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Jealousy

Joujou

Once upon a time there was a girl from Wagga Wagga who had strange desires and dreams. As she got older, she came to realize that she was different, very different, from the other people in New South Wales, in the whole of Australia, possibly in the whole of the world. She searched long and hard to find the answer to the heartache and despair, the guilt, the loneliness and alienation that her desires wrought. A darkness that wrapped her soul.

And in Europe, in Berlin, she eventually found it.

And she became someone else. She became something else.

Joujou couldn’t remember how long she had been a ponygirl. She had been conditioned not to think that way. She had been conditioned not to think much at all, but to live in the moment, for the sensations that gripped her mind and body, the pleasure…and the pain.

And when she did have to put her mind to work, she had learned that it was best to apply it to things that mattered, like pleasing her owner, like limiting her exposure to that pain – principally avoiding as much of the whip and the crop as possible. She concentrated on being the best ponygirl she could, eluding punishment. Those were the thoughts that mattered to the day-to-day quality of her life. Not thinking about the past, but savouring her present, maintaining the contentment and fulfilment she had attained by making her dreams a reality.

She knew this was her first winter as a ponygirl and it wasn’t over yet, therefore she hadn’t been a pony for even a year, because it had been spring when she had been sold on the auction block and bought by Ms Beaufort. As the days and weeks rolled by in the stable, with no access to clocks or calendars or media of any kind, it was a world where time had little meaning anymore. If there was a place she had to be and a time to be there, the grooms would worry about that. She would just exist, moment to moment.

Though that auction, that moment of time in her past, did remain powerfully in her memory. It would take something very radical for her to forget that.

The unadulterated terror, the sheer panic as she was led onto the stage, naked but for a collar around her neck and cuffs holding her wrists behind her back. The chain from that collar being tugged inexorably, dragging her now reticent body forward until she was stood under the spotlights, the light blinding her completely from the audience of potential bidders, one of whom would own her in a short time.

How crazy was it to have voluntarily signed up for this!

But what a rush it gave her perverted, infernal psyche. How sexually excited she had been.

And so quickly was it over. The hammer came down. She was sold. She had relinquished the next five years of her life.

Or she had been reborn.

How quickly she had been subsumed into her new life, living as a pony, ceasing to be human, being a purely sexual being, or a sexual object – she wasn’t sure which, maybe she was both, it didn’t matter. She was happy. The empty hole in the centre of her soul was filled at last. Her life before the auction was a distant matter, rarely thought about. It belonged to someone else. She was Joujou the ponygirl, transformed physically and psychologically. Yes, she had been reborn.

The transition from her fantasy to reality had been a shock. It had been traumatic, those first few days and weeks. She had been heterosexual. There had always been the possibility that she would be sold to a woman, but men and mixed-sex couples made up the vast majority of buyers. Maybe the small chance that she could be bought by a woman had added to the jeopardy, added to the thrill, but she had not believed it would happen. It did. She had been distressed at the discovery.

Her fear and naïveté then would have made her smile now, except the bit lodged in her mouth prevented such a physical expression. The bar of the bit had a tab that projected into her mouth and her tongue stud was locked to it, leaving her tongue virtually immobile. That didn’t stop her fighting against the implacable restraint constantly, an instinct that had not receded over the last few months. It was infuriating. The bit caused her to dribble profusely, constantly. Her chin was covered in drool, as were top of her breasts, but it was natural, normal. She didn’t think about that much anymore.

Of course, being forced to an earth-shattering orgasm by a woman was no different than by a man, she had quickly learned. How soon she had adapted, learned to crave eating out a woman just as she craved cock. Her pussy responded to being dominated by a woman the same as it had for a man. She was, after all, an insatiable slut. Her greatest reward was to be able to worship Ms Beaufort’s sex, but she was given that opportunity rarely.

