallowed hard, knowing what was coming next. The groom was back on the stool, folded reins thrown across her shoulder, but it was what she had in her hand that Mia tried to focus on.

“Open wide!”

The groom grabbed Mia’s cheeks either side of her mouth, forcing her jaws apart. The bit was an abbreviated T shape, the stem going directly into her mouth – something Mia wasn’t expecting at all, assuming it would just be a crossbar. The stem was flat and thin, rubber covered, but so unyielding it must have had a metal core. Its purpose quickly became clear, pushing her tongue to the bottom of her mouth and holding it there. It also tasted foul.

The main bar of the bit settled between her teeth, pushing into the corners of her mouth. It was thin, again covered in a rubbery like substance that had some give to it, but what felt like a metal core beneath. There were two clicks as the bit locked to the rings either side of her mouth. Mia’s tongue instinctively fought against the restriction of the device, achieving precisely zero. It was fiendishly uncomfortable.

“Now yer starting to look like a proper ponygirl!”

Mia continued to fight the bit but she could do nothing to make it more comfortable, her lips pulling back and forth across her teeth. The groom laughed at her struggles and began to unfurl the reins.

For the first time it occurred to Mia that she didn’t have pierced nipples and all the human ponies she had seen had their reins connected to their nipple rings. Her left nipple was gripped hard, pinched, stretched painfully. She made a noise of distress, an incoherent sound, completely powerless to do anything about it. Her eyes flited about, trying to see what was happening and she glimpsed a butterfly clamp at the end of the rein.

She had seen them used before. The nipple was passed through the hole in the middle, then a winged nut was tightened and the bottom of the clamp closed against the nipple. How much it hurt depended on how tight the clamp was screwed. With her head tilted back she just couldn’t see, but she felt her nipple pulled through the metal of the clamp. Then the vice began to close. For a brief moment it was pleasurable, then uncomfortable, then downright painful, and still the clamp closed tighter.

A strangled cry forced its way through her bitted mouth and Mia tried to pull away, but she couldn’t move at all, her chained shoulders and ankles holding her in place, forced to stand rigidly upright, bound arms causing her to thrust her breasts at the groom as if in invitation. Tears pooled in her eyes. She looked pleadingly at the groom.

“Yer need to get these beauties pierced and ringed, hurts less than the clamps, believe me.”

Finally the squeezing stopped getting any worse, but it felt like her nipple was going to burst and the ache was intolerable. The groom attached the rein to the side of the bit and then left it to hang as she repeated the procedure on Mia’s other nipple.

Mia was breathing heavily and she could feel herself starting to dribble from her held open mouth, something she was so familiar with seeing on all the human ponies. This was just so intense.

The groom stepped down, the stool was removed. Mia tried to blink away her tears so that she could see properly, but it had little effect. The smallest things that she took for granted were denied her, unable to even wipe a tear from her eye.

Standing directly in front of Mia, the groom put her palm against her pussy. Mia gasped, her hips automatically responding despite the fact she had experienced a deeply satisfying orgasm only an hour ago. Her lust was raging again already. She was so excited. The groom had a dirty laugh. Two fingers pushed between Mia’s labia and inside her to the hilt.

“Sopping wet! I knew yer would be! Ms Rose’s sluts are always raving perverts!”

Mia knew she was blushing furiously.

As the fingers were withdrawn and the hand left her sex, Mia uttered a pitiful whine, her hips trying to follow after them.

“Don’t worry, there’s something much better about to go up there!”

The groom cleaned off her fingers on Mia’s thigh, then squatted down to release the ankle chains. Then she unfastened the ceiling chains connected to Mia’s shoulders. Mia never felt remotely free though, the woman immediately grabbing both of the reins in one hand just underneath the bit.

“When a ponygirl walks, every step needs to be a high step. That is, yer lift yer leg up until yer thigh is parallel to the ground. Every step that doesn’t, yer get the crop until yer learn!”

Said crop now detached from her belt, the groom waved it in front of Mia’s eyes.

The groom pulled Mia forward with the reins. Mia’s nipples were instantly tugged agonizingly upwards, causing another strangled cry around the bit as she stumbled forward, shocked at the pain and how effectively she was under control.

Fire erupted on her thigh, a blazing new pain across her quad, quickly followed by another.

“Slow learner are yer? Another bimbo trolly dolly?”

Making some kind of completely unintelligible noise as her tongue fought the infernal prong of the bit, Mia concentrated on lifting each leg as high as she could as she was led a few steps over to a bench, locked in a world of pain and discomfort. Even as her thighs contacted the edge of the bench she continued to be pulled forward, forced to bend over as the strain on her nipples intensified. Mia sobbed and gurgled her anguish.

The reins were tied off to a ring hanging off the opposite side of the bench, the clamps still tensioned so that the slightest movement hurt her nipples. Her feet were pulled wide apart and chained to the legs of the bench. Her thigh was still burning from the crop strokes and she couldn’t move at all. Fresh tears dripped down onto the bench underneath her, joined by the drool that was slipping in strands from her mouth.

For a couple of minutes, Mia was left alone, trying to calm herself down. With her head so close to the surface of the bench and the blinkers either side of her eyes she could see nothing but the grain of the wood.

Then hands cupped her buttocks, jiggling the muscles, before each cheek received a hard slap. Even as they were still stinging, they were pushed apart, exposing her bumhole. Something cold was squirted onto the rosebud, causing Mia to shiver. A finger probed, then two, burrowing down, forcing their way into her rectum, spreading the lube around. So casually and intimately she could be handled in her current predicament. A squelching noise accompanied their removal.

She felt a tugging on the back of the belt, something heavy was being attached to it. A strap was pushed down between her bottom cheeks, separating them. Something much harder and bigger than the fingers now pressed against her sphincter, eased it open again and slipped inside, stretching Mia wider and wider until it hurt and she grunted. Then the rosebud began to shrink again, leaving something large and bulbous lodged in her bowels. She felt the flange of the butt-plug press against the hole and the strap sink fully between her buttocks, curving into her crotch, ensuring the plug remained in place.

Fingers now pulled apart her labia and she felt the head of a dildo slip inside her hot, wet interior (no lube was needed here.) Mia groaned as the phallus slid deep inside her, stretching her slightly, rubbing the walls of her vagina delightfully. She whimpered, so excited and scared at the same time.

The strap was pulled up fully between her legs, up against her belly, pushing the dildo in deeper as it flattened over her labia, pressing against them. Mia groaned again, her hips squirming. The strap was attached to the front of the belt holding the whole ensemble in place. The feeling of having her pussy and bowel both full at the same time was indescribable, on top of all the other sensations the outfit was imposing on her. It was incredible, like a dream, but at the same time so real.

Again both of Mia’s buttocks were spanked.

“I knew yer’d like that, slut!”

The groom was referring to Mia’s gently gyrating hips which caused both plugs to move subtly inside her, flooding her body with the most amazing pleasure.

Her ankles were unchained, the reins were untethered from the bench and Mia was pulled upright once again. She gurgled at the manner in which both plugs shifted and settled into new positions, then whimpered as a tug on the reins turned her around to face the groom, twisting her nipples upwards again. She wanted to put her hands over the suffering nubs to protect them but any movement at all just pushed them out even further for abuse, like she wanted more.

The groom adjusted the crotch strap, pulling it up another notch on the buckle. Mia squeaked as both the plugs were driven even deeper, her labia trapped and squeezed under the belt, her eyes wide in disbelief.

She could feel a tail hanging down behind her, swinging back and forth against her legs. It was directly connected to the butt-plug, its weight and swing tweaking her bumhole, pulling the plug against her bowel wall. It was the most peculiar and invasive feeling.

“All done and ready for yer run!”

Every little tug on the reins contorted her tender nipples painfully, it was such an easy and powerful way to control her. She was utterly helpless, no option but to follow the groom as she was led back across the tack room, this time fervently ensuring that she stepped high, each clomp of her hooves echoing around the room, feeling totally dehumanized.

But it was so hard to concentrate on anything as the dildo flexed and twisted with every step, shooting exquisite sensations right through her. She shuddered and squirmed. Her legs felt like they could give way at any minute. Walking was such an effort, how could they expect her to run, let alone pull a cart?

Mia was back before the mirror. Her reins were tied off to the chain hanging from the ceiling, tensioned so that the slightest movement hurt her nipples. A chain with steel balls on each end was wrapped around her ankles, hobbling her.

She stared at the amazing fetish creature she had been turned into, her upper body totally immobilized, her humanity and individuality removed. She could feel each and every restraint that had been applied to her body, both physically and psychologically. It was overwhelming, a level of intensity and fastidiousness that blew her mind. Any minute possibility of any autonomy or control completely removed. It was truly terrifying, but so fundamentally erotic it reached to her sexual core, stoking her arousal to a phenomenal level.


8

Ruminations of a Ponygirl

Standing between the shafts of a pony cart, the cold wind brings goosebumps to her exposed skin. She has been standing here outside the stable for a long while, shivering mainly from the chill, but also a little with fear and a little arousal too. Her hips gyrate subtly but constantly, allowing her to feel the plugs shifting minutely inside her, enough to keep her stimulated, enough to scratch the itch. She can feel her pussy leaking down her thighs, the fluid cooling against her skin.

It is so embarrassing and humiliating, she is just an animal in heat, physical responses over which her conscious mind has no control. And she’s outside, exposed, conspicuous. Bound this elaborate way, no longer human, just a beast. She has been drooling so heavily her breasts are coated, dribble constantly trickling to the tip of her chin before falling. And she has a tail!

She cannot move her head, her blinkered eyes providing only a narrow line of sight. She can see most of the pretty farmhouse down the gentle incline and the cobblestones in front of it. She must wait.

Movement draws her eyes. A figure in bright red has come out of the farmhouse, but she is soon out of view. Her stiletto heels rap on the cobbles and they are getting louder, nearer. The steps are short and rapid, the classic tell-tale of a hobble skirt. The ponygirl tenses nervously. When the woman appears again she is just feet away, right in front of the pony, blocking anything else from view.

She is exceptionally pale of both hair and skin and wearing a striking red leather uniform. A long, narrow skirt and a waistcoat that is provocatively shaped around her massive breasts, though these are hidden under a crisp white shirt with a very severe collar and red leather tie to match the rest of her outfit. Large, erect nipples are clearly visible tenting the shirt. Her waist is exceptionally small, clearly corseted, just emphasizing even more the size of her breasts, out of proportion for her slim body.

Though very beautiful, her grey eyes are as cold as the North Pole, chilling. She halts only inches in front of the pony.

The ponygirl is red-faced with embarrassment, feeling the shame of this stranger seeing her harnessed up like this, turned into a draught animal, a sexualized beast of burden. The only consolation is the bridle covers some of her face.

“Hello, pretty pony!” Her accent sounds Russian.

A softly-gloved hand strokes across the ponygirl’s belly, then up and down her side. She shudders at the intimate handling by a complete stranger, at her helplessness to do anything about it even if she wants to. The hand ventures behind her, grasping a buttock.

Briefly, their eyes meet. The woman’s gaze is full of arrogance and dominance. The ponygirl, so humbled by her predicament, cannot meet the challenge and looks down. The woman moves to her side, out of view once more, but her hand is still on the pony’s bottom.

“Nice, clean arse! Soon be marked and sore!”

The pony shudders again. The hand drops lower, feeling up a quad.

“Soft muscle tone. No stamina there.”

The woman is again in front of the pony, her full, bright-red glossed lips twisted in an ugly smile.

“You will need a lot of whip!” She declares gleefully.

Fingers press against the tips of the pony’s nipples where they protrude from the clamps biting into them. They press hard, callously, to hurt. The pony gasps through her bit, flinching, squirming, but such is the way she is bound, any movement only pushes them harder against the fingers.

“Aren’t we skittish! I would soon cure that!”

Then a hand is between the ponygirl’s legs. The heel presses hard, knowingly, against the crotch strap right on top of the pony’s pussy, grinding the leather into her labia, squeezing them, hurting, while driving the dildo deeper. The pony squeals in shock, pain and pleasure all at once, eyes stretching wide.

“What’s the verdict?” Angelina Aella appears beside the pale, cruel, woman.

She is wearing a very stylish black biker jacket zipped fully closed to protect against the wind.

“I would definitely buy her, My Lady. Huge potential, wonderful bone structure, deeply submissive and highly sexed – look how she’s leaking already and she hasn’t been run yet!”

The ponygirl closes her eyes in shame, this is getting worse and worse.

“Needs a lot of work, though. Poor muscle tone. A great project, however. Do you think Ms Rose would accept an offer for her?”

The pony’s heart thumps in her chest. Could she really be sold as a ponygirl? The prospect is awful and thrilling at the same time, her sex squeezes on the dildo inside her at the thought. Her mind scrambles to keep its hold on reality.

“Not yet.” Ms Aella replies, cryptically.

With a final, casual squeeze of a harnessed breast, the pale woman leaves, the sound of her heels becoming distant.

Immediately, Ms Aella’s gloved hands replace those of the pale woman, caressing, squeezing, pinching, the touches assured and possessive. Those strange eyes, relaxed and full of humour, scrutinize the pony. The lady is so imposing and amazonian – even in her hoof boots the pony is not taller.

“A pony needs a name. Today you are Dolly.”

The pony gasps once more as the crotch strap is pressed again, though not as cruelly this time. Fingers stroke Dolly’s cheek in between the straps of the bridle, the soft kidskin of the glove feels good. Then in a rapid about-turn a strap of the bridle is grabbed and Dolly’s head is manhandled quite roughly, pulled back and to the side, which because her neck is fixed in position means her torso is being bent from the waist. The harsh treatment shocks and scares her.

“Look at me, Dolly!”

Dolly finds it difficult to maintain the eye contact. This lady is so composed, so in control, and Dolly is…harnessed, bestial, not a person anymore, a sex object, humiliated and degraded and has allowed herself to be made thus. There is a gulf between them.

“You will give me your best, run your heart out for me. Do not disappointment me!”

*

Head tilted back, she cannot see the ground immediately in front of her feet, only further ahead. She has to remember where she will be stepping. It’s disconcerting, an unnatural way of thinking and feels like a movie where the lips are out of sync with the voice, but she pounds forward without hesitation, she has no choice if she wants to avoid the hellfire of the whip cutting into her buttocks.

Her eyes are wide and wild, tear-filled, lips pulled back from her teeth. Running in the extraordinary hoof boots, only her toes flat, ankles nearly fully extended, seems an impossible feat, yet she is doing it, Her toes are well cushioned, the boots support her ankles. What should be the most difficult is actually the least of her problems.

Running with her arms bound behind her causes her torso to rock slightly back and forth, her breasts to jiggle despite the straps holding them to her chest. Every tiny movement transfers to her nipples as the clamps bounce around, an unrelenting, nagging ache. Both nipples and clamps feel huge, so much bigger than they actually are.

She is being taught to gallop, to canter, to trot. To walk-on, high-stepping. To respond to the agonizing tugs on those nipples when she is to turn.  Every pull on the reins brings a painful upward twist on them and the bit sinks into the corner of her mouth. Left and right if she is to turn, both together when she is to slow down or stop. They are deeply unpleasant sensations constantly reinforcing her total lack of autonomy.

Again both nipples twist upwards, the bit pulls back in her mouth, drawing her lips into an enforced, grotesque grimace. Dolly gurgles in distress.

“Trot!” Calls Ms Aella.

The ponygirl slows to a jog. She can barely see her chest but she knows it is rising and falling dramatically as she tries to draw ever more air into her lungs. Dolly might be slim and leggy, but she is not that fit in the true sense of the word. She has tired quickly, her legs aching and leaden. But it doesn’t matter, that counts for nothing. She responds to the instructions barked at her, to the demands of the reins or she feels the whip slicing into her bottom.

She shouldn’t waste unnecessary energy, she knows, but still her fingers try to move inside the mitts even though they cannot. She tries to move her hands even though they are locked to her elbows. She tries to move her arms though they are held tight together and fixed to the back of her harness. Her tongue continues to battle the internal element of the bit that holds it pushed to the bottom of her mouth, an incomprehensible fight that she can never win.

Her tears have blurred her vision, but no amount of blinking clears them. Now a prolonged pull on her left nipple, the bit twisting into the corner of her mouth. She is forced to turn hard left, continuing until she has performed a 180o turn. Shortly after, the reins slap her shoulders firmly.

“Canter!”

Dolly tries to speed up again but her thighs are aching so.

Yet something else overrides all these discomforts, all the pain, all the distress. Her sexual excitement is rising ever higher. Her predicament only fires her lust to ever greater levels. The faster she runs, the more the dildo and butt-plug shift and flex inside her, like a double mini-fuck. The pain and discomfort has only slowed the inevitable. Pleasure is flooding through her and she knows she will climax soon, even in these circumstances.

She hears the sound of the whip moving through the air a split-second before blazing pain streaks across her buttocks, low down, close to her thighs. With a strangled cry she is forced to push forward harder, find new strength. Only momentarily does her lust stutter, the agony briefly eclipsing her sexual need. She pounds forward, desperate to avoid the whip again.

Her orgasm hits her and it is like running into a brick wall, she sees stars, her heightened reality making her conscious of every piece of leather and metal restraining her body, every humiliation that has reduced her to this. It is a climax forced out of her, beyond her control, so powerful.

She is hardly aware that she has slowed right down, that she is staggering like a drunk, convulsing to the limits her restricted, bound body. Her legs are jelly. She struggles to stay on her feet. Fire erupts across her backside, an agony that challenges the euphoria flooding her body. And then it happens again. The whip is vicious, harder than the previous lashes. Dolly’s mouth opens wide in anguish, but nothing comes out, she is breathless. Agony and ecstasy fuse as one, overwhelming her consciousness.

And again the whip strikes. The pleasure recoils as the terrible pain asserts its dominance. She has to stop the pain. She pushes forward, trying to speed up again, slamming her hooves into the grass, launching herself with each step. Again the whip cuts into her, tears streaming from her eyes. She is gasping for breath, her thigh muscles are aching so, but her fear of the whip drives her on. It is so intense, so cruel.

*

Dolly is standing between the shafts of her cart, outside the stable again. The chill of the wind is unrelenting but she can do nothing about it and a chain wrapped around her ankles holds her in position. Still her hips are subtly moving, finding comfort in the plugs that remain locked inside her, relishing the feeling of her arousal.

She has been fed and watered, both from troughs, on her knees, arms still fastened behind her. Her face lowered into the feed – a mixture of dried oats and diced fruit and vegetables – like the animal she is supposed to be. She has licked up tepid water like a dog. She has had the resulting mess wiped from her face like she was a helpless infant.

There has been a rest of sorts, again on her knees, on some straw in a stall. Her bridle chained to a ring low on a wall, holding her face close to the floor. Her legs pulled wide apart and fixed to the wooden sides of the cubicle, her excoriated bottom sticking up, her highest point. The groom had examined Dolly’s welted buttocks with her fingers, chuckling as the ponygirl writhed and moaned.

She is becoming familiar now with the sound of hooves clashing against the cobbles resonating around the courtyard. Eyes that had been staring sightlessly into the distance flit around curiously. Another pony and cart appear in her limited eyeline, heading up the yard towards her. She glimpses Ms Aella in the driver’s seat, sight of the lady causing her stomach to perform somersaults, memories of her earlier experiences being so comprehensively dominated are fresh in her mind.

But it is the ponygirl that her eyes are drawn to. She is simply stunning, taking Dolly’s breath away and stoking the fire in her loins even more. A bright red mane and tail swing back and forth as she trots, her bald scalp glistening with perspiration either side of the braided mane.

However it is the pony hooves that really attract attention. Mimicking the real thing, the front of each hoof drops down to point towards the ground each time a foot is lifted. So every time the foot is brought back down again, the pony has to use a specific angle to get the hoof to land flat again. The whole cycle produces a very realistic pony gait but the mind boggled at how much practice would be required to run proficiently wearing such boots.

There are thick, industrial looking rings through the pony’s large, rock-hard nipples and they are tugged upwards, distending, while the bit pulls back in her mouth as the reins slow her to a walk. She prances forward so proudly, large breasts thrusting forward despite the cage of straps that contains them. The ponygirl moves with such elegance and grace that Dolly feels totally inadequate as a pony herself.

As well as the rings through her nipples, there is a heavy metal bar that appears to be clamped on the end of the nubs, a nipple caught in each end of the bar, causing the breasts to swing in unison attractively rather than flop around in all directions, as Dolly’s do when she runs.

Dolly watches both nipples twisting upwards again, pulled shockingly hard this time, stretching under the tension, while the pony’s mouth is forced into a very equine grimace by the bit as it sinks deeply into her mouth, instructing her to stop dead. The ponygirl is very close to Dolly as she comes to a halt, no more than four feet away.

She stands tall, feet together, breasts pushed out provocatively and unnaturally. Her chest is rising and falling dramatically as she breathes heavily. Her skin glows with sweat from between the brutally tight straps criss-crossing her body.

It is hard to see her face, partially hidden as it is by her bridle, very elaborate bit and blinkers, as well as the thick ring through her septum, lying on her top lip, but she is clearly beautiful – exotic as well, with dark almond-shaped eyes revealing an ethnicity that is hard to pin down. Those eyes meet Dolly’s, curious. They are placid, exuding an extraordinary calmness, yet gleam brightly, vibrant with life.

Having dismounted, Ms Aella steps between the two ponygirls, blocking Dolly’s view. Released from the cart, the pony is led away. Dolly gets a glimpse of her rear before she disappears. The vivid red mane and tail are spectacular. Her arms are bound behind her in the reverse prayer position, forearms locked together in a straight line down the centre of her back, wrists attached to the back of her collar, giving the impression she is preying, elbows strapped together touching one another in the small of her back.