The other big shock had been her physical transformation, having her body altered to the requirements of her owner. She had signed up for it, but had not thought that the changes would be so profound. Her contract said her welfare must be protected and no lasting harm must be done to her. No change was allowed to be permanent. Technically, she guessed that was true. The multiple piercings, her waxed scalp, they all looked dramatic, but need not be long-lasting. They offered plastic surgery to remove her brand at the end of the term.

Her augmented breasts and swollen, bee-stung pout had looked pretty permanent when she had first seen them. She had gone from small-breasted to big-titted, and Ms Beaufort promised a further augmentation when the time was right. Some dermal fillers had been used to subtly change her face. Those intensive first few weeks had been harrowing on her body. No one from her past would recognize her if they bumped into her and the idea of that had pleased her.

To see someone different from her old self when she caught her reflection helped her accept Joujou as her new identity. It confirmed her new reality.

And now the shock had past, she knew she looked stunning, fabulously sexy, beautiful and exotic, wonderfully equine. She was a little bit in love with herself. Her tits looked great and increased her vulnerability, an extra target for cruelty, to increase the discomfort and pain that could be inflicted on her – something that, irreconcilably, she both hated and craved. Her lips were fabulous, kissing with them was extraordinary, though the opportunity to do so frustratingly limited.

She spent a large part of every morning in the gym. Every part of her was toned and shapely. She had a six-pack on her abdomen like an Olympic athlete. It had bred a confidence in her body, in her appearance.

The shock of losing her hair had passed quickly. Her mane was not much more than an inch wide down the centre of her skull. Her scalp was regularly waxed to keep it clean and glowing. It was a severe look, dehumanizing. But it reflected the severity of her ownership, the uncompromising values of Ms Beaufort. It was a proud badge of her identity, as much so as her brand, though less traumatic.

When the red-hot iron had been pressed into her hip, she had passed out. She had never been sure if it was the actual pain – atrocious as it was – or the fear of the pain, of the iron burning through her hide, that had caused her to faint.

It had been bigger than she was expecting, over two inches in diameter. A thinly lined circle with a small letter S top left and a larger letter B bottom right, it was the mark of her owner, Sydney Beaufort.

The odour of her burning flesh was something she would never forget, but the brand left her in no doubt that she was owned. It was definitive.

Occasionally, she was able to get a look at it, but most of the time the bondage she was kept in restricted her from doing so. To her eternal frustration, she had never been able to touch it with her bare fingers, to really feel it. Her hands were always enclosed in the stiff leather mitts, the thick hide conveyed little feeling and hardly bent at all, holding her fingers straight and useless.

The mitts only came off every few days for a few minutes. Her hands were washed and her nails were trimmed, then they were put back on. During the time they were off, her hands and arms would be restrained so she could touch nothing. She had not used her fingers since she had become Joujou. And in truth, she had no need of them. She was a pony and everything was done for her. She accepted their loss.

In her pony tack, her arms were fixed in the severe reverse-prayer position behind her, mitts locked to the back of her collar, her elbows strapped together in the small of her back, forearms in a straight line down the centre of her torso. It forced her shoulders backward and curved her spine, thrusting her chest forward as if she was ostentatiously proud. It had taken many weeks before she could achieve the position, her elbows pulled closer each day when she was tacked-up.

It was both uncomfortable and painful. After a while, the pain receded to a dull ache and sometimes a numbness. When they were unfastened at the end of the day it was agony for a few minutes. But it happened every day without fail and it was just another regular routine of her life, the price of being a pony belonging to a strict owner. Every morning in the gym her arms were given a vigorous work-out to keep them toned and strong despite the fact that they were never used.

At the same time as her mitts came off, so did her pony boots. Her legs and feet were washed and her nails were trimmed, then the boots were laced back upon her again. At no time were her feet allowed to touch the floor. Joujou couldn’t remember ever taking a step without her hoof boots on. They added eight inches to her height, making the ponygirl over six feet tall. She liked being tall, it made her feel leggy and elegant, equine.

The boots were custom-made for her, holding her feet steeply arched, but very supportive. The front of the hoof dropped down every time each boot was lifted from the ground to look like a real pony foot. It required a completely different way of walking. Each step had to reach further forward and then be brought back as the foot dropped, allowing the base of the hoof to ground flat. It gave her a genuine pony-like gait and a bouncing flamboyance to her steps.

And flamboyant it always had to be. Every step, every movement had to be graceful and poised, exaggerated, showy and disciplined. She was a show pony, always on display. If she didn’t achieve the required affectation she would feel the crop on her thighs, the whip on her bottom.

It had taken weeks for her to fully accustom herself to this way of walking and running, but now it was second-nature to her, she no longer needed to think about it, couldn’t remember when she had stepped any differently. She was a pony. This was how a pony walked.

There was no respite to her existence. Any preconceptions that she may have had that this would be a world of adults playing games had long since vanished. She was kept as a pony 24/7 under unrelenting discipline, not allowed out of her role for one second, every failing punished. She had learnt that Ms Beaufort was a ruthless, cruel owner, her wrath to be feared. Pain and suffering was the result for disappointing her. But incredible pleasure could be bestowed upon Joujou when she was found pleasing. Ms Beaufort was the centre of her world now, her creator.

Early on, Joujou had needed that clarified, to understand the harshness of the regime she was to live under. She had been dreamy, unfocused, wholly naïve. Pain had been effective at getting her focused and disciplined. She had always had a rebellious streak. At times she had pushed back, tested the limits of her control.

Her biggest mistake had been speaking again after getting a brutal whipping the first time she did it. It was the golden rule of being a pony. Never speak. There had been a part of her that had to rebel, against her own better judgement. That part of her personality had been successfully excised. She had spent a month of nights with her tongue crushed in a pin-lined clamp. She hadn’t spoken since. A lesson learned harshly, the severity and authenticity of being truly, literally owned.

That had been a long time ago. Now it never occurred to Joujou to speak. She sometimes wondered if she would lose her vocabulary. She often thought in emotions and images, undefined, not in words. Her life was very simple, just total obedience. And she found that satisfying and easy, relieved of the worries of her former life. Despite days that veered from utter boredom to the extremes of intensity, she had no regrets. She was fulfilled.

Joujou was being led down the main concourse of the stable building at Belles Larmes, Ms Beaufort’s country estate. Her horseshoes clopped loudly off the flagstone floor. She was being returned from a session outside. It had been bitterly cold and raining hard and she was soaked through. It was that typical English rain that didn’t seem to be much but drenched you in no time at all. If there was one thing she missed from her homeland it was the weather.

It was warm in the stable, but she was still shivering, feeling the cold rainwater sliding down her body and on her bare scalp. She was concentrating on how she moved, how she carried herself, displaying herself – as usual – as if she had an audience to impress, as she had been taught. She pranced with pride, lifting each thigh to 90o to the floor with every step, pushing her large breasts forward. The severe pony collar locked around her neck held her head rigid, tilted slightly back. Her body was buckled tightly into her harness.

She was being led by Ginger, the head groom, who had a firm hand on the pony’s reins just under her chin, able to instantly and effortlessly control the ponygirl, forcing her to keep pace to avoid the painful pull on her nipples, where the end of the reins terminated.

The piercings in her body were a constant presence she was not allowed to forget. The thick, heavy rings through her nipples kept them always sore, pulled and twisted by the reins throughout the day. In addition, they were always clamped by a nipple bar whenever she was tacked-up, which was always several hours a day. Their capacity to give both pleasure and pain was irreconcilable and they had become a fundamental part of her being in a way they never had before she became a pony.

Also, whenever she was tacked-up and bridled, there would be three chains attached to each of her sturdy earrings, tugging and distending her earlobes perpetually. One heavy chain descended directly down from her ear, fixed to a ring on the shoulder of her harness. Two lighter chains connected to the bit ring of her bridle, beside her mouth, and to the heavy ring piercing her septum that lay on her top lip. The pull on that ring from both ears kept a permanent tension on it that was unpleasant and impossible for her to ignore.