Dolly has seen the configuration before, but it is extreme and still shocks her. Her own arms could never achieve that position, how is it possible? The discomfort and pain is unimaginable, but the way it curves the spine, forcing the pony’s chest out, is very sexy.

She also sees the ponygirl’s heavily marked buttocks. They are littered with welts, some fresh and livid, others are an older, darker red or purple. They all criss-cross one another, sometimes multiple times. But first she had got a momentary sighting of the pony’s brand burnt into her left hip, a very stylishly designed capital A inside a circle, a couple of inches across.

Dolly shudders and swallows hard. This is hard-core living that frightens and disturbs her despite its unquestionable eroticism.

As the groom wheels away the cart, Ms Rose appears in front of Dolly. With her jacket zipped right up and now wearing gloves, she is covered in leather from the neck down. In one hand she is holding a pink rose.

“What a beautiful pony you make! Here, you must wear this, Dolly Rose, my little pony!”

The rose is tucked into the centre of the strap crossing Dolly’s forehead. Ms Rose then takes her turn at feeling-up Dolly, which seems to be de rigueur for any pony left standing around. Her buttocks are caressed and squeezed, causing Dolly to gasp and flinch. A hand strokes her hip, her thigh, across her belly. Her breasts are squeezed and pinched.

Then Dolly’s jaws are forced apart and something is put into her mouth, manipulated around the bit. Dolly tastes sweetness. She has been given a sugar lump! Unable to move her tongue, she can do nothing with it. It remains lodged in place, slowly dissolving, a welcome stimulation after the bland meal she has been fed and the horrible taste of the tongue-depressor, if only for a brief time.

“Let’s have some fun, shall we?”

A few seconds later it is Dolly’s hooves that are echoing around the courtyard as she high-steps across the cobbles. Each step brings back to life the fire in her welted bottom. The incredible intensity of her earlier run – both the pleasure and the pain – remains in the front, centre and back of her mind. She feels she cannot handle a repeat, but there will be no choice in the matter. She must respond to the reins and the whip. It is that simple.

She is quickly brought up to a trot, but this time she is not going to run on grass, she is steered into the woods. The path is uneven and littered with fallen leaves and twigs. Ms Rose is lighter than Ms Aella, but pulling the cart over the bumpy ground is more difficult and the path is up a hill – a hill becoming progressively steeper.

Dolly’s hesitation is soon removed by a double whipping, forehand and backhand, right across her existing marks. She pounds forward, eyes misty with tears once more. She stumbles more than once and almost loses her footing. She has been told the shafts of the cart have safety runners, if she falls she will not hit the ground. She doesn’t want to test this.

Exhausted from her earlier run, she is soon tiring. Ms Rose is just as ruthless as Ms Aella in using the whip to keep Dolly at the required pace. She leaps forward to each cut of the lash. She has learned earlier that she can be easily pushed beyond what she thought were her physical and psychological limits – way beyond – by the whip and she dreads the prospect.

At the same time, her arousal is surging once more, the plugs inside her doing their insidious work, leaving her in perpetual heat. Always pleasure and pain together, sometimes fusing, sometimes battling one another for supremacy. She is tantalized by her dehumanization, her transformation into a beast governed by the most primal, basic urges of lust and a sinister gratification from the cruelty of her treatment, at being compelled by the crude torments enacted on her body. It is an insoluble dissonance.

At last she is steered off the path, brought to a stop. She is gasping for breath. Everything and everywhere hurts, but above all, she needs a fuck. Her hips swivel, but it’s not enough. Movement on the cart pulls on her traces. She feels the links connecting her to the cart unfastened.

The left rein is pulled hard and she turns as quickly as she can to alleviate the pain until she has made an about-face. The reins are shaken violently to untangle them so they hang in front of her again. Ms Rose is perched on the end of her seat, her leather pants bunched around her ankles, legs wide apart, bare sex thrust forward.

“Down Dolly!”

The ponygirl drops to her knees.

Reeling in the reins, yanking callously on Dolly’s nipples yet again, Ms Rose forces the pony to shuffle forward on her knees until she is pressed against the cart, her face inches away from the lady’s pussy. Mia has fantasized many times about having a tryst with Ms Rose, but not like this, as Dolly the pony – reduced to an animal, every part of her bound, controlled – and kneeling in a wood on a cold day. The idea is wild, so erotic, even though part of her is disappointed that it has to be this way.

Ms Rose unlocks the bit and removes it from Dolly’s mouth. Dolly moves her tongue animatedly, excited to be free of the ghastly device. Ms Rose ties off the reins to the frame of the cart so that the pony cannot pull back, should she make such an attempt. Their eyes meet. Dolly can see the arousal in the lady’s impassioned gaze. No words are spoken.

Hooking her fingers through unused rings on Dolly’s bridle, Ms Rose pulls the pony’s face down onto her pussy. Without any movement in her neck, Dolly has to bend and twist her waist to compensate. The lady’s mound is hairy but neatly groomed, matching the black hair on her head. The ponygirl presses her lips reverentially against the open labia, trying to convey her respect for Ms Rose but an impatient tug warns her to get on with it.

Her tongue pushes inside easily as the lady’s legs are so wide apart. The interior is warm and wet, the taste unique and pleasant. Dolly explores eagerly, trying to discover what pleases Ms Rose the most. Her bridle is constantly tugged to direct where her tongue should be, reinforcing how utterly controlled she is. The blinkers have folded over her eyes, blinding her.

There is only Ms Rose’s pussy. The feel, the taste, the smell. Dolly feels so humble, so submissive, so anxious to please.

Her tongue delves as deep as it can, caressing the walls of the vagina, probing. Then it flits about, trying to find the G-spot. She finds it. Ms Rose groans, moans, pulling Dolly’s face harder into her crotch. Her hips squirm and jerk.

Leather clad hands wrap around Dolly’s head, fingers caress her hair. Dolly moves her tongue to the lady’s clitoris, causing the pussy to briefly lift up from the seat. The tongue works around the nub, teasing the hood, before pushing it back to touch the clit directly. Ms Rose spasms and cries out. Dolly backs off for a while, occasionally returning to it. Ms Rose is very wet now and the pony’s mouth is full of the lady’s nectar. She swallows it down, savouring the experience.

“Now! Now!” Ms Rose orders.

Dolly attacks the clit hard. Her tongue is aching but she continues relentlessly until Ms Rose screams and thrashes as her climax hits. Dolly’s mouth remains held tight against the sex until the orgasm passes and the lady slumps back in her seat.

Minutes later, Dolly is running through the woods again, whip biting into her buttocks. Her mouth is full of the flavour of Ms Rose, her lips plastered with the drying fluid and tears are rolling down her cheeks once more.


9

Hanging Around

A long day was set to become a long night. Mia found herself transported to Ms Rose’s penthouse apartment in the evening. Physically and emotionally shattered, there was to be no respite. Sat in the passenger seat of the Aston Martin without her jacket and cap this time, her hands were handcuffed and she had to hold them behind the back of the headrest for the entire journey, thrusting her bare tits forward obscenely. Her tender buttocks pressed uncomfortably into the seat.

It was just starting to get dark when they left Cacklebrook Farm, so it was unlikely that other road users would be able to see Mia’s exposed position, but psychologically it was effective, reinforcing her objectification and vulnerability.

She had never really believed that Ms Rose would condemn her to a permanent life as a ponygirl without her consent, but the possibility had remained feasible throughout the day. It had been tumultuous.

To Mia’s surprise, they were greeted at the door to the penthouse by her colleague Katya dressed as a maid. Was this how she spent her downtime, working as Ms Rose’s menial domestic? Her latex uniform was simpler than the extravagant confections worn by the maids at the farm, but that was not to say that she did not still look incredibly sexy. The delicate and cute little ankle boots that laced up the front did look the same as those worn by Ms Aella’s maids – the heels were even taller than Mia’s uniform boots.

The black dress was tight-fitting over the torso, long-sleeved, with white cuffs and a high white collar wrapping her neck. There was an oval cut-out in the centre of her chest that presented her huge cleavage to the onlooker and which was trimmed in tiny pleated white rubber. A corset was laced tightly over the dress, giving Katya a dramatic hourglass shape.

The skirt fell to just above the knees in loose folds, while a white underskirt with a dramatically frilly hem was a couple of inches longer and visible below. A little apron was tied behind her in a large and pretty bow, and a hairband with black and white frills ran across the top of her head. Her hair was tied in an elaborate bun at the back. The whole uniform was polished to an immaculate, gleaming shine.

A short while after they had eaten a light salad (served to them by Katya) Mia found herself in Ms Rose’s bedroom. She had been dressed in a black rubber catsuit that had no crotch and which had two small holes through which her shockingly sore nipples projected.

For the first time ever she was wearing ballet boots, which were even more extreme than the pony hooves she had worn earlier. Her ankles were fully extended and literally only the tip of her toes were in contact with the floor. Encasing her legs up to mid-thigh, they were really painful, much more so than the pony boots. She was unable to stand or walk in them unaided, having to hang on to Katya to stay upright. She had seen them worn a couple of times on her flights where the wearer had walked very competently in them. That must have taken an immense amount of practice.

Ms Rose had an elaborate four-poster bed, the frame of which was coated in burnished chrome. It looked spectacular. One wall of the room was made of glass and opened onto a sizable terrace. The floor was covered in a luxurious deep pile carpet. The room was full of all kinds of sinister-looking equipment that Mia could only guess the purpose of. She shuddered in fear and arousal.

In the centre of the room was a thirty-inch square box covered in black vinyl. As Mia was led towards it she could see there was a round hole on one side through which a nose and a pair of lips protruded. From another smaller hole on the top, a large semi-flaccid cock was poking through, laying on the vinyl.

Ms Rose was standing in front of her bed, a nasty looking cane in one hand which she was tapping impatiently against her boot. She was still wearing her leather pants, but had swapped her top for a matching corset that pushed up her breasts into a tantalizing cleavage. Full-length gloves wrapped her arms. She looked gorgeous but super-intimidating.

“On your knees, Mia.”

Mia obeyed, kneeling right in front of the box.

“Wake him up with your mouth.”

Leaning forward, Mia pressed her lips to the head of the circumcised cock. This close she could see how big it actually was. She worked her tongue across the glans, delved into the groove at its base. It quickly began to grow and rise. As it lifted off the surface of the box she took it into her mouth and sucked hard. It just got bigger and bigger, stretching her jaw uncomfortably. It was the largest cock she had ever seen in the flesh. She had no idea who it was attached to and never would find out.

To keep it in her mouth, she had to adjust her position and lift herself up as it became fully erect. She could feel it twitching, responding eagerly to her ministrations.

“Swallow it!” Ms Rose ordered.

Previously, Mia would never have considered attempting to deep throat such a massive cock, but such was the level of her submissiveness now that she automatically tried. She lifted off the cock retching and coughing, failing at the first attempt.

The cane hummed, agony burst across Mia’s bottom as the whippy stick made loud contact against the tightly-stretched rubber covering her arse. Logic would dictate that the latex should provide some protection against the full bite of the instrument, but it didn’t seem to for Mia. A strangled cry of shock and pain was wrenched from her. She hadn’t noticed Ms Rose moving around behind her.

Her cheeks were already littered with whip marks from earlier in the day, excruciatingly tender. She gasped, panted, her hips writhing, though she maintained enough composure not to put her hands back there. Her eyes filled with tears once more.

“Unacceptable for a slut like you! Concentrate!”

A hand on the back of Mia’s head pushed it down and she opened her mouth to take the cock once more. It was still pulsing with excitement. She bobbed up and down on it twice, then relaxing her throat as much as she could, dived down the shaft. She swallowed repeatedly, ignoring the pain. This time it went down, stretching her, hurting her. She could feel her neck swelling. It was really uncomfortable. Her lips made contact with the box around the hole. Her eyes were wide and desperate. She had never felt anything like it.

“Good girl, Mia!” Ms Rose whispered.

She was very close to Mia, bending over her. A hand came around Mia’s throat and pressed against it, against the huge bulge.

“It looks amazing! It feels amazing!” Ms Rose purred. “A slut with her throat stuffed with cock. Perfect!”

Mia held it there for as long as she could, but she had to pull back up. Tears were streaming down her cheeks. Her throat burnt. She sucked forcibly on the cock, her tongue working over the glans once more, anxious to please her boss. She could feel the prick growing even harder, jerking in her mouth, highly aroused.

“Again!”

Mia took the cock down once more. It wasn’t quite so traumatic the second time, though her throat was raw and the distension to her gullet deeply unsettling. Even more so when Ms Rose began to stroke her throat.

“Lovely!”

There was a camera flash. Once. Twice.

“I want you to work it to orgasm. But when it spurts, pull your head back and let the spunk decorate your face.”

Ms Rose stroked Mia’s hair, then spread her palm across the back of the kneeling woman’s head, holding her in place with the cock taken down to its root. Mia wouldn’t be allowed to withdraw until Ms Rose decided. She felt tendrils of panic around her mind but didn’t dare push back against Ms Rose’s hand. At last it pulled away. Mia lifted her head until only the glans was still in her mouth, drawing as much air as she could.

The cock was twitching excessively now, really excited. Mia closed her mouth tight around it again, putting her tongue back to work. It was exceptional for a condom not to be involved but Mia would never consider questioning Ms Rose’s judgement. The events of the day had only served to highlight how much trust Mia had implicitly placed in her boss. It didn’t bear thinking about.

Once again, only a few weeks ago the idea that Mia would let a man spray his cum over her face would have been unthinkable – she would never have allowed that ghastly old porno trope to be performed on her – but now all that mattered was obeying Ms Rose, pleasing Ms Rose. The possibility of objecting didn’t occur to her, she even found the idea of being so demeaned perversely thrilling.

She pumped up and down on the cock, grazing the shaft with her teeth while continuing to use her tongue on the head. She took it down her throat one final time, feeling the tool throbbing. Her jaw ached, her throat hurt, but she didn’t let up on her zeal to please this anonymous dick.

Then she felt the tell-tale expansion, the pulse, the surge. She rapidly pulled her head back and watched as the first spurt shot out of the pee hole. It landed directly in her right eye, leaving a trail down her nose. The second formed a trail across her cheek and on her nostril. The third hit her top lip, even making some ingress inside her nose, its tail crossing her lips and ending on her chin.

Ms Rose’s hand returned, pushing Mia’s head down so her upper lip and cheek were against the pee hole as the spunk continued to seep out, thoroughly coating the centre of her face. Only when the discharge stopped did the hand let Mia rise up again.

“Lick it clean.”

Mia obeyed, feeling the cum trickling down her face.

“Look up!”

Mia lifted her head. Katya was standing right beside her, pointing a phone at her. The flash went off twice more.

“Send a copy to Mia, Katya, in case she ever needs a reminder of what a slut looks like! It would be the perfect shot for her next passport photograph!” Ms Rose’s voice was full of humour.

Blushing, Mia looked down again, watching the truly massive cock slowly shrinking, leaning over until it was laying against the surface of the box once more.

“Now Katya, scent up the helmet for Mia.”

The flight attendant/maid turned to put the phone on the bed. When she turned back she was holding a gleaming black latex helmet. As Mia watched with the one eye she could still open, Katya turned the helmet inside-out, displaying the dull interior. She pulled her skirts up to her waist, displaying the glossy rubber stockings that sheathed her legs and her bare, hairless sex.

Fingers tenting the nose part of the helmet, she spread her labia apart to reveal the slick, sopping interior of her pussy. Then she pressed the helmet into the glistening flesh-cave and rubbed it up and down, all the while staring at Mia, her eyes burning with passion. When she withdrew the latex, the inside face of the helmet was as shiny as the outside, glazed with her pussy juice.

Mia heard Ms Rose snap her fingers. Katya stepped forward, opening the inverted helmet. She leaned over and pulled the rubber over Mia’s head face first.

There was more panic as the sticky, cloying latex pressed against her features, restricting her breathing, while the pussy juice and jism merged, spreading across her face, allowing the helmet to slip easily into place. It was some moments before the rubber was adjusted so that the airholes lined up with her nostrils. To Mia’s consternation, there were no eyeholes. She was enveloped in darkness, assaulted with the sexual smells of the fluid now trapped between the latex and her skin.

She shivered in distress, desperately wanting to pull the helmet off but not daring to even move, her bottom still seething from the previous cane stroke. She didn’t want another.

The whole helmet wrapped her head as the zip at the back was drawn down. It reached right to her shoulders, enclosing her neck as well. The hole for her mouth was a tight fit, compressing around her lips, pushing spunk and pussy juice up into her nostrils. She shuddered, hearing it squelch, the smell overwhelming.

The laces on the back of the helmet were drawn taut, pulling the rubber ever tighter against her face and scalp, the fluid underneath spreading further across her cheeks, increasing the claustrophobic effects of the humid, sticky prison. It was awful.

“They say a slut covered in spunk is as happy as a pig in muck! You may thank me, Mia!”

“Thank you, Ms Rose. I am very grateful.” Mia lied.

“Let’s get a collar on you to make sure you can’t get that fragrant helmet off until I want it off.”

The collar was wide and stiff, forcing Mia to keep her chin up. Despite the reduction to her hearing inside the latex she still noted the click of the padlock trapping her inside the helmet, in the dank darkness. Mia felt so dirty and debauched, confirming the validity of Ms Rose’s taunts, unwilling to stop the game.

As Mia attempted to come to terms with the sensations generated by the helmet, both of her hands were taken and slipped into thick rubber mitts. Her fingers were unable to spread at all and she could barely bend them. Once they were locked in place, she was lifted back onto her feet, held still. Hands grabbed her buttocks and kneaded them sensually but they were so tender Mia squirmed and flinched, gasping. She heard Ms Rose titter.

Each of her arms held, she was pulled forward, staggering ungainly in the ballet heels as she moved blindly. She was walked across the room, only her crotch, nipples and mouth visible, feeling every bit the sex object that Ms Rose had turned her into.

“You two sluts will put on a show for me, make each other cum.”

Arms wrapped around Mia, pulling her in close to another body. Plump, soft lips met Mia’s mouth. She opened to allow Katya’s tongue in for a deep kiss. Katya’s giant tits pressed against Mia’s chest, enveloping her exposed and so sore nipples. Mia’s hands grabbed at the Slovak’s rigidly corseted waist but the mitts prevented her from gaining a hold. She moved them behind her colleague’s back and used her arms to pull their bodies even tighter together.

After one of the longest kisses Mia had ever had, she was pushed back down onto her knees. There was something underneath her, between her and the carpet, soft and sleek, surely latex. Her mouth was pressed against Katya’s pussy, the labia already slick with the woman’s excitement. Mia’s tongue dived in, her mouth filling with the taste that matched the odour already in her nostrils.

She was momentarily distracted as she felt Ms Rose’s cane pressing flat against her bottom, moving up and down. She squirmed, moaning into the pussy, expecting the worst. But Ms Rose was only teasing and the implement was soon gone again.

After a couple of minutes, Katya dropped down in front of Mia and began kissing her again, pulling her own pussy juice out of Mia’s mouth and into her own. As the kiss continued, Katya shifted her position, legs entwining around Mia, pulling Mia’s legs out too. They finished interlocked, one leg above and one leg below one another, mounds pressed against each other.

Mia squirmed in growing excitement, wrapping her arms and legs around her colleague as Katya did the same. They were tightly clasped together, Katya’s big breasts swaddling Mia’s smaller ones. They were both grinding their vulvas against each other. Mia sighed into Katya’s mouth as her body was suffused with pleasure. She hadn’t cum since she had climaxed pulling Ms Aella’s pony cart hours ago and her arousal had been stimulated nearly constantly since then. She desperately needed another one. Katya was no less eager.

As Mia’s hips swivelled, pressing her pussy increasingly harder against Katya’s labia, the catsuit shifted and rippled across her body, caressing her all over. Fuck, she loved latex! It was so sensual and intimate, like another living skin on top of her own. She thrust her tongue deep into Katya’s mouth, relishing the Slovak’s sweet taste. She was such a good kisser, so good at everything sexual, impeccably trained by Ms Rose.

Both of them became increasingly animated as their excitement and desperation grew. Mia felt a hand gripping the top of her head. As both of Katya’s arms were around Mia’s body, she assumed the hand must belong to Ms Rose.

“Cum for me, you sluts!”

Mia and Katya writhed frenetically against one another, pussies locked together, nipples against each other, tongues entwined. Mia felt Katya spasming as she came and Mia’s orgasm followed seconds later. They remained interlocked as they thrashed wildly, all the pent-up tension releasing. Mia rode the wave of ecstasy, the climax so powerful and fulfilling. Gradually their movements slowed down as the euphoria dissipated. Katya’s body was so warm and soft. They gently squirmed against each other, sharing a moment of tender intimacy.

“Don’t move. Stay exactly as you are!” Ms Rose warned.

Lips still locked together, both women’s chests were rising and falling, fighting to get their breath back was difficult, but they continued to kiss softly. Mia wished her lips were as pillowy and full as Katya’s, they felt wonderful.

The helmet was getting very warm, Mia’s sweat mingling with the spunk and pussy juice inside, finding trails in the kinks in the latex to spread. It was uncomfortable and Mia felt filthy, both literally and figuratively. Ms Rose was right, she was a total slut.

Hands forcefully pushed the two women’s hips apart. The cool air on Mia’s hot pussy felt great. She twitched as fingers contacted her labia, spreading them wide. Something was guided into her sex, slipping easily into the soft, wet tunnel. It felt egg shaped, no more than two inches wide, slightly longer. As the fingers left her, her labia closed back around it and she squirmed in delight, her arousal already threatening to spark back to life.

The back of a hand pressed against her labia and she realized that Katya was receiving something similar in her pussy, then their hips were both pushed back together once more, slippery and wet mounds compressed against each other.

Finally, their mouths were pulled apart and they both took deep breaths, Mia’s nose still full of the smell of pussy and jism, the rubber of the helmet so tight against her features. Things happened quickly from then on. Fingers squeezed, pinched and stretched her nipples, hurting her as well as being completely unnecessary as they were already rock hard.

Something was wrapped around the base of each nipple. It was thin but hard, bent and pressed into shape, it felt like wire. Mia shuddered fearfully, but it wasn’t tight enough to throttle, causing the flesh above it to expand slightly and the sensitivity to increase. Her torso was pushed back against Katya once more, only this time the Slovak’s breasts were now uncovered. Their nipples were pressed together. The wire began to twist and yank and Mia realized that it was being wound around Katya’s nipples as well, attaching them to one another.

Mia quivered. The slightest movement by either of them tugged on the other, even breathing had an effect, causing bursts of pleasure despite how sore they were. The two women were pressed cheek to cheek.

Cuffs were fastened to both their wrists and ankles, then joined together behind each other’s backs. Mia had one arm under Katya’s armpit, one over the opposite shoulder, one leg around Katya’s waist and one under her thigh. They were fixed in place hugging one another, sexes still touching.

“Kiss one more time.” Ms Rose’s voice was low, throaty, aroused.

They locked lips once more, tongues entwining, but it was only brief. Ms Rose placed them cheek to cheek again.

“Open wide, Mia!”

Something was stuffed into Mia’s mouth, thick and rubbery. It began to expand rapidly. An inflatable gag. Mia had seen them used but never been subjected to one herself before now. Her panicky breathing whistled through a tube in the centre as the thing grew with each puff to fill her mouth, pushing her cheeks out like a chipmunk. It was horrible.

“Beautiful!”

Feeling so claustrophobic, helpless and vulnerable, Mia waited as Katya received the same. She could feel her bloated cheek pressing against her colleague’s equally bloated cheek.

“Stay completely still. Do not move.”

Mia fought the urge to squirm, while Katya’s warm body against her was still and relaxed. She heard the familiar rustle and crackle of latex and felt something covering their bodies from the bottom up – the latex they had been sat on was being wrapped around them, over them.

Momentarily, breathing was difficult. She couldn’t draw air through the tube in her gag, it was pulled quite violently, something was being attached to it. Then the airway was clear again and her breathing no longer quite so noisy. Mia was trembling with fear and anticipation.

A sudden loud, mechanical noise made her jump. It sounded like a lawn mower, but couldn’t possibly be. Immediately she began to feel the latex enclosing them tighten. The motor was a pump and it was removing the air from inside the rubber. In slow motion, she felt the latex shaping itself exactly to the form of the two bound, embracing women, holding them fixed in place.

Every nook and cranny was filled. The rubber closing tight over Mia’s nostril holes, leaving her entirely dependent on the tube through her gag for air. Their pussies were drawn ever harder against each other, breasts merging together, Katya’s swallowing up Mia’s completely. They were being vacuum-packed. Mia could squirm only the smallest amount and to do so was hard work. The sensations were incredible! Mia was so turned-on.

One mechanical sound was replaced with another, the hum of a winch. Mia wailed into her gag as they left the floor, starting to swing back and forth, rising higher and higher. When the winch stopped the silence was eerie as they swayed gently, entirely encapsulated in a dark and humid latex world. She was startled when a hand caressed her hip, dragging across her prominently thrust out bottom, grabbing a buttock and squeezing, but just as quickly it was gone again. She drew deep breaths through the tube in her mouth, trying to calm herself.

A few moments later they began to move, laterally this time, causing them to swing more violently. There was a jolt, followed by another one, then the movement stopped only for Mia to be pushed hard so that both women were arcing through the air, back and forth. Every time she swung back a hand spanked Mia’s double-rubber covered bottom. She squirmed helplessly, moaning.

Then there were no hands, either spanking or pushing. Gradually the motion eased and then finally stopped. Mia was becoming increasingly aware that the temperature had changed. The parts of her pressed against Katya were warm, but those parts that weren’t were getting increasingly cool. Mia concluded that they had been wheeled out onto the terrace. What the fuck!

They hung there for a couple of minutes. Katya continued to remain unnaturally still, almost as if she was in some kind of trance. Maybe she was used to this kind of stuff. Suddenly the device that had been inserted in Mia’s pussy burst into life, vibrating quite powerfully. She gurgled into her gag, hips squirming. She could feel the same vibration passing across from Katya’s pussy as well, right through their sex lips. It was an amazing sensation.

At last, Katya came alive. They both fought their restrictions, grinding their pussies and breasts against each other as hard as they could. Between them they could generate enough movement to provide a wonderful stimulation. It was exquisite. They hugged each other even more tightly, writhing, wired together nipples pulling and twisting delightfully. Mia moaned and gasped into her gag. It was so intense, all the sensations. They were starting to sway again.

Mia took heavy breaths, battling against the rubber prison that held every minute part of her fixed in place. She felt the latex shifting against her skin, caressing her all over. Her head was burning inside the helmet, feeling the damp and sticky secretions slipping over her face, her jaw aching as she bit down into the huge gag distending her mouth. Her ankles, fully extended in the ballet boots were hurting. Her nipples gave her great pleasure and nagging pain at the same time.

But their labia shifted up and down against each other, radiating bliss right through to her clit, while the vibrator generated unremitting joy. They both moved frenziedly, desperately. Slowly, Mia could feel her climax starting to build, but it took so much work to keep it going. She was panting and wheezing through the breathing tube, but she kept at it. Then she froze as the earth-shattering orgasm hit. She savoured the ecstasy, floating in a dreamland, momentarily removed from reality. Katya was much more animated, writhing spastically as she came. Seconds later the vibrators stopped.

And so the pattern was set. The vibrators seemed to be on some kind of random setting, switching on and off at variable intervals, but always synchronized to operate in tandem. Sometimes there was a prolonged period when they were dormant and – amazingly – Mia dozed. She was so exhausted, even in this surreal situation she was nodding off.

They were left this way for the entire night, but Mia had lost any ability to judge time. She was floating in a haze punctuated with periods of incredible pleasure and long spells of brooding discomfort, never more aware of her capacity for both, appreciating the full range of emotions and sensations her body could give her, of a heightened existence.

She only achieved one more orgasm, though. The effort required was just unsustainable as they both tired. It took so much to fight the restriction of the rubber. The vibrators would switch off before they could finish, leaving Mia desperate and frustrated, tearful at times, teased and tormented – but always wanting more.

It got progressively colder. The latex providing scant insulation. But with the two women being so entwined, wrapped around one another, their shared bodily warmth prevented them from becoming hypothermic. They were so intimately connected, a strange kind of bond was formed between them and their relationship would be fundamentally different after that night.
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Mia never lost the capacity to be shocked as the weeks passed by, despite everything she had seen and experienced. Today she had been wide-eyed at the naked woman being led onto the plane by a chain that disappeared inside her vulva, though that was the least remarkable thing about her. Sometimes Mia welcomed the concealment provided by the cap/half-mask of her uniform, it allowed her to stare without being noticed.

The woman was exceptionally tall, even allowing for her towering heels, so much so that if she had been barefoot she would still have been taller than the modestly sized man who had her leash in his hand. The stilettos were bizarre, consisting of the heel and the sole but no upper. Instead, a network of chains were attached to the base, wrapping around her feet and lower legs, holding them in place. There were two padlocks to each foot, ensuring she couldn’t remove them.

Most of her body was covered in a tattoo, a geometric pattern that created a kind of three-dimensional effect that made Mia’s eyes go funny if she looked at it too hard, especially as it flexed and distorted with the woman’s movements. It had a lot of solid black that looked striking on her pale skin. Apart from her buttocks, breasts and hands, every inch of her body was covered in the design up to her neck.

Her breasts were too large to be real on such a slim frame, but they had a reasonably natural shape to them. They were all the more conspicuous for not being tattooed, surrounded by the artwork as they were.

The tattoo stopped at her collarbone, leaving her pale throat bare, but as she strutted past Mia the back of her neck was revealed to continue the tattoo right up on to her scalp. Her head was completely bald and the artwork was shaped to where her hairline would have been, right down to a modest widow’s peak at the front.

Narrow steel cuffs around her wrists held chains that led to the heavy rings through her nipples. They were long enough that the woman could hold her arms naturally down by her sides. Another set of chains from the wrist-cuffs were connected to the chains holding her stilettos on her feet. When she walked she had to lift her arms to stop the excess links from potentially tripping her up. The links clashing together made a tinkling noise whenever she moved.

Each of her labia had four grommeted holes punched in them, though currently none of them were in use. Each of her fingers and thumbs wore rings, each connected to the next by a looping chain and also connected to her wrist cuffs by another set of chains. Her fingernails were two inches long and shaped into talons, painted a glossy silver.

There was another heavy ring through her septum that lay on her upper lip. More chains connected from this to the large hoops in her ears, hanging elegantly along her jawline and chin, draping over puffy, bee-stung lips that held a permanent pout and which she was unable to fully close, a round hole remaining in the centre of her mouth. In addition, the top lip had two rings piercing it and the bottom lip three, all embedded tightly against the swell, indented into the billowy flesh, giving her a barbarous visage.

She moved with impeccable grace, head held high, striding like a catwalk model as she followed behind the man on her kinky leash, but her large, doe-like eyes glanced about shyly, betraying a self-consciousness of the bizarre spectacle she presented. She was a stunning figure, powerfully erotic. Several lines welted her bottom. Mia recognized the familiar lacerations of a cane.

Shocking, yes. Contradictory thoughts tumbled around Mia’s mind. Attraction, arousal, but also horror. To allow oneself to be so radically modified – in the case of the tattoo, permanently – to submit body and soul to that degree, it was chilling. More so because Mia’s own submission frequently went way beyond where she thought her own limits would be. It was easy to see how the same thing could one day happen to her. She had shivered at the possibility.

Katya, who had been standing next to Mia and was equally unsettled at the sight, had briefly grabbed Mia’s hand and squeezed. The two women had become close over the last few weeks.

Mia had completely left her old life behind, living in this new alternate reality she had found, immersing herself ever deeper into it. She didn’t socialize outside this circle any more except for occasional phone conversations and texts with old friends. Her mother had died four years ago and she hadn’t had anything to do with her father since he walked out on them years ago.

She had moved to a new flat in a village four miles away from the airfield. This had made life much easier as commuting from her old place in south London had been a real pain in the arse – she didn’t have a car (or even a driving licence) and the journey had involved two trains and a taxi ride. Now she only had the taxi ride. She had joined a gym and was taking yoga classes after being requested to do so by Ms Rose.

Ms Rose had also sent Mia to a new hairdresser in central London. Nothing radical had been done, but her hair had a different texture, more sleek and shiny, even more extrovert. It was still a very bold platinum shade and fell densely down her back when loose. The cost of an appointment was eye-wateringly expensive, but Mia could afford it now.

It was late June and one of the busiest periods of the year for the airline. One of the four major annual events of the Human Pony Society started tomorrow in Bavaria, SecretPonyFest. It was a crazy-busy time getting as many participants and their ponies to the location and then back home again after.

Yesterday, Mia had crewed on three flights using a smaller Bombardier executive jet, flying to Munich from London, Yorkshire and Edinburgh. Today she was back on the Airbus with another three flights, but at least they were all from their regular base at the airfield. Clients were even asked to double or triple-up on each flight to allow as many as possible to travel. They had already been to Munich and back once, this was the second flight of the day. There were three attendants for the flight, Mia, Katya and Kai.

The man and his tattooed submissive were sharing the flight with a couple of leathered-up guys and their gimp slave. The guys had boarded first and were already fastening the gimp to the St Andrew’s cross. He was entirely covered in black skin-tight leather, his eyes barely visible through two slits in the helmet he wore. The only exposed part of his body was his crotch, his cock and balls locked into a cage that wouldn’t permit him to become erect – though not for the want of trying, his cock swelling out from between the metal, twisted in on itself.

Rather than allowing the woman to sit in her chair, the man had placed her upside-down on the seat, bottom and thighs against the seat back, feet hanging over the top. Her back was lying on the seat cushion and her head and neck hanging off the edge towards the floor. He fastened the seat belt across her waist and drew it especially tight.

As Mia’s eyes grew wide once again, he told the woman to put her tongue out. As she obeyed, thrusting it out extraordinarily far, Mia saw it was pierced multiple times. There was a large stud on the tip of her tongue and two more behind, all in a line down the centre of the organ. In addition, there were rings embedded either side of the first stud, then two more further down each side. These were similar to the ones in her lips, indenting the muscle, fitting tightly.

It was clear all the metal significantly restricted the flexibility of the tongue. Mia wondered whether the woman was able to speak properly – or even at all! As she never uttered a word within Mia’s earshot during the whole flight, The attendant would never know, or was that the answer in itself?

The man had two lengths of chain in his hands with clips on each end. One end of the chains were clipped onto the rings near the tip of the submissive’s tongue. It was quite difficult to achieve as the rings were so tightly embedded and the woman gave a gentle wail of distress. Then the other ends of the chains were connected to her nipple rings. The man adjusted the length of each chain to his own satisfaction.

It was so cruel and perfidious. The woman’s tongue was held stretched out of her mouth. Drawing it back in took considerable effort and just stretched and twisted her nipples painfully. And she could only hold it that way for a very short time before she had to inevitably yield, allowing it to be pulled out again. She had to choose which would give her the most pain and discomfort. She remained in that position until they reached cruising altitude.

At the back of the plane were five ponies and two grooms (both male.)  The four ponyboys belonged to the guys – two musclebound show ponies, a sprinter and an endurance racer. Mia had been studying up on ponies and now knew what she was looking at when she saw them.

If her life had never been the same again after that first encounter with Ms Beaufort, it was also true after that first time at Cacklebrook Farm. There wasn’t a day went by when she didn’t remember the feeling of being fully tacked-up, pulling the cart under the whip. Every time she saw the ponies on each flight the experience came back to her, an understanding of what it felt like to be in the hoof boots, in the harness, in the bridle and bit. And she wanted more, even though she was terrified at the thought.

But that day had never been repeated. Ms Rose hadn’t taken Mia back. And the longer the time past from the experience, the more she yearned to repeat it. Except she was too scared to confront those desires, frightened of where they could lead – she saw every day where it could lead. Dehumanized, turned into an animal. She would shiver with fear and arousal at the thought.

So her growing fascination was sublimated into web-surfing the human pony phenomenon, learning about the Human Pony Society, the different racing categories and dressage events, the rules of this strange subculture. She knew that Ms Aella ran a ponygirl training stable at Cacklebrook Farm. Mia could enrol herself during her annual leave if she wanted. She didn’t have the courage, though.

So she studied the ponies she saw on her flights and fantasized. Nothing more. The solitary ponygirl on this flight belonged to the man with the tattooed submissive. Clearly a show pony, she was also heavily tattooed, though not to the degree of the woman at the front of the plane.

Underneath her harness could be seen a beautiful floral design full of bold colours that covered most of her torso, surrounding her massive breasts but not spreading on to them. The artwork continued on to her shoulders and from behind it could be seen both her arms bore full-sleeve tattoos. They were fixed in the severe reverse-prayer position in the centre of her back, held in place by narrow straps that revealed as much of the art as was possible.

Her back was not so heavily inked below the shoulders, the lumbar area and buttocks completely clean (though her bottom was heavily whip-marked) and as far as Mia could see there was no ink on her legs either. Her scalp was also clear either side of the two inch wide mane of black hair that was braided into cornrows with miniature artificial flowers woven in. Similar flowers were woven into her matching black tail.

She was also very tall, matching the height of the ponyboys. The client seemed to have a thing for dominating women bigger than him. His penchant for chains and piercing was also evident in his ponygirl, her earrings linked to her septum ring in the same fashion as his other submissive. Mia could only imagine that her tongue and sex – neither of which could be seen – would be heavily pierced too.

The pony was a genuinely stunning sight, the only disappointment was that her blinkers were closed over her eyes so Mia couldn’t see them either. As usual, she was fixed in the frame in a standing position, chest rising and falling gently, unable to move at all, her arousal leaking out from beneath the crotch strap of the harness.

The tattooed submissive at the front of the plane was called Calsada. She spent most of the flight on her knees, her mouth pressed to the man’s shoes and a dildo sticking out of her bumhole. The plug seemed to be on a random electric shock setting. Periodically she would jolt suddenly, gasping or squeaking, hips squirming. At one point she was permitted to kneel up for a while and Mia was given the job of feeding her a salad and some water. The man had Katya sit on his cock for a long, sedate fuck.

Mia had found that the clients usually picked her colleagues over her for direct sexual services. She knew it was because they had big tits and she didn’t and it was bothering her more and more. She didn’t like to be perceived as less attractive than the other female attendants, even though often she didn’t find the client attractive anyway – as was the case with this man. Such was her level of near perpetual horniness these days, any opportunity for sex was gratefully received. Lust now dominated her life virtually all day, every day. She now understood why others had altered their appearance to increase their sexual appeal.

Calsada obediently opened her mouth to accept the forks loaded with food. Mia had to navigate past the chains hanging from the ring on her top lip as the tongue, metal piercings catching the light, darted out to assist. The woman mostly kept her eyes down, but they flicked up occasionally to briefly meet Mia’s, betraying her shame and humiliation at being on her knees, naked and bald, being fed like a baby by a woman she didn’t know at all.

She must have been thirsty because she gulped down most of the bottle of water when Mia held it to her lips.

Katya continued to lift up and down gently on the man’s cock, as she had been instructed. The man snapped his finger and Mia glanced up at him – that had been his method of getting their attention throughout the flight.

“Make out with Calsada. I want to watch you.”

Mia was thrilled at the idea. Calsada’s large, guileless eyes, a soft brown flecked with amber, held Mia’s gaze for the first time as the attendant leaned forward for the kiss. It was hard for Mia to tell if the prospect was as exciting for the submissive or if Calsada was getting her kick simply from obeying her master.

Her lips were so soft and full, yet this was juxtaposed by the hard metal embedded in them and the chains hanging from her nose ring that pressed against both their mouths. This was even more pronounced when Mia’s tongue delved inside, contacting the large studs. Calsada responded zealously, lips working against Mia’s, tongue thrusting forward. The metal clashed against Mia’s teeth. It was a surreal experience. There was something brutish and crude about the piercings, the most malleable parts of the human body under restraint.

Mia put her hands around Calsada’s waist. She expected the inked skin to feel different but it didn’t. She pulled their bodies together, breasts pressing into each other, more chains trapped between them. It felt so erotic. She felt Calsada’s arms wrap around her, drawing them even tighter.

Unable to resist, Mia dropped a hand down to Calsada’s mound, feeling the labia with their metal-lined holes. It felt as shocking to touch them as it was to look at them. The leash that had been used to lead the woman onto the plane had been removed. Mia pushed a finger inside to explore. Calsada responded to the entry, her hips squirming and she sighed into Mia’s mouth.

The submissive was wet and hot, very aroused. There was a bar through her clit hood that could be pushed up and down. Touching it caused Calsada to spasm, grind her breasts against Mia. But there was more, a ring through the clit itself – that was what the leash had been attached to. Mia couldn’t imagine what it must feel like to have your clitoris pierced. The thought made her wince and want to curl up into a protective ball. Calsada went crazy when Mia pressed on the ring, writhing, moaning.

“Don’t let her cum!” The man warned.

Calsada was so sensitive down there, Mia reluctantly withdrew her hand, not confident enough that she could prevent the woman from orgasming by continuing.

No doubt excited by the performance the two women were putting on, the man finally ordered Katya to bounce up and down hard on his lap. He came quite quickly. Much to Mia’s regret, she was ordered to pull back from the bizarre, exotic beauty, though she would never forget the experience of kissing that mouth. But she hadn’t been allowed to do it for her own gratification, just to satisfy the momentary fancy of Calsada’s master. While he received his fulfilment, the women’s lust remained unrequited.

Over the other side of the plane, Kai was sucking off one of the leather-clad guys while his companion was standing in front of the gimp fastened to the bulkhead. In his hand he held what looked like a knitting needle – only with a sharper point. He was poking it through the thin bars of the cock and ball cage, pricking the gimp’s scrotum and glans. It wasn’t sharp enough to break the skin, but judging by the violent writhing and gag-muffled howls of pain, it was still hurting quite a bit.

Mia’s attention was drawn back to Calsada. Still on her knees, she had her head tilted back and her mouth open, her modified tongue poking out once more. The man had ordered the condom he had just ejaculated into to be emptied into her mouth. Mia watched as Katya turned the condom inside out and the slime dropped in globules onto the waiting tongue before being drawn inside and swallowed. Then Calsada licked the inside of the condom clean.

*

After a short stopover at the Sonderflughafen near Munich, the airbus was soon heading back for the final flight of the day. Given the exceptionally long hours the cabin crew were working during this period, the rules about not using the facilities on the jet had been relaxed somewhat. They were allowed to nap in the plane’s bedrooms.

Mia and Katya snuggled up together for an all-too-brief sleep. For once their tiredness and the opportunity to rest superseded their libidos, Mia spooning her colleague, arms wrapped around her, a hand holding Katya’s huge left breast. Mia’s nose rested against the back of Katya’s neck, drinking in her wonderful perfume as she appreciated the Slovak’s soft, warm body.
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Come on in

The mermaid’s eyes were a luminescent green – that was the part that should have been white. The irises were red. As their alien gaze met Mia’s, she experienced an erotic frisson, they looked so authentic. In fact, the whole creature looked so real as her tail gently swayed in the water, her fingertips pressed against the glass wall of the tank along with her breasts. She blew a kiss at Mia, then pushed up and away from the glass, her head lifting clear of the water to grab some air.