Psychologically, the nose ring had a profound effect on her, reinforcing her status as an animal, no longer a person. It wasn’t a pretty, delicate ring that a woman might wear as jewellery, but solid, heavy metal, utilitarian. When she wasn’t bridled, there would often be a heavy chain connected to it for use as a leash or to fix her in place. It was also used cruelly to hurt her – a strong tug on the chain was very distressing, making her eyes water, a unique pain, her septum was so sensitive.

And then there was the barbell piercing through her clit hood. She could feel its existence constantly with any movement of her body. It shifted subtly all the time, catching her clit occasionally, keeping her perpetually sexually charged and wet and her pussy craving attention. It was a genius addition by her owner, ensuring Joujou was captive to her own sexuality, always on heat. It gave her so much pleasure, so much… But it was also such a source of frustration, leaving her desperately needy for long periods, and even after she was given relief, the ecstasy she yearned for, she was soon aroused once more.

So as Joujou high-stepped down the concourse, the clit hood piercing was shifting with each step, caressing her most intimate of places wonderfully. At the same time, the tightly fastened crotch strap of the harness pressed against her labia, rubbing her sex delightfully with each step, pressing on the barbell piercing, increasing its effectiveness. And on top of that, the dildo and butt-plug attached to the strap and lodged deeply in her vagina and bowel were flexing and active with her prancing, radiating exquisite pleasure out from her sex and throughout her body. It felt glorious. She was totally addicted to the sensation.

The blinkers attached to her bridle severely restricted Joujou’s sight. She was looking forward with no peripheral vision at all, not even upward, and could not turn her head at all, but she was still able to see the door to the simulator open further down the concourse and Ms Beaufort step out, resplendent in black leather. The Frenchwoman knew how to look chic always, effortlessly stylish and carrying herself with such confidence. Instinctively, the ponygirl felt a rush of lust and fear simultaneously.

But behind her, her owner was leading Chouchou and Joujou immediately felt very different emotions. The other show pony was a running sore in Joujou’s psyche. She bristled with emotional hurt and indignation whenever she saw the slut. Her resentment had become challenging to control.

The sassy whore had caught Ms Beaufort’s attention, diverting it away from Joujou. It should be Joujou in the warm, dry simulator with her owner and the wannabe ponygirl that was outside in the cold and the rain with the groom. Whenever the air hostess, the trolly dolly bimbo, appeared at Belles Larmes, Joujou was relegated to second fiddle.

Now, in the last few weeks, the rookie ponygirl was appearing at the stable every few days, only for a couple of days, then disappearing again. And every time, Ms Beaufort’s head was turned by the tart. It was hard enough to get her owner’s interest at the best of times with two other ponies in the stable, but when Chouchou was there, Joujou became invisible.

What made it even more painful to accept, the trolly dolly was being turned into an exact replica of Joujou. She had the same tits, the same mouth and now even the same mane. OK, her mane and tail were blonde with streaks of dark and Joujou’s were dark with streaks of blonde, but other than that, they were now looking pretty much the same – they could be sisters. Why did Ms Beaufort want another Joujou? What was wrong with the original?

The final straw was that when Chouchou was in the stable, Joujou only got fucked once every three days instead of once every two. Jester, the only ponyboy in the stable, was allowed to fuck a ponygirl first thing in the morning. The grooms brought him to the ponygirls’ stalls in turn, which meant Joujou got a hard screwing every other morning. Jester’s cock was big and he was powerful, with stamina, a fantastic fuck. She loved it. She needed it.

But when the trolly dolly was here, Joujou had to go three whole days without that cock inside her. She hated that fucking spoiled slut!

Because of the blinkers, both Ms Beaufort and Chouchou were quickly out-of-sight, but Joujou could hear the clop of the other ponygirl’s hooves on the floor, they got louder and then receded as they passed each other.