The costume was simply amazing, covering every part of the woman in latex. The scales on the tail looked so realistic, the rubber encased her large breasts like it was painted on, the green outfit a darker shade than those remarkable eyes. It had to be custom-made for her, the contours fit so perfectly.

The helmet and facemask continued the theme. There were gills on the side of her head where her ears should be and details around the eyes, textured for feel and colour variation. Her hair was made up of long ribbons of yellowy-green latex, densely clustered on the top of her head, spreading around her like fluorescent seaweed when she was underwater, draping attractively around her skull when her head emerged for air.

Mia only had about half-a-minute to view the spectacular sight before the turntable she was standing on swung her around and she was looking inside the Rose Air Services hospitality tent. At the moment, the only other occupants of the tent were Kendra Burton (Ms Rose’s PA) and one of the RAS customer service reps.

As the turntable turned, it also rose up about a foot in height, enabling Mia to bend her knees and thrust out her bottom. The zip of her uniform skirt was raised up right to her waist, so in doing so the latex parted to reveal her naked buttocks to anyone passing the tent at that moment (as well as the mermaid.)

Then the turntable would lower again, so that by the time Mia came around to face the front again, she was once more standing straight, very straight. This was because her booted feet were locked in place on the turntable and her hair, braided into a rope and appearing out of the back of her uniform cap, was pulled up taut to a chain hanging down from the roof of the tent. The chain had a pivoting joint so that her hair didn’t tangle, but it was fastened so tight it was pulling painfully on her scalp and held her rigidly upright, unable to move her head up and down at all.

She was wearing her full uniform and even though she was just about far enough inside the tent to be out of the sun, it was still a hot day and she was boiling under the latex and leather. Every alternate turn, when she faced outwards, she had to unzip her jacket and hold it wide open, displaying her bare breasts to whoever was passing.

After the final flight of the day yesterday, Mia had been expecting the plane to return to the UK – no one had told her otherwise beforehand. Instead, she now found herself at SecretPonyFest, at the RAS corporate tent, being used as a display to draw in new clients for the airline and welcome existing ones.

There were two rows of tents set about four yards apart that ran for about fifty yards. It was called Marktstraße and consisted of stalls for traders and businesses related to the festival. So far it had proved quite busy, with plenty of footfall.

As Mia began to face outwards once more, she drew the diagonal zip on her jacket down and pulled it open with her leather-gloved hands. The tent opposite was for a business that sold the mermaid costumes being so wondrously displayed by the woman in the water tank. She was again underwater, fliting to and fro, eyes frequently glancing lasciviously at Mia.

Mia still felt slightly self-conscious holding her jacket open, pushing her chest forward, but her increasing submissiveness made her blatant objectification relatively easy to cope with and it had not occurred to her at any time to object to this new role that she was pretty certain wasn’t in her employment contract.

A couple – man and woman – walked past. The woman barely glanced at Mia but the guy eyed her up hungrily. Immediately behind them was a large Perspex ball – the kind that hamsters were put into to allow them to run around the house safely – only this was massively bigger. Inside was a woman completely encapsulated in skin-tight white rubber. A long tail projecting down between her legs, its tip curling upwards. She was wearing a mask with pointed ears high up on her head and a snout protruding from where her nose should be. She managed to control the movement of the ball with great dexterity, which must have taken a lot of practice.

Mia was sharing her role with Katya, alternating on two hour shifts. When she wasn’t fixed to the turntable, she had to walk around the festival site in an entirely different outfit that promoted the airline. Outfit was probably too strong a word for it. It was a confection of latex straps that included a G-string, completely revealing her buttocks and with a small triangle at the front that barely covered her mound. It was so tight-fitting it displayed a prominent camel-toe.

The straps covering her torso left plenty of skin exposed, including both of her breasts. There was a halter around her neck to hold the arrangement in place. There were just two solid panels – one under her breasts and the other across her back. The rubber was coloured a pale pink, The words on the panels were dark pink. In big letters were the company’s name and underneath in a smaller font was a web address.

Although the fields being used for the festival had firm, dry ground, it really wasn’t suitable for wearing stiletto heels, so she had been given a pair of Roman sandals with a terrifically high block heel. The web of straps that kept the shoes in place wrapped her legs right up to mid-thigh.

Her braided hair was pinned up and she had to wear a shoulder-length pink wig. She had to slather on the sun lotion until her body gleamed golden. Walking around as good as naked among crowds of strangers was a long way from exposing herself to a few clients on a jet. A step change. As a flight attendant she was used to lustful eyes on her from all directions, but again, this was a step change and those eyes were no longer furtive but bold, drinking in the sight she presented. She strutted proudly, representing RAS and Ms Rose.

She knew she looked great (though she was becoming increasingly dissatisfied by the size of her breasts) and there was a perverse thrill obeying Ms Rose’s instructions, being turned into this object of crude sexuality. It made no sense, but the excitement and arousal it generated only made her crave more submission. Somehow, it just felt so right. Anyway, she had been given some sunglasses which – with the wig – went a long way to hiding her identity. The way she was dressed and flaunting herself, her face wasn’t where the eyes were roving anyhow.

As Mia was turned to face inside the tent once more, she fastened her jacket closed again. She felt the turntable rising, the latex of her skirt kissing her buttocks sensuously as it slipped forward to expose them. Mia had to keep the chain holding her head up taut at all times, so as she was lifted higher, she leaned forward and bent her knees, keeping the tension in the chain and pulling painfully on her scalp. The movement thrust her bottom out provocatively.

Nineteen hours earlier…

To Mia’s surprise, the final flight out to Bavaria was to transport the three owners of RAS and their entourages. Ms Rose boarded with her PA Kendra and two more ground crew who normally provided customer service. When Ms Aella boarded Mia felt herself blushing under the half-mask of her uniform cap, remembering vividly pulling the lady in the pony cart, how expertly and ruthlessly she had been driven to exhaustion, driven to orgasm. Her heart skipped a beat and her breath rate increased as Ms Aella smiled knowingly at her.

Finally, Ms Beaufort arrived at the top of the steps and Mia shivered with fear and excitement to see her again, now remembering the caning she had received from her just a few yards away from where they were standing. Right behind her was Jack, Ms Beaufort’s boi who had reamed Mia’s arse so thoroughly on that occasion, clad today in grey leathers. Then a toned silhouette of muscular perfection crystallized into the figure of Bruno. It was a parade of people who had used Mia sexually in so many different ways.

Mia thought she would be nervous having to attend to so many familiar faces, but she felt strangely at peace with herself and eager to serve everyone dutifully. It was a moment of self-realization for her of how much she had changed in the last few months. She was a quieter, less exuberant person. She saw many of the characteristics she had identified in Katya when she had first met her now appearing in herself. But it didn’t really concern her. She had never been so happy in all her life as she was now.

At the back of the plane, three ponygirls belonging to Miss Aella were chained standing in their travel frames, blinkers closed over their eyes. Their groom, who was called Tosh, was the woman who had transformed Mia into a ponygirl on that memorable day.

Ms Aella’s ponygirls were simply stunningly beautiful and visually striking with their brightly coloured manes and tails. Mia had seen two of them on her visit to Cacklebrook Farm, the red-maned, exotic looking show pony and the tall and powerful black racing pony with the dazzling white mane and tail. But Mia hadn’t seen the other show pony before. She had a brilliant blue mane and tail.

All three had bodies toned to perfection with immaculate six-packs swelling around the straps of their harnesses. They glowed with vitality, fastened in a line, standing proudly with their breasts thrust forward. Behind, their high, taut, whip-marked buttocks looked sore and angry.

Ms Beaufort also had three ponies aboard, but they displayed a less defined shared identity. There was a tall, musclebound ponyboy who looked like a sprinter, mane dyed a conspicuous platinum blond. Beside him was another racing pony, this one a brunette female with the relatively slight stature and small breasts of an endurance racer.

Both of them were hooded with black leather bags over their heads, manes sprouting through holes in the top. The bottom of the hoods were cinched tight around their collars, buckled and padlocked in place. Perforations in the leather around their noses and mouths allowed them to breathe, but still the hoods were expanding and contracting slightly with each breath.

The third was a show pony with the requisite large breasts and tightly drawn-in waist. Her mane and tail were a rich dark brown streaked and highlighted with bright blonde. Unlike the other two, she wasn’t hooded, but her head was covered in a very intricate bridle with more straps than was normal, especially over her face, criss-crossing her cheeks and forehead. The blinkers were tailored to these straps, curving around her eyes so that they restricted her vision both to the sides and upwards. From their shadowy depths, beautiful bright blue eyes watched Mia nervously.

The elaboration continued beyond that. Large rings in her ear lobes were connected by chains to rings on the shoulders of her harness. The chain taut and stretching the earlobe downward slightly. The arrangement served no purpose other than looking dramatic and imposing an increased sense of restriction on the pony, as the severe collar wrapping her neck and cupping her chin held her head in a fixed position, anyway.

Two more chains were connected to each of the earrings. One led to the rings on the striking, embellished bit, the other to the septum ring laying heavily on her top lip. Unlike Calsada from earlier in the day, these weren’t loose chains draping prettily to frame her face, they were taut, adding to the distention of her earlobes and creating a perpetual tension to her nose ring. Mia shivered at the thought of how the arrangement of chains must feel on top of the restrictions already imposed by the complex bridle.

Lower down, in addition to the heavy gauge rings piercing her nipples, there were further rings fitted around the base of each, like a collar, squeezing the nubs and causing them to swell slightly above the metal bands. There were five chains attached to each of these rings, spreading out in a star shape, pulled tight and fastened to the ponygirl’s harness. Each chain indented the flesh of the bulging breast underneath it, trying to flatten them against her chest, but they were too big for that, even with additional straps from the harness. Her nipples were thrust forward like bullets, rock hard and a real focal point for anyone looking at the pony.

Even lower down, the ponygirl’s arousal had seeped out from the sides of the crotch strap compressed tightly against her mound, trailing several inches down each thigh. Mia recognized the constant, subtle movement of hips as the pony attempted to maximize the stimulation she could achieve from the plugs embedded in her pussy and arse.

On her left hip, a distinctive red colour, was her brand – Ms Beaufort’s brand. It was slightly bigger than most, maybe two-and-a-half inches across. A thin circle with a small S top left and a larger B bottom right in a thick, bold font. It indented deeply, one of the more extreme Mia had seen, very prominent.

Mia had no doubt that the pony was Joujou, the one she had seen a couple of months ago being flown back to the UK having just been bought at auction by Ms Beaufort in Berlin, even though there was nothing to indicate it was her except for one thing – those distinctive, frightened eyes that remained ingrained in Mia’s memory from before.

They weren’t so frightened now, but still reflected a nervousness that showed the pony was new to the full-time lifestyle pony world. Mia saw a lot of ponies. Many were hooded or blinded in some other way, but enough weren’t for her to be familiar with the look in their eyes. Whether filled with lust and excitement, or calm and at peace, there was a brightness, a spark, a passion that showed the pony had found something deep and profound in life that most people never achieved. It always struck Mia, and after her day as a ponygirl, she understood it. Joujou wasn’t quite there yet.

Other than those eyes, Joujou had been transformed beyond recognition. It was shocking. The hair on the back of Mia’s neck stood up as she absorbed the physical changes that had been made to turn the young woman into a show pony. Apart from the massive boob job and the severe, heavy gauge piercings, her lips had been significantly augmented, full and puffy above and below the bit passing between her teeth, which had been bleached a vivid white that looked in no way natural. Her new mouth altered her face quite substantially, giving her a really sultry, sexual appearance.

Of course, most of her scalp was now hairless except for a strip of hair down the centre of her head about an inch-and-a-half wide. This differed from Ms Aella’s ponygirls, whose manes were about three inches wide and looked much more attractive to Mia’s eyes. It was an extreme, uncompromising look, effective at depersonalizing the pony.

Behind her back, Joujou’s arms were in the process of being trained to cope with the reverse-prayer position, but she hadn’t achieved it yet. Her mitted hands were chained to the back of her collar but her forearms couldn’t yet fully meet down the centre of her back. Her elbows were closer to her hips than her spine. It still looked incredibly uncomfortable to Mia.

Joujou had also been put on a gym and workout schedule. Her skinny body was now more shapely, with distinct muscle tone, though she had some way to go to match the sculptured beauty of Ms Aella’s ponygirls. Her buttocks were now well defined, all the better to display the countless whip marks that covered them. The unavoidable burden of every pony.

Ms Beaufort’s ponies also had their own groom. Mia recognized the woman – she had been on the flight back from Berlin as well. She was small and had an unruly mop of strawberry-blonde hair that was cropped short and looked like it would be a nightmare to try to style. Her face was sprinkled with freckles and she had mischievous eyes that lingered on the flight attendant without a trace of constraint.

Mia could have stayed and watched the ponies for the entire flight, but had to return to the front of the plane with so many people to serve on this journey, but not before Tosh and the other groom had taken some playful swats at her bottom, cruel eyes gleaming, that crooked smile bringing back the memory of when the groom had tacked Mia up so comprehensively and helplessly.

The male flight attendant, Kai, had left the aircraft on its return to the UK, for reasons that weren’t explained to Mia. That left just the two women to attend to ten passengers (including the two grooms at the back.) It was the highest ratio of passengers to flight attendants Mia had encountered since joining RAS (so different from a regular airline!)

The flight to Bavaria was comfortably under two hours and with ten meals to prepare and serve, with drinks before and after, there really wasn’t time for anything eventful to occur. Mia was disappointed that she got to serve the underlings, while Katya attended the bosses, but that was the way it was.

It was after 10:30 pm local time when they landed. After three really heavy days, Mia was feeling exhausted. Her feet, after so many long hours in the towering heels, were killing her. She fully expected to be flying straight back to the UK once everyone had disembarked, but she found herself being ordered down on to the tarmac as well, her flight case with her.

She arrived just in time to see Ms Rose, Ms Aella and Ms Beaufort climb into a large Mercedes 4 x 4 and speed off. The ponies were being loaded into the back of a truck. Mia reached the festival site in the back of a minibus, sitting on Bruno’s huge cock. He kept it up for an hour before he came, but much to Mia’s frustration, he never gave her the opportunity to climax as well.

The accommodation tents for RAS were situated behind Marktstraße, quite a distance from the stable areas where Ms Aella and Ms Beaufort were staying, in a completely different field, as Mia would discover later. Mia’s brief optimism that she could possibly get to share Ms Rose’s bed for the night was quickly crushed when her boss took Katya into her large, luxuriously appointed tent. Instead, Kendra grabbed a hold of Mia’s ponytail and pulled her, bent over, into a significantly smaller tent.

Mia had not had much interaction with Kendra since starting at RAS, their paths rarely crossed, but the PA had a reputation. She wasn’t liked by the other staff. Mia quickly found out why.

She treated Mia as her lackey, getting the flight attendant to unpack her bags and then undress her. She really was stunningly beautiful, tall and lithe, moving with a real grace, like she had received deportment training, and carrying herself with huge confidence. She was hairless between her legs and Mia eyed her pussy with lust as she drew down the tiny leather thong the PA was wearing.

Kendra noticed.

“Slut!”

She really had mastered the art of condescension in her voice and facial expressions, making Mia feel small and cheap. Mia glanced up at the smirking woman. Her beauty was cool and detached, projecting not a trace of warmth.

When Mia had removed Kendra’s uniform belt, the PA had taken it from Mia’s hands, keeping it doubled-up in her fist while Mia finished removing the rest of the uniform. Mia found her eyes drawn back to it regularly, a sinking feeling of inevitability gripping her that proved correct.

There was an inflatable double-mattress lying on the groundsheet, dominating the space inside the tent. Mia was put on her knees on the mattress, bent over, with her head pressed against it. Kendra unzipped Mia’s skirt right up to the waist. It fell forward revealing the flight attendant’s naked bottom.

“You dirty cum-bucket! Look at the state of you!”

Having Bruno’s cock inside her for more than an hour had made a mess. He had worn a condom, but her own arousal had leaked heavily onto her thighs, several inches down the length of her crotch-high boots, where it had dried.

“Like a bitch in heat! Do you ever think of anything else?”

“Not much, Ms Burton.” Mia answered truthfully.

Kendra’s hand stroked Mia’s bottom. Mia shivered. She was still highly aroused from Bruno not letting her cum earlier.

“Bitch in heat.” Kendra repeated.

The hand withdrew and a few seconds later Kendra slammed her belt into Mia’s left buttock. The sudden pain took Mia’s breath away but she was getting better at handling punishments. She still gasped and screwed her eyes tight.

“I want you to be clear as to the nature of our relationship. I’m not your colleague. I’m not your friend. I’m your immediate superior. You do what I say, when I say it. You remember your place!”

Five more strikes followed, two to Mia’s left cheek, three to her right. It seemed to Mia that each stroke was harder than the last. Her hips were dancing afterwards, tears in her eyes.

Kendra had turned Mia over so she was on her back. Mia’s bleary eyes just had time to see Kendra’s skinny bottom before all the light disappeared. Kendra had spread her buttocks wide and sat on Mia’s face. Mia found her nose buried in the crack of Kendra’s backside, her mouth pressed against Kendra’s bumhole. Mia panicked as the full weight of the woman was taken by her head and her ability to breathe was removed. Her arms instinctively lifted to push Kendra off but both her hands were grabbed.

“Don’t you dare!”

Kendra’s hands closed around Mia’s fingers, squeezing them painfully.

“Lick! Get that tongue in my arsehole!”

The woman shifted herself, first backwards so that Mia could grab a mouthful of air, then forward, wriggling her hips, settling herself deeper on to Mia’s face and pushing her rosebud tight against Mia’s lips. As Mia obeyed, she wanted to retch at the thought of what she was doing, revolted. But, as always, her body betrayed her, her arousal surging at her predicament, at the depravity of what was happening – of what she was allowing to happen.

Her tongue swirled around the bumhole. In truth, Kendra was very clean, but she smelt sweaty and musky. The PA squirmed with pleasure.

“Inside, you slag!”

She allowed Mia another breath. Mia burrowed the tip of her tongue against the sphincter, forcing it through into Kendra’s rectum. The taste was disgusting, the idea of what she was doing even worse. She pushed in deeper, the tip of her tongue caressing the bowel wall. Kendra shuddered and ground herself onto Mia’s face.

Afterwards, Mia was sent to the bathing tent to wash her mouth out. She didn’t think she would ever forget the taste and smell of the experience. Kendra had a self-satisfied smirk when Mia returned, knowing she had put Mia firmly in her place.

Mia’s hands had been cuffed behind her back and Kendra buckled a crude leather collar around her throat. It was wide and thick, forcing Mia to keep her head up and chafing her under the chin whenever she let her head drop. A chain from the collar ended in a leather loop that Kendra pulled onto her wrist. Mia soon found herself between Kendra’s spread-apart legs, using her mouth to bring the PA to a slow, gentle orgasm. The woman tasted great and Mia enjoyed it, but her own compelling needs were not addressed at all.

Kendra turned on her side, her thighs still holding Mia’s head in place, and quickly dropped off to sleep. Mia’s face was held inches from Kendra’s pussy, drinking in its odour with every breath, her face thick with the woman’s vaginal juices, her mouth full of the flavour.

Despite the discomfort of her situation, Mia had been absolutely exhausted and had no difficulty in sleeping, though she awoke frequently.
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All the Fun of the Fair

There were four ponygirls all in a row, alongside each other, pulling a two seater buggy towards the festival arena. They were all decked out in bells, around their ankles, hanging from their nipples. They even had little stalks protruding from the forehead of their bridles with little bells dangling from the tips. They made a delightful, musical sound that announced their arrival ahead of time.

Mia watched them pass her by, feeling her pussy warm at the sight. At first glance they all looked so similar they appeared to be quadruplets, but just during her short time at the SecretPonyFest she had seen how adept owners were at making their pony teams and pairs look identical. All they needed was a matching height, everything else could be altered to achieve the image they wished to project. The elaborate bridles, blinkers and bits, together with the largely hairless scalps, all served to disguise their facial features, removed their individuality.

These four had elaborately coiffed manes of matching blonde hair, lips enlarged to the same size and shape, identically large tits and gleaming toned bodies. It all worked to turn them into identical, breathtakingly beautiful equine beasts.

Mia was back in the strappy latex rig that advertised RAS, moving across the site. It was early evening and the sun was gradually slipping low in the sky. Together with a pleasant breeze, it was taking the heat out of the day, providing a comfortable temperature.

The festival was spread across three fields, all located under the towering edifice of a beautiful schloss and with the Alps rising in the distance behind. It was a magnificent venue which had been completely lost on Mia when they had arrived at close to midnight last night, the darkness hiding everything.

The whole affair just blew Mia’s mind. The scale of the event. The sheer number of ponies present. This whole alternate lifestyle that was so popular yet a world that was completely unknown to her just a few weeks ago.

The main arena was where the dressage and shows would take place. A fenced-off square of grass about thirty yards wide, with some raised seating along one side that could hold about five hundred people. It even had a canopy over the seats to protect the audience from the sun and rain. Opposite the seats was a huge high-tech viewing screen and scoreboard. It was located very close to Marktstraße, where Mia had until recently been displaying herself on the turntable.

At the end of Marktstraße was a little square set out with benches, tables and chairs. Around the perimeter were the food and drink stalls with everything from hot food to ice cream, soft drinks to alcohol. It was close to the arena so people could take their food and drink with them to watch the events. A path the other side of the square eventually led up to the schloss, sited on top of a steep hill, and a steady stream of visitors had been coming back and forth from there all day.

Mia had become accustomed to being on display, the subject of lascivious gazes whichever way she looked. But the truth was that she wasn’t remarkable here, there was so much else to look at that the eyes didn’t actually linger that long.

She headed across to the adjacent field that hosted the sprint track, passed countless tents all pitched in ordered lines (so very German.) The 300m oval was fenced off like a real horse racetrack. This also had some stacked seating but it wasn’t covered like the arena and the screen – whilst still large – was significantly smaller. The endurance races also started and finished at the track. Currently it was deserted – there was no racing this evening, but alongside it was a substantial tented village with large tents. This was the stables.

Two hunky ponyboys trotted past Mia, again heading for the arena, pulling a cart with a single rider, a man. All three were dark-haired with a Mediterranean complexion. Mia fancied all three of them – they were her type. At least, they had been before she started at RAS, now anything and everything was her type! One thing she did miss was having a lot less sex with men than she used to.

The buggy’s rider gave Mia the look that went straight to her groin and prominent camel toe, running his eyes up and down her crudely presented body appreciatively. It reminded Mia how horny she was. She hadn’t been allowed to cum for more than two days now and wasn’t even expecting to be spending the weekend in southern Germany. She should be back in the UK, taking it easy, wanking herself off at leisure. This was much more exciting, though!

Both of the ponyboys had been circumcised and had pretty heavy gauge rings piercing their glans. These had been chained to the belts of their harnesses, holding their erect cocks upright and against their bellies, constantly pulling on the piercings. Mia couldn’t help wondering what it would be like to be fucked by one of the ringed cocks. Could it even be done or did they have to be removed beforehand?

After finishing her last shift on the turntable, she had been given a light meal and some water, then told to report to Ms Beaufort’s stable. Mia approached the stables with even greater fear and excitement than usual, remembering how intense her last experience with the lady had been.

She wandered amongst the tents for some time before she found it. Though each stable displayed their colours, she had no idea what Ms Beaufort’s colours were. It was next to Ms Aella’s stable. She had been peering into all the entrances to find anyone she recognized.

Ms Aella’s red-maned ponygirl was outside the main tent, but inside a canvas-walled area that provided some privacy. She was in the process of being tacked-up. Mia had seen her earlier on her walkabout, but dressed as a woman, not a pony. She hadn’t known that some of the ponies could have a split personality, spending only some of their time equine.

The redhead was an artist. She had been painting a picture of a pair of ponygirls who were posing for her. They looked to be Japanese, their owner fliting about proprietarily with a crop in his hand looked to be of the same ethnicity. Mia had heard a lot of languages and accents on her job and was pretty good at identifying them. He had snapped at one of the ponygirls and swatted her hard on the thigh with the crop, leaving a livid mark. Mia hadn’t seen what the pony had done to earn the punishment.

Then he moved back behind the artist, watching her work, standing right on her shoulder. Mia wouldn’t have appreciated that at all if she was the artist.

The pony/artist had been sat on a tall stool. Her dramatic, brightly coloured mane loose, falling across one side of her pristine, shiny scalp and tumbling over her shoulder and back. She still wore the heavy gauge ring that pierced her septum and which lay against the top of her full-lipped mouth that was in a perpetual pout, like she was permanently desperate to kiss. She was very heavily made-up and looked wonderfully exotic.

She had been dressed in a full rubber outfit that Mia knew from experience was very uncomfortable to wear in hot weather. Under knee-high boots with a chunky heel she was wearing latex stockings, a short dress that had long sleeves and a high neck, wrapping her throat. The dress had three-inch-wide circular holes cut out of it all over, including two right over the tips of her breasts, revealing the heavy rings piercing her nipples. Another hole just above these and centrally located displayed a plunging cleavage.

Under the dress could be seen a corset, laced extraordinarily tight, giving her a tiny waist and lifting her breasts high in half-cups, pushing them together and forward. They looked huge as a result. The holes on her sleeves showed another layer of latex underneath. The gloves that covered her hands like a second skin ran all the way up to her armpits. Everything she was wearing was a vivid red that matched her hair. She had presented an amazing spectacle. Pure, unadulterated, fetishized sexuality. As conspicuous as it was possible to be.

But now the young woman was in the process of being transformed back into a pony, her arms being drawn behind her, forced into the severe reverse-prayer position, curving her spine, thrusting her breasts forward, only in a different way to earlier.

It was a deeply erotic sight and Mia would have loved to stay and watch, but she had orders and moved onto the next stable, peering around the entrance.

Ms Beaufort was standing outside the big tent, in the privacy area. Mia’s movement caught her eye and she glanced up.

“There you are, Mia! You’re late!”

Thirty five minutes later…

She hadn’t known what to expect, but Mia certainly hadn’t expected this. She had been dressed in a pair of heelless ballet boots that reached right up to her crotch. They were virtually rigid, she couldn’t move her knees or ankles one iota.

She was laced into a small waspie corset with brutal metal stays, giving her waist a dramatic shape, but it fitted so tightly it hurt. Full-length gloves with mitts on the end covered her arms right up to the shoulders. These were also extraordinarily stiff, preventing her from being able to move her wrist or elbow joints at all.

With assistance, she had tottered over to the weirdest looking piece of equipment. It resembled a half-built cart, not much more than an axle with a bicycle wheel on each end, some metal tubing and two padded benches. Mia had to be supported. She couldn’t stand unaided and had to swing her legs in a wide arc to take comical straight-legged steps.

She was laid down on her front, longitudinally, on the largest bench. A really heavy-duty wide belt wrapped around her waist and the bench was buckled tight. Her arms were stretched out across the axle casing and strapped to it at wrist and elbow. She was now lying inside the frame of the cart in a crucifix shape. The other padded board was slotted into place laterally across her waist, on its side.

Mia’s hair had been braided into five ropes. Now the end of each of these ropes was fastened to the back of the upright padded board in a star shape. She had cried out at the pain as her head was drawn back so that her face was now upright, each rope of hair tight as a guitar string. She could see Ms Beaufort’s ponies, fully tacked-up and tied to tent posts, their own faces looking directly at the canvas wall of the tent. The tug on her scalp was agonizing, bringing tears to her eyes.

The bench she was resting on only reached to her hips, her legs hanging off the end, feet on the ground. Those legs were now spread wide apart. Hands separated her buttocks. Fingers cold and greasy with lube worked at her bumhole, then slipped inside, making the hole accessible. She felt the head of a butt-plug push forcefully at the entrance, spreading the sphincter wide. It was huge, stretching her open, filling her bowel, before the rosebud shrunk again, closing on the narrow stem at the end.

Mia groaned. It was the biggest plug she had ever taken up her arse. It was really uncomfortable and she felt really stuffed. She knew this was only the beginning and things were going to get a lot worse. She was right.

Ms Beaufort appeared in front of her, her cheeks high, eyes crinkled with pleasure at the sight of Mia’s distress. She was wearing a traditional formal riding getup. Shiny, black, knee-high boots, bright white breeches and a red hunting jacket over a white silk top and cravat. In her hand she was holding an old-fashioned riding hard hat with a peak. She looked so beautiful, smart and dominant. Mia’s fear and excitement surged once more, such ambivalence did the lady strike in her.

Crouching down, Ms Beaufort leaned close to Mia’s face, her green eyes sparkling with lust and humour.

“Have you worked out what is happening yet? You are going to be a human pony cart in the grand parade this evening!”

The lady’s gloved fingers found Mia’s nipples, hanging down, exposed and defenceless. They were already rock hard, but she squeezed and pinched each of them in turn, tugging and twisting them. Mia’s mouth opened silently, half in pleasure, half in pain. Ms Beaufort’s smile grew bigger, it contained a malevolence that made Mia shiver.

“This will be a challenging experience for you tonight, but I know you won’t let me down, will you?”

Mia could barely move her head. Her scalp was burning and her neck aching already, and she had only been in the position a couple of minutes.

“I won’t let you down, Ms Beaufort.” She spoke as sincerely as she could manage.

“Promise me!”

“I promise to not let you down, Ms Beaufort.”

Those gloved fingers grabbed Mia’s chin firmly.

“If you do, I shall be so disappointed. You don’t want that, do you, Mia?”

The lady’s eyes narrowed and Mia shivered again.

“No, Ms Beaufort.”

“Make me proud, Mia!”

Ms Beaufort raised her hand in front of Mia’s face and opened the palm. There was a leaf laying on it. Mia stared at it, not comprehending. The hand tilted and the leaf slipped down and Ms Beaufort caught it in her fingers. The fingers dropped down again to grab Mia’s nipple, only this time it was the leaf that wrapped around the nub. It was a stinging nettle. Mia instinctively tried to pull away but it did no good, she couldn’t move at all, could do nothing to avoid it.

Ms Beaufort pulled and twisted, pinched and squeezed, ensuring every pore, the entire nipple was stung deeply. Mia writhed, tugging ineffectually at her bonds, wide eyes shocked, pleading with the French woman. She gasped, new tears forming as Ms Beaufort moved on to the other nipple.

“You want to be pleasing, don’t you, Mia?”

“Yes… Ms… Beaufort!”

“So if I want to sting you, that’s OK, yes?”

“Yes… Ms Beaufort!”

“What a good girl! So obedient and eager to please!”

Mia’s nipples burned and throbbed ferociously. She wanted to protect them, cover them, but she couldn’t move at all. She writhed.

“Now let’s get you properly fixed up!”

Mia couldn’t see what Ms Beaufort was doing, but she felt her nipple inserted into something metallic, which then closed tightly around the blazing nub. A butterfly clamp. Already her nipple was feeling swollen and super-sensitive. As the clamp closed further and further it was hell. She panted and whimpered, seeing Ms Beaufort’s eyes bright with sadistic satisfaction. The lady tugged hard on the chain connected to the clamp, causing Mia to yelp.

Soon her other nipple was similarly tormented. Mia felt panic licking around the edges of her consciousness. She was so vulnerable. Ms Beaufort could do anything to her. It was terrifying, yet at the same time utterly arousing, thrilling to be so helpless at the hands of this beautiful woman.

Ms Beaufort stood up and moved out of Mia’s eyeline.

“She’s starting to get a bit noisy. Shove your cock in her mouth, Jack.”

Mia tried to blink away her tears as Jack stepped right in front of her. Today she was wearing motorcycle leathers with padded knees and chunky, protective biker boots. The matching jacket had similar padding at the elbows and shoulders. The jacket was zipped fully closed.

Right in front of Mia’s face, Jack’s tiny, girlish hands unfastened the zip of her fly and – with some difficulty – extracted the huge strap-on dildo that had been bulging the leather in her crotch. Mia remembered it well from when the boi had fucked her arse so hard with it a few weeks ago.

Mia pleaded with her eyes for Jack to be gentle. The boi’s blue eyes looked so ridiculously innocent, but they were burning with intensity and excitement. She shuffled forward, pressing the imitation glans against Mia’s lips. The bound, suffering woman opened her mouth to allow the dildo entry, tasting the unpleasant silicone as it filled her oral cavity, pressing her tongue down. Mia couldn’t see anything now except part of the shaft of the dong and the black leather wrapping Jack’s hips and thighs.

At that point, Mia’s legs were lifted so they were level with her body once more, but still spread wide, and her feet were gripped and held. Jack began to gently fuck Mia’s mouth. The dildo was so big it was uncomfortable for Mia and her jaw quickly began to ache. But soon she had even more to worry about. Fire spread across Mia’s buttocks and she moaned around the fake phallus filling her mouth, eyes spreading wide in shock once again.

It was stinging nettles once more, but much more of them, being dragged across her bottom, backwards and forward, pressed firmly against her skin. She couldn’t help but try to struggle manically, try to wriggle to escape the agony, but her legs were being held firmly and she could move nothing. She screamed into the dildo but the nettles continued their progress, systematically covering the cheeks, delving into the crevice that separated them. She squirmed desperately, hopelessly, tears pouring down her cheeks. Even when it stopped, the sting only continued to get worse.

“In to the hilt, Jack! Get it down her throat!” Mia heard Ms Beaufort’s voice in the midst of her distress.

Jack immediately obeyed, but she was as gentle as she could be as she eased it forward, pushing it into Mia’s throat. It was massive, but Mia had experience now and managed to swallow it first time, but it only added to her pain and discomfort as it stretched her. As she took it fully down, Jack’s leathers pressed against her face, blotting out all the light.

At that exact moment, blazing agony erupted across her bottom, fierce and acute, even drowning out the already intense pain. She registered the sound, the crack, only afterwards. She had been struck by something. It was instinct to fight her bonds, but of course it was useless. As Jack pulled the dildo back into Mia’s mouth, the second stroke landed across her buttocks. The pain was mind-numbing and she struggled to get enough air through her nose alone.

Whatever was striking her was broad, but it had ridges or studs or something, cutting into her tenderized, sensitive skin, excoriating the already inflamed tissue. She howled into the dildo once more. Again and again the implement landed on her bottom and she had no choice but to take it.

“Keep deep throating her, Jack!”

The boi obeyed her mistress, sinking the dong down Mia’s throat once more, engulfing her leather crotch over Mia’s face. The beating continued. Twice more Mia swallowed the dildo down. Nothing existed but pain and discomfort.

At some point, Mia realized the strikes had stopped, only for the fire to reignite soon after the agony crested and began to subside. She was being stung again, the nettles grinding into her abraded skin. She saw red, the worst pain she had ever felt, her teeth biting into the silicone filling her mouth. She couldn’t keep her head still, pulling against her tightly strung braids, hurting herself even more.

Her mind focused on her promise to Ms Beaufort. She had to keep it. She couldn’t disappoint the lady, she couldn’t let her down. She had to prove she was worthy of her attention.

When Jack eventually withdrew the strap-on, Mia’s throat was burning from the assault. She drew air down through her open mouth, racked with sobs.

Her backside felt like it was swollen to twice its normal size. She felt fingernails being drawn across the cheeks, like blades slicing her open.

“I think that should do, nice and raw! If only you could see your arse, Mia! What a sight!”

A hand pressed against Mia’s pussy, gently rubbing. Pleasure flooded through her.

“Almost ready for your festival debut. Just a couple more things to do.”

Fingers spread her labia apart, exposing her raging hot pussy to the cooler air. It felt so good. As a finger probed around inside her, her hips spasmed and squirmed. She was so turned-on, despite everything that had been done to her.

“I didn’t doubt for a moment that your slutty quim would be gagging for it!”

With her sex still held stretched wide apart, Mia felt something else press against the slick flesh inside. It was another dildo, unless Jack was about to fuck her. But as the head slipped inside her she knew it wasn’t Jack, it was smaller – not small, just smaller. With only a couple of inches inside her the insertion stopped, much to Mia’s frustration. She squirmed as much as she could to get the stimulation she desperately needed, but was very limited in what she could achieve. The pain and discomfort still way outshone the pleasure. She drew deep, heavy breaths.

Ms Beaufort was back in front of Mia’s face, crouching down once more.

“Jack will be riding you in the parade. I want a big smile on your face the whole time, so everyone can see how happy you are to be reduced from a human being to a pony cart. Additional suffering will be arranged if you are not found to be convincing, but I’m sure that won’t be required!”

In her gloved hands, Ms Beaufort had a sticky-back label. Mia watched as she peeled the backing away to reveal the sticky side. She turned it around and held it up for Mia to read. It was about four inches long and two inches wide.

FREE BLOWJOBS HERE!

(condom required)

Underneath the words there was a short, squat arrow pointing downwards.

Ms Beaufort stuck the label onto Mia’s forehead. She briefly stroked Mia’s cheek.

“All ready to go!”

Mia was left for several minutes, her feet resting back on the ground. She watched as each of the ponies were unhitched and brought passed her. It was Joujou who was backed between Mia’s legs. They were lifted again, her ankles fastened to the ponygirl’s waist cinch either side of her hips. Her legs were the shafts of the pony cart.

Mia continued to pull at her bonds. Her nipples and backside burned relentlessly. Her scalp ached abominably from the tug on her hair. The corset felt like she was being slowly cut in two. She could move nothing, control nothing that was happening to her.

She realized that in this crazy scenario her bottom was going to be the seat of the pony cart. The padded board on its side above her was the backrest of the seat. Who thought up ideas like this!

Then she was mounted. One step on the frame and then Jack sat down on Mia’s buttocks. Mia moaned. The boi’s leathers were like sandpaper on her inflamed posterior. This couldn’t be happening. It was surreal. The saving grace was that Jack was so small and light that it could have been even worse.

Jack shifted, getting comfortable, compressing Mia’s bum cheeks. This in turn put pressure on the huge butt-plug in her rectum, stretching her bowel. It was an absolutely bizarre sensation. Mia was trembling with fear.

“Walk on!” It was Ms Beaufort’s voice.

She must have been driving a different pony and cart. Seconds later, Jack repeated the command.

Mia felt the pull of the ponygirl on her ankles and the cart moved forward. She squealed in shock.

The clamps on her nipples were somehow connected to the wheels or the movement of the axel. Her nipples were stretched, pulled down and forward agonizingly. Then the tension lessened, before it happened again. It was cyclic, linked to the turn of the wheels. It was awful, but still sent sparks of pleasure through her breasts even in tandem with the pain.

But that wasn’t all. The dildo that sat so shallowly inside her pussy was connected to the movement of the wheels in the same way. It pushed deeply into her, Mia’s eyes nearly popping at the sudden, unexpected penetration. Then it slid back to its original position before thrusting into her again. Mia was panting, trying to cope with the new sensations assaulting a body already overwhelmed by them.

They moved out of the stable. Behind the cart, but in front of Mia’s eyes, followed another pony and buggy. Mia recognized Ms Beaufort’s endurance racer being driven by the lady’s groom. But Mia didn’t get much of a chance to concentrate on what she was looking at.

“Trot!” Jack’s command was instantly obeyed by Joujou.

The faster the cart moved, the faster the wheels turned, the pace of the pull on her nipples and the fucking of her pussy increased exponentially. The grass beneath them was no bowling green, every hump and depression transferred itself to Mia’s body. Her breasts moved energetically, increasing the tug on the chains and clamps. Jack bounced and shifted on her bottom, further increasing her pain and discomfort. She couldn’t keep her head still, producing continual pulls on her scalp. She was in acute pain everywhere, wracked with hurt.

And yet, she was now being fucked hard by the dildo and was so desperately aroused, her body flooding with pleasure, too. It was just amazing, such a powerful physical and psychological experience.

As the pace increased once more, Mia became aware that they were now on the racetrack. She could see Ms Beaufort in her red jacket and peaked hard hat sat in a cart pulled by her ponyboy, her groom and ponygirl alongside her. They were stopped at the side of the track watching, gradually falling further away.

The pull on her nipples was merciless, the dildo now fucking her rapidly. She could feel the beginnings of a much needed climax crystalizing. Then the pony slowed. They did a one-eighty turn and stopped. Mia was breathing hard, so close to cumming. She cried out in frustration. But they were stationary for only a few seconds.

Jack cracked the whip, launching Joujou into an immediate gallop. They charged down the straight back towards Ms Beaufort. The clamps were pulling her nipples once a second, the dildo pistoning hard and fast. Mia screamed as her orgasm crashed through her. For several seconds the pain and discomfort evaporated as ecstasy encompassed her consciousness. She writhed, wailing.

As she became aware again, her eyes focused on Ms Beaufort. They had just passed her. Mia would never forget the look of sadistic glee on her face.

*

After trotting and walking through the festival site, they had been stationary for quite a while now. Jack continued to fidget on Mia’s backside, as if it wasn’t a comfortable seat. Imagine that! Each movement reignited the stinging and soreness, even though the leather was soft. They were awaiting their entrance into the parade.

Mia could hear the public address system in the arena, announcing a stream of arrivals. She could hear applause. She quivered at the prospect of being in the arena, being viewed by hundreds of people. The humiliation of it. The degradation made her want to be invisible, but at the same time the idea thrilled her, raised her lust sky high once more even though she had only climaxed minutes ago. The disparity was unreconcilable but no less real because of it.

Then they were moving again. Mia whimpered as the fucking resumed, as her nipples were stretched agonizingly once more. Ms Beaufort’s other ponygirl was back behind Mia’s cart, resplendent in a black and yellow tack, matching coloured feathers sprouting up from her forehead in a lush plume. Mia now knew Ms Beaufort’s racing colours and wasn’t likely to forget them.

They were moving slowly. Then they turned hard and Mia recognized the barrier that cordoned off the arena. They were inside, circling the perimeter. She heard Ms Beaufort’s name on the PA. Heard Joujou’s name announced. People lined the barrier. There were gasps as Mia was noticed. Fingers pointed at her. She felt her face burning with embarrassment but she tried valiantly to obey Ms Beaufort and smile, though she didn’t know how convincing she was.

It took minutes to parade around the arena. To Mia, it took a lifetime. The crowd were applauding Ms Beaufort’s imagination and daring. There was an endless line of gawping faces and wide eyes. Mia wanted to go faster, to gallop again, to be fucked fast. The slow thrust of the dildo teased her, frustrated her. She needed to cum again already.

Finally they reached the elevated stand. Now hundreds of people were seeing her simultaneously, clapping and cheering. It was mortifying to be such a spectacle in front of so many people, but her libido was raging, it was so exciting. She had no autonomy whatsoever, a plaything for the lust and enjoyment of others. It was shocking. It was terrible. It was amazing.

After they had finished the circuit, they took a place within the centre of the arena and stopped. Mia could see the parade continuing as ponies and carts passed the stand. Gradually the number of parked carts obscured her view and all she could see was a strikingly tall ponygirl painted blue and wearing heavy prosthetics. She had been turned into one of the aliens from the movie Avatar. Her bizarre, unsettling eyes stared at Mia.