Fucking slut!
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Shiny Bowling Pins

Mia Ford’s stiletto heels rapped against the polished concrete floor as she made her way across the hangar of Rose Air Services toward her plane. She strutted like a catwalk model, placing one booted foot in front of the other, swinging her hips, head high, virtually parading, even though there was probably no one watching. She could feel the latex of her uniform dress sliding deliciously against her body with every movement.

Above the pale pink dress, her dusky pink leather jacket was zipped closed right to the shoulder, the buttery soft hide stretched tight across her full bust, the thin material tented in two places by her erect nipples (two squares of bristly fibres on the inside of the jacket, aligned with the tips of her breasts, continually rubbed the nipples to keep them stiff – her bare tits not covered by the dress.) Her uniform cap incorporated a half-mask that covered the top portion of her face, two oblong cut-outs providing slightly restricted peripheral vision.

There were currently two planes in the hangar. Today, Mia was assigned to the small Gulfstream jet parked in front of the Airbus A319 that she commonly served on. As she passed by the larger jet she slowed and then stopped, her attention caught by a particularly striking ponygirl waiting by the rear ramp to board her flight.

She had seen a few ponies – both girls and boys – fitted with pony-head masks in the past, but she had never found them convincing, thinking them crude and misconceived. But this ponygirl was wearing a remarkable mask and Mia approached for a closer look. Usually the mask was too big, making the head look out of proportion to the body. But this one was tailored to the pony’s real head, close-fitting and balanced, the most authentic she had seen.

Mia nodded to the groom who stood beside the pony holding the reins.

“Good morning, miss. That headpiece is incredible! Do you mind if I have a closer look?”

“Sure!”

The groom was tall and willowy with a slight stoop, sandy hair drawn back in a ponytail. She had soft, kindly eyes. Mia didn’t think her request would be a problem, owners and grooms usually welcomed attention for their ponies, something they strived to achieve. It was also good for the pony to be examined by strangers, helping to reinforce their status and objectification. Mia could see that the ponygirl was experienced, having two brands burnt into her hip, one below the other, meaning she was on her second owner.

She was small for a ponygirl, slightly built and with moderately sized breasts. Pulling a cart would be that little bit harder for her.

The mask wholly covered her face, with wide straps either side wrapping around her head, locking at the back, completely covering her human ears. A third wide strap passed from her forehead across the top of her skull to lock into place with the other two. She was actually completely bald, her mane incorporated into the top strap – a strip of white hair four inches high, sitting stiffly upright like the bristles of a brush, curving over the top of her scalp to the top of her neck.

Both the mask and the straps were coloured closely to her natural skin tone, except for the white blaze down the centre of the headpiece. Two pony ears, soft upright triangles, sat just above where her human ears would be. The face was skilfully designed to the contours of the human face underneath and had the look and texture of human skin. It incorporated her real eyes, though they were deeply set. They met Mia’s enquiring gaze boldly, proudly.

The convincingly pony-shaped face also used the pony’s real mouth, too, the bit lodged between her white, even teeth, though once again it was deep-set. It was simply fantastic, pure artistry and Mia found it fabulously erotic.

“A lot of work has gone into it… and I mean a lot! It’s taken several years to perfect it, but we have it just about right now.”

“It’s just astonishing, miss! So cleverly designed! Does she wear it all the time?”

“It comes off for cleaning once a day for a short while, then straight back on again. She’s never seen without it outside of the bathroom. Feel it if you want!”

Mia put her hand up and stroked the ponygirl’s muzzle. Unfortunately, she was wearing her uniform gloves and wasn’t allowed to remove them, but she could feel the softly padded, pliable construction and dense, fuzzy hair that made up the blaze.

“It’s fixed directly into her face through piercings in each nostril, three across her top lip and two under the bottom lip. Then there are two more each side, one in the centre of her cheeks and one at the end of each eyebrow. There are tubes from the nostril holes on the mask that lead up into each nostril as well.”