Once the parade had finished, the arena quickly filled with people, everyone coming in for a closer look at the exhibits and ponies that had caught their eye. Soon there was a crowd around Mia. Jack finally dismounted, but this was only so people could look at and touch Mia’s inflamed bottom, examine the mechanism that fucked her as the wheels turned. Her tortured hide was pinched and slapped, so many strangers caressing her, squeezing her livid buttocks, tugging on the plug distending her bowel. There was no part of her that was off-limits to anyone.

Then Ms Beaufort was standing beside her, taking the thanks from the approving fans, speaking in fluent German when spoken to in German. Mia felt so small and degenerate, base. She wasn’t a person, she had been reduced to an object. No one spoke to her. She was talked about as if she weren’t sentient, as if she was the property of Ms Beaufort.

A man stepped right up close to her, undoing his fly and pulling out his three-quarter hard cock.

“Is this for real?” He had an American accent.

He pointed at the label stuck on Mia’s forehead.

“Of course, go ahead!”

He slapped his dick back and forth across Mia’s lips to get it fully erect. From somewhere he produced a condom, fumbling in his urgency to get it unwrapped.

Of course, he asked permission of Ms Beaufort, not Mia. You didn’t ask permission of a car if you could use its steering wheel.

It was a medium-sized cock, easy for Mia to take after having Jack’s enormous strap-on in her mouth for so long, earlier. Aware of Ms Beaufort’s eyes upon her and desperate for her approval, Mia endeavoured to give the best blowjob she could to the complete stranger. The lubrication and the rubber tasted foul – she hated giving head on a condom – but she closed her lips tightly around it and sucked hard, using her tongue energetically. The guy gasped. He pushed in deeper, nudging her throat and she swallowed him down. The course fabric of his shorts pressed against her face.

“Shit, she’s good!” He exclaimed.

He began to fuck her face urgently, greatly reducing any attempt Mia could make to control the interaction. He grabbed two of the braids that were holding Mia’s head up and the extra pull on her scalp was agony. She moaned onto his cock. At least the strange position she was fixed in made it easier to deep-throat.

“Oh! …Oh!”

The guy was really excited, his hips pumping. Luckily, this meant he didn’t last that long. She felt the cock swell and jerk as he ejaculated into the rubber. She kept her tongue working on the prick until he pulled it out.

His face was flushed. He was panting. He was smiling broadly.

“She’s fucking fantastic!”

Immediately he stepped away, another man took his place. He was smaller, wearing leathers. He had a narrow, pinched face and his eyes were too close together. He had a thick moustache that was twitching with excitement. Mia found him revolting. The thought of having his prick in her mouth turned her stomach.

But pleasing Ms Beaufort meant more to her than that, so she took the skinny cock into her mouth. The thought of submitting completely to Ms Beaufort’s desires, no matter how depraved, simply fuelled her lust. But it was more than that. The more debauched the act, the more the prospect excited her.

Ms Beaufort knew Mia better than she knew herself. Once again the lady had proved what a debased slut Mia was. She felt so servile, so docile.

Her tongue lapped at the small glans, licking the lube from the rubber. As he thrust forward she again swallowed another cock into her throat. At the same time, someone was spanking her so tender, excoriated buttocks and fingers were instilling themselves into her pussy, squeezing in between the dildo and her labia, touching her clit. Her hips contracted, squirming against the heavy belt holding her in place, pleasure radiated through her body with the pain. It was so intense. It was so real.

Behind the man, a queue was starting to form.
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Morning Glory

Ms Beaufort’s hands wrapped around Mia’s skull and pushed it harder into her groin, grinding Mia’s mouth and nose into her pussy as she climaxed. Mia fought to keep her tongue on the lady’s clit as the French woman thrashed in ecstasy, gasping and sighing, until eventually she slumped back and lay still, except for her rapidly rising and falling chest as she endeavoured to get her breath back.

Laying on a sun lounger, Ms Beaufort was wearing a silky tank top. Her leather shorts and panties hung around one of her ankles, which were spread wide apart, her thighs hanging over the edge of the bottom of the sunbed. The lady was so effortlessly elegant and beautiful, no matter what pose she was in.

Mia was on her knees in the grass between those thighs. She was still wearing the cruelly uncomfortable corset that had been laced so tight last night, but otherwise she was naked except for a heavy leather collar buckled and locked around her neck, its rough edges chafing the soft skin under her chin. An excessively heavy chain looped from the collar to a band around Ms Beaufort’s left wrist.

Her mouth, nose and chin coated with Ms Beaufort’s pussy juice, the taste and smell of the lady’s sex overwhelmed Mia’s senses. Despite all that had been done to her last night, and the fact that every part of her ached, that her lips, tongue and throat were so sore from the countless blowjobs she had performed, that her bottom was so raw she couldn’t sit on it, her nipples so tender she couldn’t bear to touch them, and then the humiliation and degradation she had suffered, despite it all, her infatuation with Ms Beaufort had only grown stronger. The contradictory emotions of the terrible fear, yet helpless attraction that drew Mia to the lady had only been enhanced.

It was wonderful to have the opportunity to serve the lady so intimately, to worship at her alter, to wear her essence on Mia’s face, to be unable to taste and smell anything else but her. Mia would treasure this experience. It validated her efforts last night. She had been rewarded, she had pleased Ms Beaufort. Mia was so thrilled and satisfied.

Ms Beaufort stroked Mia’s hair, which was now unbraided, hanging loose over her shoulders and back. Mia gloried in such an affectionate touch. She felt the heat of her own arousal simmering between her legs. She glanced briefly, shyly up at the lady. The woman was so beautiful, her face framed by her pitch-dark, angular, sharply styled short hair. It was a very bold cut, displaying the lady’s confidence. One had to have the bone-structure to pull off the style, but the lady did.

Her lips were irresistible, plump, but natural looking. Mia so desperately wanted to kiss them, but she wouldn’t dare and knew she was unlikely to ever get the chance. Their eyes met for the briefest of seconds before Mia lowered her gaze to the grass in front of her.  Those deep baby blues that could see right through to Mia’s soul and had done since they first laid eyes on her. It was scary that she was unable to hide anything from Ms Beaufort, that her mind was as stripped bare to the lady as her body currently was.

“You are very good at that, Mia, very perceptive.”

Mia felt her chest swell with pride. What had happened to her? She used to be an outgoing, confident individual, now she was this timid schoolgirl craving validation from this lady and her colleagues.

“Thank you for the opportunity, Ms Beaufort. It was an honour.” Mia’s voice was barely above a whisper.

“You should get some extensions put in your hair, down to your waist. It would look spectacular!”

After a while, Ms Beaufort’s hand stopped stroking and grabbed a fistful of Mia’s hair, steering Mia’s face back into her crotch.

“Clean me up, ma petite salope.”

Diligently, Mia’s tongue went back to work, lapping up any fluid that had escaped from between Ms Beaufort’s plump, dark labia. Last night, and again this morning, Mia had been given some painkillers to take the edge off her discomfort. They had also squirted an antiseptic spray into her throat that had some anaesthetic properties, deadening the soreness reasonably effectively. She took every drop of the lady’s excess fluid into her mouth, swallowing it down with satisfaction, wishing she could eat out the pussy for a second time.

Sensing when Mia’s tongue had stopped, Ms Beaufort drew Mia’s face away from her sex, laying her head against her thigh, palm spread to hold Mia in place. Her fingers continued to rake gently through Mia’s hair. It was a gloriously intimate and gentle moment with the lady, Mia feeling Ms Beaufort’s warmth on her cheek.

Ms Beaufort’s mastery of Mia had been complete. Mia felt so submissive, so at peace, so happy.

Last night, after the parade had finished, after the line of eager men had been sucked-off, after Mia had climaxed again on the journey back to the stable, she had dared to hope that she would get to spend the night with Ms Beaufort. But that had been a forlorn dream. The lady took Bruno into her tent and Mia was given to Jack.

The boi who seemed so meek and shy in Ms Beaufort’s presence turned out to be surprisingly assertive once she had Mia to herself. Mia had undressed her, removing her leathers, unwrapping her tightly-bound breasts (which were small but beautifully shaped, nipples pierced with little barbells) and then washed the small woman down with a bowl of hot, soapy water.

Mia realized that Jack was older than she had thought, at least in her mid-thirties. It was so easy to get caught up in the image that Ms Beaufort had created, to think of her as a teenager, maybe eighteen, but that simply wasn’t the case.

Jack kept her strap-on on. Mia had been shocked to see how the harness of the strap-on was directly connected to her. Each of her labia had been pierced in three places and the harness was directly connected to them. The straps across her waist, hips and the top of her thighs took the strain, but nevertheless, the slightest movement of the dildo tugged on her sex lips. When she was fucking, it must have been a significant pull on them.

There were also two chains connected to the harness either side of her sex that disappeared between the labia inside her. It was left to Mia’s imagination where they led to. Whatever, they provided enough stimulation for Jack to be able to cum while fucking her.

Mia was put on her knees on the mattress, her head down. Jack had arse-fucked her quite forcefully, showing little consideration for the state of Mia’s buttocks, or even her bowels after a couple of hours with the huge plug inside her, being twisted, turned and yanked by countless people while she had been sucking-off the long line of men.

She could tell that Jack was highly aroused, using the opportunity to sate a lust that had been building up all evening with all the sexy sights presented by the parade. It was a frantic, urgent coupling. But the Boi did take the time to finger Mia while sodomizing her, giving her a third cum of the night as her bowels were ploughed.

Jack collapsed on Mia, hugging her tightly, pulling Mia onto her side as the boi fell onto the bed, spooning her, leaving her dong fully embedded in Mia’s back hole. Her crotch was pressed against Mia’s raw buttocks and her hands came around to grab Mia’s breasts, fingers squeezing nipples that were so sore it brought fresh tears to Mia’s eyes.

“Sorry!”

Jack must have felt Mia flinching from the contact and the fingers let the nipples go.

“I don’t mean to be cruel. It’s just that I don’t get the chance very often to have someone of my own, that I can do what I want with.”

“I’m here to please you, miss.” Mia didn’t know how she was supposed to address the woman.

“Call me sir.” Jack said gently.

“Yes, sir. Sorry, sir.”

Jack’s face had burrowed into Mia’s hair, luxuriating in it. It occurred to Mia that it must be hard to be a woman with a crew cut all the time. Hair was so important to a girl’s identity, her femininity. Knowing Ms Beaufort as she now did, she didn’t doubt that Jack’s persona was entirely the product of the lady’s desires. Jack would have had to accept it or leave.

Nuzzling Mia’s neck, Jack had kissed it. But soon she was still and Mia could feel a steady, soft breath blowing on her nape and was sure the woman was asleep. It took Mia longer to drop off but she was physically and emotionally shattered, so it was inevitable despite all her discomfort.

At some time in the night, Jack had withdrawn from Mia’s bowel and put the flight attendant on her back, fucking her hard. Mia could sense the need in the boi, the raging lust that could never be requited – she recognized it in herself. This time, after Jack came, she slumped onto Mia, lying half on, half off her, the dildo once again still inside. Soon she was asleep again.

Then again, when Jack had awoken this morning, she had fucked Mia’s arse once more, more gently this time. Mia didn’t begrudge the boi getting her money’s worth, she was sure that the times when Jack was given this kind of autonomy were few and far between.

The woman had kissed Mia full on the lips.

“Thank you, Mia.”

“You’re welcome, sir.”

Mia’s special moment with Ms Beaufort was ended when the lady’s phone sprang noisily to life. After a short conversation, the French woman got up, snapping her fingers, standing right over Mia. Mia knew what was required. She held open the lady’s leather panties for her to step into, drew them up into place. The same with the shorts – the white leather felt so soft and buttery. She buckled the belt. Ms Beaufort looked so chic and sophisticated. Mia felt the opposite, a slut motivated purely by the heat in her pussy.

“Come with me, chouchou.”

Ms Beaufort marched off and Mia scrambled to her feet as quickly as possible as the chain from the lady’s wrist to Mia’s collar snapped taut and dragged her in the woman’s wake. She led Mia across her pitch, which was quite sizable. An area of grass cordoned off by canvas walls to separate it from the other stables. Ms Beaufort’s tent was in one corner, away from everything else. The large stable tent was open down one side. Mia trailed inside after the lady.

They passed Jack and Bruno. Jack was bent forward, her hands resting on one of the pony carts, her legs spread wide apart, her backside presented to Bruno, who was fucking her arse vigorously. Mia could only imagine what it felt like for someone of Jack’s small stature to have a cock the size of Bruno’s reaming her bowels.

The Boi was back in her leather jacket, closed right up to her neck. Her stubbly-haired head was bobbing up and down. Her leather pants were pooled around one ankle and her strap-on dildo was waving around violently as her body rocked under the force of Bruno’s thrusts.

Mia was led across to where Joujou was being tacked-up. It looked as if the groom had almost finished. She was tightening the final straps on the elaborate bridle that Ms Beaufort used on her ponies.

As Mia watched, the groom attached the chains that hung from the hoops through the pony’s ears. The first to the shoulder of Joujou’s body harness, pulling the earlobe down, stretching it. The next connected to the bit ring at the side of her mouth. Finally, the remaining chain connected to the nose ring lying on the ponygirl’s top lip. It was tight across her cheek and pulled on the septum ring. Mia saw Joujou blink back tears from her watering eyes. The groom repeated the procedure on the other side of the pony’s face.

The bit had yet to be fitted, but Joujou’s tongue was poking out of her mouth, held there by a clamp that was pressing into the top and bottom of the muscle. The tip sticking out from between the two strips of metal displayed a large, shiny stud piercing.

“You remember Joujou, don’t you, Mia? You were on the flight when I brought her home after getting her at the auction in Berlin.”

Ms Beaufort was wrapping the chain that connected to Mia’s collar around her hand. She continued until there was six inches left and it was taut. She tugged it, jerking Mia, reinforcing the degree of control the flight attendant was under.

“Yes, Ms Beaufort.”

“She’s come a long way since then. You wouldn’t recognize her, would you! But there is still work to do. We need to build her strength up, get some more tone into her musculature.”

To make the point, Ms Beaufort pressed her fingers across Joujou’s abs where a faint trace of a six-pack was just becoming visible.

“She’s not ready for competition yet, but I’ve brought her along for the experience. She needs to get used to crowds, to being looked at and handled by strangers. She’s still very shy, not quite fully accepting of what she has become yet or the size of her tits. It can take time. Tits are very important on a show pony, Mia. We need a dramatic contrast between a big bust and a narrow waist, but there is a limit to how big we can go in one step.”

The lady grabbed first one, then the other of Joujou’s breasts, squeezing them, moving them across the pony’s chest as far as the harness and chains that bound them would allow. Joujou gasped.

“In a couple of years we will make them a little bigger. She will look spectacular!”

Ms Beaufort pressed on the crotch strap between the pony’s legs. Joujou squealed and squirmed.

“Always hot, this one. But she’s had her problems. It is taking her quite a while to come to terms with the fact that ponies don’t speak. That’s verboten, the worst offence a pony can make. The first time she got a serious flogging, but that wasn’t enough. Now she’s spending a month with her tongue in a pinned clamp every night. Hopefully that will do the trick. It’s usually effective.”

The lady signalled to the groom.

Mia watched wide-eyed as the groom yanked Joujou’s tongue even further outward and began to adjust the clamp by inserting a tiny key into one side. As the key turned, both sides of the clamp lifted away from the tight grip they had on the muscle. The pony made a piteous whine of distress as two rows of short spikes were revealed on the underside of the clamp’s top plate.

As the groom removed the clamp completely, the lower plate that pressed into the bottom of the tongue displayed the same arrangement. There was no sign of blood, so the tips of the spikes couldn’t have been as sharp as they looked.

Joujou’s tongue and its flashing metal stud disappeared into her mouth. There were fresh tears in her eyes, glistening inside the shadow of the encompassing blinkers that wrapped around them.

“We haven’t had a repetition since she’s been clamped every night, so maybe she has finally got the message!” Ms Beaufort stroked the pony’s cheek with the back of her hand. “Pain is a wonderful educator, focuses the mind! I’ll be taking her out now, Ginger.” She turned her head towards the groom.

“She hasn’t had her breakfast yet, Ms Beaufort.”

“That’s too bad. It will have to wait until I get back. Won’t do the pampered filly any harm.”

The groom replaced the clamp with an intimidating-looking bit that was radically different to the one Mia had worn on her day as a ponygirl. She had hated that device with a vengeance, but it looked like a walk in the park compared to this thing.

It was shaped as a capital letter H, with the bottom prongs, or shanks, longer than the top. There were rings on the tips of the shanks to take the reins and these had some kind of spooling mechanism built in. The crossbar was the piece that fitted across the pony’s mouth, but instead of the tongue-depressor that Mia had found so frustrating, there was a tab that projected from the centre of the crossbar into the mouth that clipped onto Joujou’s tongue stud, locking her tongue to the bit.

Either side of this were two prongs of a port that met to form a little oval plate that sat deep in the pony’s mouth. Joujou obediently put her tongue out for the groom to fix the tab in place – the muscle had been free for only a couple of minutes and now it was trapped again. The contraption was pushed between the pony’s jaws, the padded crossbar sitting on her lower teeth. The groom locked the bit to the two rings either side of the mouth that were part of the bridle, seating the device deep, pulling on the corner of the ponygirl’s mouth.

It wasn’t until the reins that terminated in the pony’s nipple rings were threaded through the rotating spools - at the bottom of the shanks - that Mia understood the fiendishness of the device and how it connected to the port that was inside Joujou’s mouth. When the reins were tugged, it rotated the spools which lifted the port up to press against the roof of the pony’s mouth.

A shiver ran down Mia’s spine. It would be awful to be under such control. She now realized that a lot of the bits she had seen – including those of Ms Aella’s ponygirls – were of a similar design. She was shocked at the level of invasiveness and her own naiveté.

As usual, Ms Beaufort knew what Mia was thinking.

“Not quite as simple as the novice bit that you had to wear, is it?”

Mia became even more unsettled. She wasn’t aware that Ms Beaufort even knew of that day she had spent at Cacklebrook Farm.

“That was only playing at being a ponygirl. Joujou is experiencing the real thing.”

Ms Beaufort grabbed the side of Joujou’s bridle and put her face so close to the pony’s that, for a moment, Mia thought she was going to kiss her. But no, she was staring into the pony’s eyes in the most intimidating manner possible.

“She had only played at being a ponygirl before, as well. Now she knows the difference! No escape at the end of each day, just a stall and some straw, then back into tack every morning, every day, without exception. Her humanity and autonomy removed – though we haven’t fully achieved that yet, Joujou, have we? The person she once was still tries to make an appearance from time to time, but we’ll soon have her fully trained. The more she fights it, the more painful and uncomfortable she makes it for herself, but she knows as well as I that she will be whatever I want her to be.”

Ms Beaufort let go of the bridle and her hand returned to the crotch strap, grabbing the ponygirl there, almost lifting her off her feet. Joujou made a horse-like neigh and snorted. The lady laughed.

“Hook her up to the cart, Ginger!”

The Frenchwoman turned her attention back to Mia.

“Did you enjoy your day as a ponygirl, Mia?”

“Some of it, Ms Beaufort. Some of it was horrible.” Mia answered truthfully.

The lady laughed again.

“Did you cum, running under the whip?”

Mia felt herself flush.

“Yes, Ms Beaufort.”

Ms Beaufort didn’t say anything. She didn’t need to.

“You know that Angelina Aella runs a ponygirl training school at the farm, don’t you?”

“Yes, Ms Beaufort.”

“A couple of weeks there would really start to knock you into shape. I’m sure you’d find it more rewarding than spending that time lying on a beach somewhere.”

Mia didn’t respond.

Ms Beaufort’s fingers idly played with Mia’s nipples, each in turn. Mia gasped and flinched. They were so sore after last night's shenanigans.

“If you are unsure and would like another trial day or weekend, just say the word. You can come and stay with me. My stables are nice and warm and comfy.”

Mia doubted the last part.

“Of course, you need to be aware that it would require your full commitment. I don’t play pony games. It would be for real. I won’t accept a half-hearted pony. I don’t accept a half-hearted anything. But you don’t strike me as a half-hearted slut, Mia. You have a lot of balls – figuratively speaking.”

Was there a compliment somewhere in there?

“It’s very kind of you to offer, Ms Beaufort, but it’s not something I want to pursue at the moment.”

“Really! That’s a shame and a waste of potential.”

Ms Beaufort’s smile showed she was less than convinced about the sincerity of Mia’s rebuttal. Mia was only trying to convince herself, the lady had proved time and again that she understood Mia better than Mia knew herself, this was just another case in point. How many times had Mia wanked off to the memories of that day as a ponygirl? Every day she fantasized about doing it again. But it was just too terrifying to contemplate for real.

Mia shivered under Ms Beaufort’s scrutiny, feeling so vulnerable. She was unable to hide anything from this woman.

“I can just see you in Joujou’s tack, her proper bit, your eyes bright with fear and arousal knowing you were going to be run into the ground, whipped hard beyond it. What a beautiful sight you would make, your backside covered in welts, gleaming with perspiration!”

Mia’s shiver turned into a shudder.

“Anyway, the offer remains. Just say the word, Mia, and it can happen!”

“Thank you, Ms Beaufort.”


14

A Day at the Races

Five minutes later, Mia was striding through the festival site alongside the pony cart. She was once again in her slut banner outfit, as Ms Beaufort called it, the latex confection that advertised the airline. Thankfully, the corset had finally been removed after more than fourteen hours, but the marks of its imprisonment of Mia’s waist were still visible on her skin.

She was still wearing the collar, however, and now her wrists were fastened to the back of it, forcing her arms into a butterfly shape either side of her head, curving her back and pushing her bare tits forward provocatively. The chain from the collar was still around Ms Beaufort’s wrist, compelling Mia to keep pace with the speed of the cart, even when the lady had Joujou at a trot.

Her nipples were still very red and slightly puffy, while she knew her naked buttocks still bore the marks of whatever implement had been used on them last night. In addition, she still had Ms Beaufort’s pussy juice, now dried to a crusty glaze, on her lips, chin and nose. She continued to attract plenty of attention. Did they recognize her from the parade last night? Her presence on the end of Ms Beaufort’s leash was surely a giveaway. She passed at least one man who she was sure she had blown last night. She felt every bit the total slut Ms Beaufort had proclaimed her to be.

Dropped back at the Rose Air Services tent, Mia soon found herself back into the routine of the previous day, alternating between standing on the turntable at the entrance to the tent and strutting around the site flaunting herself and the airline.

At least she got to see many of the competitions and races. When events were on there were very few who weren’t watching, so she hung around the racetrack and arena to be seen. In the evening, the RAS tent was closed, so she was free to go and watch, though she still had to wear the slut banner.

In the late morning she saw the end of the 5km races. The competitors came out of the forest that bordered the site to the east and completed two circuits of the track before finishing. There were three or four hundred people gathered and they broke into cheers and applause as the first competitors appeared out of the trees on the far side of the field. The ponyboy race had started first so they were the first back.

After being so close to Ms Beaufort’s sprint racer ponyboy, who was so tall and powerful, the smaller stature of the longer distance racers was a disappointment to Mia. Their slight build didn’t have the sexual allure, but it was horses for courses, that was the body type that was required to be successful at this event.

That first race was processional, each pony and cart arriving on to the track comfortably spaced apart, unable to catch those ahead of them and not going to be caught by those behind. It was nearly twenty minutes later that the ponygirl racers returned to the track and that proved to be a lot more entertaining.

The commentator on the PA system got very excited, but as Mia didn’t understand German she couldn’t quite work out why. The leader was at least 25m ahead of second, and the gap to third was even bigger. But as they passed by her on the penultimate lap and she got a closer look, she could see that the first place pony was struggling, her face contorted in distress, her gait uneven. The man seated in the buggy was quiet heavy-set, putting them at a disadvantage, and was having to whip continually to keep the pace up, which surely would not be sustainable for another lap.

By contrast, the second place pony’s face was composed, her stride certain and strong. The driver was a small, slight woman who weighed considerably less than the man. Crowd roaring encouragement, she was slowly closing the gap. By the time they came around the final bend, the chaser was right behind the leader and using the slipstream.

As they came out of the bend, past Mia, the chaser made her move, steering out, leaving the inside rail and laying her whip ruthlessly and rapidly onto the ponygirl’s buttocks. She had judged the chase perfectly. They drew alongside, then gradually moved past the first pony and cart. That pony had nothing left, her stride ragged, not even the pitiless whipping she was receiving could get any further response from her and the driver even stopped that 15m from the line, accepting the race was lost.

In the stand, the crowd were on their feet, excited and noisy. A huge cheer erupted as the winner crossed the line. But a similar thing was occurring between the third and fourth placed ponies. When the third racer had come out of the trees, there seemed to be a comfortable gap, but the driver – a small man in traditional purple and green racing silks – had driven his ponygirl too hard too early and as a result she had slowed right up, her legs leaden.

As the fourth racer burst out of the forest, joining the track for the final two laps, the pony was moving much faster and fresher. As they got closer, Mia realized that the ponygirl was Ms Beaufort’s longer distance runner, then she recognized the driver as the groom, Ginger, in black and yellow harlequin silks – the colours of Ms Beaufort.

By the time they reached the final back straight, Ginger was bearing down on the unfortunate pony and driver who were going to have a podium finish snatched from them right at the end of the race. Mia saw Ginger lashing the whip on the ponygirl’s hindquarters to get her past their rivals before the final bend. They pulled away quite quickly after that, as much as 15m clear by the time they crossed the finishing line.

The top three finishers did a lap of honour around the track. Ginger spotted Mia resting against the rail and winked at her as she passed, she seemed very pleased with the result. The ponygirl was bristling with pride, prancing extravagantly, her eyes wild and bright. Mia winced when she got a close-up look at the pony’s livid, heavily welted buttocks, but she couldn’t deny that it had all been rather exciting.

At the arena, Mia saw Ms Aella and her spectacular show pony Sapphire perform their dressage routine. Sapphire was resplendent in pony boots and tack of vivid blue leather that matched her mane and tail, as well as a feather plume sprouting from the top of her bridle. It was so easy to see the difference between a new pony like Joujou and a seasoned, rigorously trained ponygirl like Sapphire.

Wearing those amazing hoof boots where the front of the hoof dropped down every time it lifted from the ground, she pranced with such precision and control. On the spot, then moving carefully forward, holding a pose with one leg raised, thigh exactly parallel with the ground, the toe of the hoof-boot pointing directly downwards. Then she trotted, high-stepping around the arena to great applause, stepping before the judging panel and actually reversing, prancing backwards for twenty yards, bringing cheers from the crowd.

The reverse-prayer position the ponygirl’s arms were in, the severe collar that held her head rigid, slightly tilted backwards, these enforced a posture that made the pony look prideful. Her spine curved convexly, breasts thrust forward, her head was posed abnormally high. But despite this, it was still obvious how proud Sapphire really was.

She basked in the attention and applause. At the acknowledgement of so many people of her beauty and poise, the absolute control under which she was held, her transformation from a woman to a stunning, sexualized, fetishized and bestial creature.

Despite all her experiences over the last few months, It was one of the most erotic things Mia had ever seen. It had a profound impact on her.

The routine finished with Sapphire pulling the cart in a tight circle, round and round. The rein to her left nipple was pulled cruelly hard, twisted upwards, the bit sunk deep into the corner of her mouth. The pony’s eyes were glazed with arousal, concentration and intensity. Then she was straightened up and galloped to the far end of the arena, turned sharply and high-stepped at a trot back to the centre to stop dead.

The crowd roared and cheered. There was a standing ovation from the stand that continued as Ms Aella – in the traditional red hunting jacket and black, peaked hard hat – directed the still prancing ponygirl out of the arena.

Mia was so energized after seeing the performance, both sexually and psychologically. The thought of being Sapphire, radically modified both physically and mentally, changed into such a beautiful creature and made to perform in such a way. So utterly helpless and restricted. So intimately controlled. Made to perform in front of hundreds of people. It was both chilling, terrifying, yet so mind-blowingly thrilling.

On her way back to the RAS tent, Mia saw Ms Aella’s other show pony again. Once more she was painting a picture of another pony, this time a muscle-rippling hunk of a ponyboy whose huge erection was caged and fastened to a belly-button piercing to hold it upright, pressed against his body.

Again, the ponygirl was out of her pony tack and dressed in a highly revealing and provocative outfit. A tight, short latex dress in vibrant bright red that matched her hair. As before, it had a high collar wrapping her neck to right under her chin and long sleeves. Down the front there were two slashes from collar to waist through which each of her breasts stuck out, bare. A broad, shiny red belt cinched her waist, emphasizing the corset underneath that gave her such a sexy, curvy shape.

Two more slits in the rubber, at her hips, reached to the hem of the skirt, revealing her thighs, her brand and the crotch-high latex stockings sheathing her legs. The back of the dress also had two slashes from collar to waist, flashing glimpses of her bare back and the corset as she moved. Finally, the arms of the dress also had a slit from shoulder to wrist, showing the full-length latex gloves she was wearing underneath. Her bald pate glistened with perspiration. She must have been so hot in such a get-up on such a warm day.

She ran her hand through her loose mane, fluffing it up, glancing shyly about, conscious she had quite an audience watching her, though whether it was for her artistic skills – which were of a very high calibre, in Mia’s humble opinion – or for the raw sexuality she projected, it was hard to tell.

Mia took some gratitude that the brevity of her own outfit at least allowed her to remain comfortable.

As she arrived back at the tent, she heard a wolf-whistle and turned to see the exotic mermaid leaning on the top of her tank, her arms folded across the edge, her gleaming green torso lifted out of the water. She beckoned Mia across.

She was a most wonderfully erotic realization, utterly convincing, worthy of a big-budget Hollywood movie. The prosthetics were seamless, the colouring artistic. She was a mermaid, no imagination required.

Mia put her foot on the raised step in front of the tank, lifting herself up to the same height as the amazing creature. Arms opening, the mermaid grabbed Mia and pulled them together, locking her lips on Mia’s for a passionate kiss. It felt distinctly weird. Mia could feel the prosthetics surrounding the mouth, but her arousal surged as the tongue expertly explored her mouth. The Mermaid’s hands found Mia’s breasts and cupped them, squeezing. Mia found herself reciprocating, the latex cold and wet, but at that moment the guy running the exhibit spotted them and chased Mia away.

A quarter of an hour later, Mia was back on the turntable, remembering the sweet taste of the mermaid’s mouth every time she found herself looking at the creature, who was swimming around the tank under the water, smiling and laughing at Mia through the glass.

In the evening, Mia watched the finals of the 600m sprints. The sky had clouded over and there were a few specks of rain in the air, but it remained largely dry. She briefly wondered what happened if they weren’t so lucky with the weather.

There were six competitors in each race. The first lap was run in lanes with a staggered start – just like on an athletics track – then the racers could break for the inside rail for the final lap. Ms Beaufort and her ponyboy had qualified for the final, though she had the difficult outside lane. The lady was wearing her black and yellow racing silks, dressed like a jockey in a real horse race.

The stand was full and people lined the outside rail about three-quarters of the way around the track. Mia estimated that there must have been six or seven hundred spectators. She couldn’t believe the popularity of this truly bizarre sport. Who knew!

As they broke lanes at the end of the first lap, Ms Beaufort had to check back to avoid a collision. It dropped her into fourth place as they reached the inside rail. It was make or break and the whips were flying to get the most from the ponyboys. The leader was well clear, but second to fourth were close.

As they charged down the back straight Ms Beaufort made her move, pulling alongside, then passing the dusky-skinned third-placed pony, but by the time they entered the final straight the three ponies – second to fourth place – had spread out alongside each other. It was a straight sprint. The crowd roared as the winner crossed the line at least a length ahead of the others, but the next three were neck-and-neck, being ruthlessly whipped towards the line.

From Mia’s position, she couldn’t see how they had finished. It was too close to call. A photo-finish was announced. After several minutes wait, the picture was displayed on the big screen. Ms Beaufort had grabbed third place by only inches, but missed out on second by a similar margin. The three podium finishers performed a lap of honour to cheers and applause, but Mia could tell that Ms Beaufort wasn’t happy.

Then it was the ponygirl final. Ms Aella and her pony, Diamond, had a much better slot in lane two. Ms Aella had such an eye for the visual, all her ponies looked utterly stunning. Diamond’s dark skin against her bright white mane and tail, with matching white leather tack and boots, presented such a sexy image. Her body was heavily oiled, gleaming, including the bare areas of her scalp.

Diamond was so different from Ms Aella’s show ponies, significantly taller and more muscular, with modestly sized breasts. She also didn’t wear the elaborate drop-down hoof boots, her feet and lower legs instead clad in something resembling a cross between a pony boot and a trainer, slightly (and only slightly) more practical for running in. They still had a solid chunky hoof and held her feet at a steep angle. There must have been rules as to what footwear was permitted.

All the ponies trotted around the circuit for a warm-up lap before taking up their positions. Ms Aella didn’t wear racing silks like Ms Beaufort and many of the other competitors, instead she wore drum-tight white leather riding breeches tucked into knee-high riding boots and a black, sleeveless leather top. Her black hair was in a ponytail, hanging down from beneath a black hard hat. She looked gorgeous, Mia found her so attractive.

Except for one, all the ponies in the final were tall and leggy, of the same body type. The ponygirl in the fourth lane was several inches shorter than the others, slightly stocky, with thick thighs and quite a masculine form. Her mane and tail were pale blonde and she had very high cheekbones, giving her an exotic appearance.

The crack of the starting gun and they were away, the crowd roaring. As they came into the home straight for the first time and the stagger started to unwind, it became clear how close the competitors were. The first and sixth lanes were slightly behind, but the middle four ponies were neck and neck.

Ms Aella had the advantage for grabbing the inside rail position if they could get clear of the racer inside her. She was flicking her whip repeatedly across Diamond’s hindquarters and it was enough. As they came into the bend they managed to get against the rail, forcing the others to stay wide and thus have to cover more ground to hold their positions.

Heading down the back straight they had the lead, Ms Aella’s whip now only flicking out occasionally to keep Diamond focused. There was a kerfuffle behind them. Lane four had pulled across lane three before they were clear, causing a ponygirl with gleaming black hair to have to check severely. She stumbled and nearly fell. There were howls of protest in the crowd, but Mia didn’t know the rules, would there be repercussions?

If it was allowed, the manoeuvre had paid off. The stocky ponygirl was now alongside Diamond, less than a metre behind. These two were pulling away. Diamond ran with such grace and fluidity, she looked magnificent. In contrast, the shorter pony’s gait looked ungainly and untidy, yet somehow it was very effective.

They remained together as they came around the final bend. Now both drivers were laying the whips on both ponygirls with venom, trying to force every bit extra out of the human equines as they could. They flew past Mia and she could see that Diamond was still ahead, but barely. Very briefly, she could hear the whips fizzing through the air, the cracks as they landed onto already heavily marked buttocks, but the crowd was screaming and soon drowned out the sound. As they got closer to the finish line, both ponies were starting to tighten up, gaits becoming ragged.

There was a distinct drop in the noise levels as they crossed the line, reflecting the uncertainty of the result, but Mia could see Ms Aella’s fist pumping the air – she thought she had won. The man driving the other cart wasn’t showing any such optimism. The ponies were drawn to a halt in front of the big screen, both standing tall and proud despite the physical distress they must be suffering.

There was an impatient couple of minutes wait, the crowd restless. Then the image taken on the line appeared, being run frame by frame as the two ponies approached the finish. As the picture froze completely, a new, artificial line, coloured red, was drawn down the screen in line with Diamond’s nipples (Mia was later to learn that this was the decisive body part. The rigid collars on the ponies prevented them from dipping their heads. First nipple over the line was the winner!) The crowd roared.

The Blonde ponygirl’s nipples were clearly behind, several centimetres short, but there wasn’t more than about two or three inches in it. Ms Aella and Diamond had won – how had she known?

They started on the lap of honour. Incredibly, considering the exertion she had just expended, Diamond was prancing, high-stepping all the way around the track. They were now alongside the outer rail, close to the crowd. Ms Aella was acknowledging the cheers and applause.

As Diamond pranced passed Mia, Mia could see the pony’s tear-filled eyes staring wildly straight ahead, almost manic. Her thighs were glistening with her sexual excitement that had oozed past her crotch strap. Mia tried to imagine what it felt like to be displayed thus in front of hundreds of people, turned into an animal and so brutally controlled, and then to have the shame of her sexual need so crudely exposed to everybody. It was horrific. It was outrageous.

Ms Aella’s eyes bore into Mia’s as she passed her by, a knowing smile on her gorgeous mouth. Mia shuddered. She couldn’t resist looking at the poor ponygirl’s bottom, the straps of the harness lifting and presenting the globes for maximum exposure. A mass of welts covered both cheeks, multiple strikes on top of one another low down. The ponygirl must be in agony.

The race had been so exciting and entertaining, but Mia felt some guilt at taking so much pleasure from Diamond’s ordeal.


15

Tangibles

Mia found herself given to Kendra again that night. She was on her knees on the inflatable mattress, her head pressed down into it, her backside high in the air. Wide leather cuffs were around her ankles, fastened together. Once again, a metal-stayed corset was laced painfully tight around her waist. Her arms were in a mono-glove behind her back, elbows almost touching, straps around her shoulders holding it in place. A chain hanging down from the apex of the tent was connected to a ring at the tip of her mitts, pulling her arms up and forcing her to bend forward.

A full-face latex helmet enveloped her head with just two airholes for her nostrils and a tight, reinforced mouth hole that pinched her lips into a pout. Around her neck, from under her chin down to her collarbone, a high collar had been closed and locked, sealing the helmet in place, even if her hands had have been free.

Kendra was working over Mia’s bottom with some kind of heavy strap. It slammed into her cheeks with a weight Mia hadn’t experienced before and it seemed to have a split tail, which meant occasionally the separate strands would catch a piece of her buttock between them, pinching savagely. It was total red-mist pain when that happened. It was brutal and her mouth was twisted in a rictus of agony, her hips heaving and writhing.

Inside the humid rubber helmet Mia was sobbing, her tears adding to the dampness of her trapped perspiration. Eyes open wide in the utter darkness.

Kendra was a real sadist, Mia was learning, understanding now why she was so unpopular among the staff at RAS.

The beating suddenly stopped. Kendra’s hand explored the damage she had caused to Mia’s backside, fingers running along the lines left by the split tail. Fingernails gripped the livid skin, sinking in, pinching viciously. Mia made a strangled cry of distress, instinctively trying to pull away and earning herself a sharp spank.

“Stay still, you little slut! Present your arse to me. This is about my pleasure, not yours. You are just a toy for me to play with and don’t forget it!”

Mia pushed her boiling buttocks back out towards her tormentress.

“I didn’t appreciate what a wonderful jacksy you have. I’ll be renewing my acquaintance with it when we get back home.”

Mia gasped and gurgled as Kendra squeezed and gripped her backside. Then she heard Kendra’s hand in the ice bucket once more. Already she had taken three ice cubes into her pussy and two into her bowels. The woman added another one to each hole. Mia grunted, squirming as the cold burnt her. It was such an unsettling feeling.

A couple of second later, the beating started again, the leather thumping into her rear with a sickening splat. Her buttocks bounced and rippled under the impact and she moaned. Was it her imagination, or was Kendra hitting even harder now? Blow after blow rained down, almost in a frenzy. It continued for several more minutes. Mia grinded her head into the mattress but she was helpless. The strappado position was so effective. She could hardly move and when she did it only increased the pain in her shoulders.

When Kendra eventually stopped she was panting.

“The harder you’re beaten, the more your pussy leaks, cumbucket!”

The water from the melted ice cubes had mixed with Mia’s helpless arousal and was trickling down her thighs.

Her scorched buttocks were spread wide and she felt two rounded heads press against her rosebud and pussy simultaneously. They pushed forcefully, opening her up, sinking into her in concert. It was an amazing feeling, Mia moaned.

“Lift your arse high, push back!” Kendra ordered, her breathing still heavy.

Mia obeyed and felt two dildos driving deeply into her. Both were large, but not massive, but their combined synchronized penetration took her breath away, stretching her, pressing against each other, trapping the membrane between her pussy and bowel.

Grabbing Mia’s hips, Kendra pulled her fully onto the invaders until her own hips were pressed against Mia’s so inflamed buttocks. Mia shuddered at the ecstasy of the sensation combined with the pain. Kendra began to fuck her very hard, slamming the double-pronged strap-on into her. It was crude and ferocious, like the woman was possessed, without thought for Mia’s comfort.

The two dildos were so close together that they didn’t fully flex to adapt to Mia, rather it was the other way around, Mia’s bowels and vagina were being stretched and tugged to conform to the strap-on. It felt extraordinary, uncomfortable, but not enough to detract from the pleasure of the prongs pistoning in and out of her holes. It was crazy. Mia couldn’t control herself. She was soon screaming as she climaxed.

Mia wasn’t released at all, afterwards, other than having the chain removed from the tip of the mono-glove so she was no longer in the strappado. She lay on her side next to Kendra in the bed, a sheet pulled over her body, helmeted head lying on a pillow. Her arms inside the leather sheath ached abominably, though not as bad as her buttocks and she felt sore back and front, like she had been screwed by a horse.

Kendra had really fucked her harshly – there was something malevolent about her that frightened Mia. She wasn’t sure that the woman could control her darker impulses and feared that she could be seriously hurt, something she didn’t worry about in the hands of Ms Rose or Ms Beaufort. It hadn’t discouraged her unquenchable need to be dominated, however, and she had cum twice. She had to trust Ms Rose’s judgement. Kendra had been her PA for a long time, she must be trustworthy, even if she skated close to the line.

The rubber helmet was unbearable. Her head was so hot, the latex clinging to her damp skull and face, trickles of perspiration finding trails to slide down, tickling her. The corset crushed her waist and the bottom of her ribs and still her ankles were fastened together. Despite it all, Mia’s lust was still simmering away, ready to go again. She had become insatiable, thinking of little else, needing little else to be content.

Kendra played idly with Mia’s nipples and breasts until she dropped off to sleep, but not before telling Mia she needed a boob job. Despite her predicament, Mia was so tired she did manage to sleep herself, however fitfully. Probably because of the heat of the helmet, she had one of the most vivid, fevered dreams of her life.

She is Emerald, a show pony belonging to Angelina Aella. She is outside the arena of the Bavarian festival site, waiting her turn to perform, high-stepping towards the entrance. She is between the shafts of a lightweight pony buggy, fully tacked-up and completely under the control of the exotic, powerful woman who owns her.

She can feel the heat of the sun on her bare scalp, either side of her luminescent green mane, which has been shaped and sprayed so that it stands high on the top of her head and curving down to the base of her neck. From there it hangs over her hands and forearms, which are brutally fixed in the reverse-prayer position down the centre of her spine. A mohawk that matches the vivid green tail that sprouts from her anus and is swinging between her legs, brushing against them.

Her harness and bridle are also of green leather. She knows she looks stunning, that all eyes turn to her as she passes by. She prances proudly, fully trained and accomplished in using the drop-down pony hooves that point to the ground with every step she takes, giving her the genuine gait of a real pony.

The all-encompassing collar holds her head fixed in position, tilted slightly backwards, giving her a perpetual look of aloofness, an almost comical appearance of narcissistic pride which is further enhanced by the strict binding of her arms which curve her chest convexly, thrusting her massive tits forward. They dominate her torso, the flesh swelling out from between the criss-crossing straps of her harness which valiantly tries to contain them.

She glances down at the thick metal rings that pierce each of her nipples and to which her reins are attached, capable of causing her so much distress with the slightest pull. The curves of the top of her tits are covered in her helpless drool, glistening in the sunshine, and which continues to seep out from between the bit that is lodged between her teeth, running down her chin, hanging off in strands.

Both reins are pulled hard, twisting each nipple upwards, causing agony. At the same time, the spools on the shanks of her bit rotate, lifting the port that extends into her mouth from the crossbar of the bit. This hits the roof of her mouth, causing hurt and discomfort. The bit also pinches into the corners of her lips, pulling them back, revealing her perfect, brightly bleached teeth. Emerald immediately obeys the instruction and comes to a halt.

There is a man in front of her, eyes sparkling with lust as his eyes run up and down her severely bound body. His smile is lascivious as he speaks past Emerald to Ms Aella, in German. He has a white square in his hand with the number 29 printed on it. He presses the square against her abdomen, sticking it in place.

His hands briefly wrap around her waist, feeling her toned and oiled body, then drop down to caress the brand burnt into her hip. Emerald shivers. She always does whenever her brand is touched. She remembers the pain, the smell of her burning hide, the moment she became owned. Then he grabs her breasts and squeezes them hard. She is used to being handled and groped, she loves having her tits squeezed.

“hübsches Pony!”

Then he is gone.

She can hear the noise of the crowd, hundreds of people. The sound level rises with cheering and shouting, much applause. The currently performing show pony has finished her routine. It is moments before Emerald will be in her place, displayed before so many strangers as the exquisitely trained animal she now is. Her body flushes with excitement and fear, but above all, lust.

She sees the other pony exiting the arena, passing right by her. She is a stunning beauty of east Asian heritage, her pitch black mane flecked with red highlights. Her eyes are bright with arousal and emotion, they briefly meet Emerald’s – a shared understanding, empathy, and rivalry too, all pass between them in an instant. Taboo creatures they have both become. The white square underneath her huge tits has the number 28.

Ms Aella slaps the reins onto Emerald’s shoulders.

“Walk on.”

She prances forward. The huge dildo under her crotch strap shifts, caresses her, flooding her body with irresistible pleasure. The large plug in her arse moves, pressing against the dildo through the membrane that separates them.

She feels so stuffed, penetrated so fully back and front. There is nothing of her that is private, that is not controlled by Ms Aella. And it feels so good to be so dominated, to be completely owned.

The reins slap her shoulders once more.

“Trot!”

Emerald increases her pace, still high-stepping. She is so used to running in these extraordinary hoof boots now that it is natural, burnt into her psyche by hours, days, months of unrelenting practice. She doesn’t need to think about it.

She hears her name announced on the PA system. She had another once, a long time ago, but that woman is no more.

They pass through the entrance into the arena to fresh cheers and applause. She can only see directly ahead because of the blinkers. People resting against the railing, they are all looking at her. She can’t see the stand where the majority of the crowd are, only hear them to her left.

It is thrilling that so many people are watching her, as well as scary. She knows she looks great, that she is impeccably trained. She will give everything to make Ms Aella proud of her.

A sharp tug on her right nipple and Emerald turns sharply. She trots around the perimeter, continuing to high-step, imagining what she looks like to all the people. There are feathers coloured to match her mane sprouting up from the strap across her forehead. A highly trained beautiful animal. A woman transformed into a being of pure sexuality, pure sensation, pure submission.

The plugs inside her are flexing and shifting. She is so turned-on. Her heavy breasts are swaying, the solid metal nipple-bar that connects them - biting uncomfortably into the tips of her nipples – ensures that they move neatly in unison, adding to her sexual pleasure despite the ache they cause.

She cannot move her head or neck at all, the collar’s harsh grip reinforcing her helplessness. She feels the straps of the harness and bridle cutting into her. Her mitted hands, fastened to the back of her collar, fight their restraints even though she knows it is pointless, she cannot move them at all, nor her aching arms.

Emerald is turned again, trotting down the centre of the arena towards the grandstand and the judges. Now she can see the hundreds of people looking at her, at the spectacle she presents, the ultimate object of desire.

Ms Aella flicks her whip across Emerald’s buttocks and the pain is atrocious. She bites into the bit between her teeth as tears form in her eyes. The agony adds another layer to all the physical and psychological sensations saturating her body and mind. The dildo flexes at just the right moment and Emerald sees stars, hit by a thunderous, shocking orgasm.

On the bed, next to Kendra, Mia thrashed in her bonds as her dream culminated in an extravagant, hallucinatory climax. Her eyes opened inside the blackness of the helmet as ecstasy gripped her whole body, ankles tugging on the cuffs that held them locked together, her arms fighting the armbinder, her waist squirming against the restriction of the corset, the cloying touch of the rubber on her face – all of these were real, not imagined, and added to the intensity of the orgasm.

Her mouth opened against the stricture of the reinforced latex that surrounded her lips and she sung a wordless song of rapture.

“Cumbag slag!”

Kendra was not happy at being woken up. Her open palm pressed on the side of Mia’s face, pushing her head forcefully into the pillow underneath it. She pinched Mia’s nipples viciously, then repeated the action on her excruciatingly tender bottom.

Mia lay panting for a few moments, her head still pressed into the pillow, caught in a space between dream and reality, crushed that what she had just experienced wasn’t authentic. It had been so tangible. The feel of each step in the hoof boots – even though she had never actually worn them before. The taste and feel of the bit in her mouth with its infernal port – even though she had never actually experienced it. The pride and delight she had felt at being Emerald. It had been so visceral and now it was gone.

Then Kendra had hooked a finger through a ring in Mia’s collar and pulled her down the bed, between the woman’s legs. Her mouth was pressed against Kendra’s pussy and immediately, dutifully, went to work, relishing the taste of the cruel virago.

After her climax, Kendra fell straight back to sleep, her thighs closed around Mia’s latex-covered head, Mia’s lips still pressed against the slick and fragrant labia, drawing in the scent with every breath, mouth full of the distinctive flavour of Ms Rose’s PA. Despite the discomfort of her bonds and her now uncomfortable position, exhaustion eventually got the better of these deterrents and Mia continued her disturbed sleep.

* * *

It wasn’t until Mia got back home that she found them. They had been slipped into a side pocket of her carry-on spinner case. Two envelopes of black vellum. There was a Post-it note stuck on the outside of one of them:

Tu sais que tu le veux

The handwriting was stylish and flamboyant. She had to look up the meaning on a translation app on her phone. You know you want to.

Mia had become a lot more conscious of her image, even away from RAS. She was dressed in skin-tight black leather pants and a matching jacket, knee-high suede boots with a four-and-a-half-inch heel and open toes that displayed her bright red nail polish. She was always immaculately and heavily made-up now even when she wasn’t working – something she had previously been very casual about.

The taxi driver who had brought her home had his eyes on stalks at the sight of her, kept looking at her in his rear-view mirror. She enjoyed being looked at and desired almost to a compulsive level now. She liked to imagine that guys like the taxi driver were wanking off to the memory of her, or thinking of her as they fucked their wives/girlfriends, having glimpsed for a moment the alternative world that existed out there.

That was the world of unbridled, hedonistic, sexual excess. The place that Mia now resided. The place the taxi driver occasionally had the opportunity to press his nose against the glass and peek at as it passed him by.

She shucked off her jacket and sat on her sofa, holding the envelopes in her hand.

For all the delight at her new life, the unadulterated happiness she was experiencing every day, Mia still felt a little like the taxi driver herself. Her own nose was pressed against the glass at yet another world beyond her own. That was a place of total, unequivocal submission. She was confronted with the manifestation every day that she worked for RAS.

The bizarre, shocking Calsada, covered in tattoos and chains. Each and every pony that she passed chained in place at the back of the aeroplane. Owned, all control and autonomy relinquished, allowing their bodies and minds to be transformed, shaped to the whims of their owners. It was so powerfully compelling, enticing, yet utterly terrifying. A place she wanted to explore but her rational mind would not yield. It was a step too far. It was much safer to have wonderful, orgasmic dreams of being ponygirl Emerald, with the freedom to escape.

She opened the first envelope and pulled out the card inside. It was a voucher for a cosmetic surgery clinic in Harley Street. Redeemable to the value required it said, rather cryptically. Procedures at the discretion of the patron. Did that mean what she thought it meant? After staring at it for quite a while, Mia put it back in the envelope.

She pulled a second card out of the second envelope. Another voucher. A two-week course in ponygirl training at Cacklebrook Farm. Mia shuddered with erotic fear. Again, she stared at it for some time before replacing it.

She lifted the envelopes to her nose and drew in a long breath. They had the distinct perfume of Ms Beaufort. It was unmistakeable.

Mia sat there for some time, the envelopes in her lap, staring into space. Then she got up and put the envelopes into a drawer. They were steps she couldn’t contemplate taking...yet.

She went into her bedroom to masturbate to the memories and experiences of her long, unexpected weekend, her first pony festival. Then she was going to sleep for a day to recover from the thrilling, but emotionally and physically gruelling adventure.

The End

(for now...)
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Out in the countryside on a sunny summer’s day, struggling artist Kara Lee carelessly trespasses…and makes a shocking discovery…finding a place where dark sexual fantasies are brought to life. Ponygirls are trained to pull people around in carts, maids serve in elaborate rubber uniforms under strict discipline and erotic excess is celebrated, all under the iron authority of the charismatic Angelina Aella.

Kara finds herself ensnared in this world of leather and latex fetishism, BDSM rituals and power exchange and is stunned to find her own repressed sexuality unlocked. Her life will never be the same again!




Share Kara’s tumultuous experiences as she learns the truth about what occurs behind the walls and gates of Cacklebrook Farm in this 49,000 word novella.

Main theme is lesbian domination, some male domination, with bondage, use of whips and canes, body modifications.

Excerpt

“Can she not speak?”

“Don’t be silly, Kara. Ponies don’t talk! Give her some titbits from your plate and she’ll like you even more!”

Kara glanced once more at Angelina to see if she was joking. One artfully shaped eyebrow rose in response.

Kara stabbed her fork into a slice of banana in the fruit salad bowl and then leant forward to be able to reach the fork to Sapphire’s mouth. Her lips were full and pouty, looking suspiciously as if they had been artificially enhanced, and as they peeled back to accept the offering, they revealed perfect small white teeth.

As her tongue curled out to slip the banana off the fork, Kara just stared, mesmerized. There were several bits of metal embedded in the organ. A large ball sat close to the tip, similar to Lily’s, but twice the size. It even had a ring at the top that lay to one side. Further back, two smaller balls sat next to each other, the three piercing points forming a decorative equilateral triangle.

She held eye contact with Kara as she chewed and swallowed the fruit.

“Strawberries are her favourite.”

Kara fed her a strawberry, then another.

“You can touch her. She likes to be petted as well. She’ll take all the attention she can get.”

Kara didn’t know what to do – where do you pet a ponygirl? Bound the way she was, her breasts were the most prominent and exposed part of her, the flesh bulging from between the gaps in the harness straps, the nipples thrusting straight at Kara.

Angelina laughed.

 “Give them a squeeze, you know you want to!”

Kara hesitated. Sapphire was showing no reluctance to the idea, quite the contrary, her eyes glistened with excitement. She seemed to be leaning even further forward to present the bulbous mammaries.

Kara couldn’t help herself. She reached out and gently rubbed the back of her left hand on the side of the ponygirl’s right breast. Sapphire made a sound, like a small whine, and pushed her breast harder against Kara’s hand. Her brow was creased in a frown, her lips closed in a pout, her eyes pleading.

Emboldened, Kara cupped the breast in her palm, applying pressure with her index finger and thumb.

A low moan escaped Sapphire’s lips, which curled back in a smile.

Kara released her grip, then applied it again, firmer this time. The breast felt wonderful in her hand. A sexual thrill shot right through her. The warm, soft skin oozed out from the cooler, tougher straps of the harness, her slim fingertips disappearing into the mound.

Further emboldened, she pressed her palm against the nipple, flattening Sapphire’s breast against her chest, still squeezing with her fingers. Kara felt the hard nub, with the even harder cold metal ring and the attached rein. This was so barbaric! She had never been so turned on in her life.

Kara put down her fork and cupped her right hand under Sapphire’s other breast, feeling the delicious warm weight. Her thumb rubbed across the nipple, inducing another noise of pleasure from the ponygirl. Kara increased the pressure.

Sapphire’s lips parted and her eyes briefly closed, only to open again, still looking directly at Kara. The nose ring was huge when viewed this close, heavy and industrial looking, the dull metal glinting only occasionally in the sunlight and sitting right on her top lip so that Sapphire must be permanently reminded of its presence. With a sigh of pleasure, sapphire closed her mouth and Kara had an overwhelming, irresistible desire to put her own lips onto that mouth.

It was the first time she had kissed a woman. The lips were soft, smooth…feminine and delicious, with the cold, unyielding ring a brutal juxtaposition that couldn’t be avoided. Their tongues briefly met.

Suddenly self-conscious, Kara pulled back. Had she really just done that? Her loins were on fire and she really wanted to do it again, but the thought that Angelina was sat alongside her watching had become too much. She felt her face flush.

“Doesn’t she taste wonderful!” Angelina smiled. “Lay back and relax, Kara.” 

Her hand pushed gently on Kara’s chest until her head rested on the cushions behind her. Angelina leant over so their faces were close.

“I bet you taste delicious too, Kara! May I kiss you?”

Kara drank in Angelina’s perfume. Her presence this close was electrifying. Below impeccably styled, arching eyebrows, those violet eyes flecked with green mesmerized with their hypnotic depths, doing nothing to quell Kara’s rampant lust. She could only nod in response.

Angelina’s mouth was bigger, stronger, and more assertive. Her tongue forced itself passed Kara’s lips and took her breath away and Kara had to restrain a whine when she briefly withdrew.

“Hmmm…Wonderful!” Angelina smiled, before her mouth renewed its plundering. 

Kara squeaked as Angelina’s hand found her left breast and tweaked the nipple.

So lost in the moment was Kara that she was slow to realize that her skirt was being lifted. There was a rush of panic but her raging desire was so great that she couldn’t move. Her lack of control over how events were unfolding turned her on even more, as if all responsibility had been removed from her as she reached a level of sexual excitement she didn’t know was possible.

Gently, her legs were drawn apart, the knee of her undamaged leg raised. She felt fresh air on her exposed vulva.

Angelina withdrew from the kiss, tugging at Kara’s lower lip. She laughed.

“Thank you, that was wonderful!”

Kara was too overwhelmed to respond.

Angelina glanced languidly down Kara’s body.

“Sapphire would like to thank you for being so nice to her, is that OK?”

Kara just nodded again, still feeling Angelina’s lips on her own, her fingers on her nipple, even though both had been withdrawn.

“She is very skilled with her mouth, just enjoy her!”

As Angelina lay back, Kara’s view cleared once again. Lily knelt next to the ponygirl and she was unclipping the feathered plume from her headdress. Next, she lifted Kara’s skirt where it was bunched around her thighs. Without thought, Kara raised her hips to allow Lily to push the dress up to her waist. Sapphire’s head immediately bobbed down under the dress, disappearing from sight.

Kara cried out as Sapphire’s mouth made contact with her vulva, a fusion of sensations radiating from that part of her body. Her hips leapt up instinctively, pushing harder against the lips and tongue. Kara moaned and closed her eyes, savouring the most exquisite feeling she had ever experienced. 

She opened her eyes again to see Sapphire’s bound arms and bottom nestled between her legs, the ponygirl’s tail gently swaying with her movements as her tongue moved through Kara’s labia, first probing her vaginal opening, then attacking her clitoris. Occasionally, the metal of the pony’s tongue piercings would press against a sensitive spot, the extra hard pressure causing Kara’s hips to jump in reflex. 

Kara was so turned on her first orgasm came quickly. She gave a cry and covered her face with her hands as the euphoria crashed through her. She squeezed her thighs together, trapping Sapphire’s head, rocking her hips.

Kara lay still. She wasn’t sure if she had blacked out or not – for long moments nothing had existed but her genitals – but Sapphire’s mouth was still at work and now her teeth were nipping at Kara’s clit, then her tongue was pushing into Kara’s vagina and renewed waves of ecstasy flared.

Kara opened her eyes again, glancing to her left she saw that Angelina lay beside her, her jodhpurs pulled down until they snagged around her boots, her legs held up in the air by Lily’s hands and Lily’s head was buried deep in her crotch. In fact, Lily was nothing more than a ball of shining black, glistening like oil in the sunshine. Angelina’s hands had hold of Lily’s head, directing and controlling it.

This is so depraved! This cannot be happening! Oh, but it is!

She looked again at the woman between her own legs. Her hands moved down, pulling her skirt further up so she could see Sapphire’s head. Now she could properly see how Sapphire’s arms were held behind her back. The elbows pulled together and strapped so tight they were touching. Her forearms were folded, pointing upwards towards her head, the palms of her mitten clad hands facing each other, another strap at her wrists holding them there and a short chain from her collar linked to rings at the top of the mittens so she had no possibility of moving the limbs at all. It was like an extreme prayer position, only behind her body instead of in front of it. The sight both horrified and excited Kara. It must have been agonizingly painful for the ponygirl.

Her fingers touched the bald scalp either side of Sapphire’s mane, her hands briefly holding the braided hair, then she grabbed the straps of the head harness and pulled Sapphire tighter into her crotch. Kara gasped as the ponygirl responded by attacking her clitoris with even greater zeal. Her eyes closed again as she savoured the new sensations she was discovering.

The rise to her second orgasm was calmer and more luxurious. It felt like slow motion after the desperate first one. Each separate climb and plateau could be appreciated and as Sapphire sucked, licked and bit - sometimes all three seemingly at once – Kara felt the eruption begin deep in her core. Higher, higher, ever higher to a crescendo.

She screamed, clamping her thighs to Sapphire’s head without any thought to the woman’s comfort and lifting her legs, thrashing them, dragging the pony’s head roughly from side to side while her hands still held the head harness, ensuring the mouth remained locked to her crotch.

Kara lay back, finally releasing her hold on Sapphire.
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Calli Webster has been searching for her friend Charlotte Cain, who disappeared suddenly last year. The only clues she can find lead her to a seedy strip joint and a topless waitress called Azure. Calli is unprepared for what she finds at the club and becomes drawn into a world of raw lesbian sexuality, fetishism, domination and submission.

Meanwhile, Imogen Roberts, who has been suppressing her submissive desires for all of her life, is also lured to the club by her infatuation with the star performer, exotic performance artiste Crimzon.

The two women’s lives are destined to become entwined as the temptations provided by the club pull them deeper into an alternative lifestyle that they find thrilling and frighteningly irresistible, but is also changing them beyond recognition. How far are they prepared to go for the opportunity of being part of this world?

A follow-on to the original Inversion novels with many of the characters making a reappearance in smaller roles, Calli’s Quest is centred around Calli and Imogen’s journeys of self-discovery and transformation and features more than 64,000 words. 

Main theme is lesbian domination. Explicit F/f sex, body modifications, exhibitionism, leather and latex fetishism, bondage, corporal punishment.

Excerpt

Calli had thought that Crimzon ran the show, but it turned out she was just a junior partner, The big boss was Lexi Aston, known to everyone except Crimzon as Miss Aston. Miss Aston run the place with a rod of iron and was feared by the staff – with good reason. As far as Calli could work out, the woman was a genuine sadist.

She had a pet called Bubblegum. Calli had never actually seen Bubblegum’s face. Often, If Calli was in Miss Aston’s office, the pet would be there too, but always covered in pink rubber from head to toe, including her head and face – sometimes her breasts, buttocks or vulva would be bare. She was always either on her knees or bound in some uncomfortable position.

Crimzon had warned Calli that Miss Aston would test her, try to shock her to make sure Calli could cope with the things she would see or experience working at Le Moulin Noir, and the woman had certainly done both of those things. During her initial interview, the unfortunate Bubblegum had been bound on the long sofa that dominated one half of Miss Aston’s office.

Her arms were pulled out from her sides and tied to the arms of the sofa, while her body was bent double and her legs pulled wide apart and fastened to the top of the back of the sofa at each end. This left her head pushed into her chest and her bare bottom pointing outward and upwards, hanging off the edge of the seat cushion.

Halfway through the interview, Miss Aston had got up, retrieved a cane and placed six livid stripes across the vulnerable, exposed buttocks of the pet, inviting Calli to stand close by and watch. Calli had been horrified and fascinated in equal measure. It was so wrong yet she found it incredibly erotic.

Calli had even been coaxed into touching the welts with her fingers, feeling the angry heat emanating from the lines. Bubblegum was not only blind inside her rubber helmet, but her ears were plugged and capped too, effectively making her deaf as well. She would never know that it was Calli making her hips squirm as she ran her fingers along the raw skin. But it didn’t stop Calli feeling guilty. How could anyone enjoy being treated like that?

Bubblegum had also been very effectively gagged, she made hardly any sound as she took the punishment. There was a short tube sticking out of the helmet where her mouth would be. She had been breathing hard during and after the chastisement and this caused the tube to whistle urgently with her desperate attempts to draw and expel air. That noise had remained in Calli’s head for days, like a song, an earworm. The thought keeping her perpetually turned-on.
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