Mia shivered as she realized how truly invasive the headpiece was. The thought of having it fixed onto her own face was both horrifying and arousing.

“Of course, the mane is made from her real hair!”

The groom ran her hand across the mane, flattening it. It immediately sprang back into shape.

“It’s just amazing, miss! I haven’t seen her displayed or competing at any events, though?”

“She wasn’t shown publicly last year. Might well be this year, though. We’ll see.”

“Thank you for letting me look at her, miss!”

“Not a problem!”

Mia resumed her journey toward the Gulfstream, glancing back once when she heard the clatter of the pony’s hooves mounting the ramp to the Airbus. The ponygirl pranced with such élan, she truly was an erotic sight. For a moment Mia longed to be in her place.

In the eleven months Mia had been a flight attendant for Rose Air Services she had encountered a mind-blowing array of sexual peccadillos. The human capacity for perversity and fetishization was boundless and continued to challenge the limits of her imagination. Today was to be no exception.

The whole raison d'être for RAS was to fly the wealthy and kinky clientele discreetly around the world, in luxury, without compromising their lifestyles (and more importantly, that of their submissives, slaves, pets – whatever situation they had voluntarily placed themselves into.) Ponygirls and ponyboys were the most popular representations of this sub-culture, but RAS accommodated all kinds of other BDSM related peculiarities.

Mia remembered how ignorant and naïve she had been before starting this job. It was laughable how she had thought of herself as sexually adventurous, cosmopolitan and permissive when her life had been so narrow and mundane, so vanilla and so dull. Her experiences since joining RAS had blown that safe and mediocre world away. Every day on this job had the potential to present something new and exotic. She found that day’s flight a genuinely weird one, creating memories that would prove difficult to shift from her mind.

The destination was Marrakech, Morocco. The jet only had eight seats and she was the only attendant on the flight. The client required her to wear a burqa. She had heard of colleagues who had been directed to wear them on occasions, but this was her first time. The garment was made of black latex with a mesh grill that covered part of her face. Underneath, she still had her regular uniform on, including her cap with its half-mask, but without her jacket.

It left her vision severely restricted. How was she supposed to provide excellent service when she could hardly see anything? It was already getting hot and stuffy and she had only been wearing it five minutes. She also had the skirt of her dress zipped closed right down to the knee-length hem, effectively hobbling her. The flight was over three hours long, it was not going to be pleasant inside the thing for that length of time.

She heard feet mounting the steps on to the jet and the client appeared in a swirl of bright white Arab robes. A pale, blue-eyed face swathed in the traditional keffiyeh headdress glanced at Mia’s shrouded form as the man wafted past. He was quite handsome, but a little chubby-cheeked, with a well-groomed sandy-coloured beard – not looking at all Arab despite his dress.

Mia then watched as three figures enveloped in seemingly identical Burqas to her own were brought up into the jet by the female ground crew staff. It quickly became clear why the figures couldn’t mount the steps unaided. From beneath their veils came the rattle of chains. Their legs were restrained such that they were unable to raise their feet high enough to climb the stairs without assistance. Each concealed form shuffled forward into the plane, only able to take tiny steps, their bodies remaining stiffly upright.

Each took a seat, one behind the other, down the opposite side of the cabin from where the man had sat as if familiar with the routine.

Mia received the signal from the duty manager to prepare for departure. The door was closed and she locked it.

So familiar now with having her own arms bound behind her, Mia could tell by the way the shrouded figures were sat that they were in the same situation, their concave shape detectable even through the heavy latex of the burqas. She fastened the seat belts for each of them. There were slits in the side of her burqa for her gloved hands to pass through. The heavy rubber rustled and slithered loudly with her every movement.

By the time they were airborne and she was preparing the man’s lunch, it was stifling inside the burqa. Every breath was hot, humid, latex infused and stale. Her eyes were starting to ache as she strained to see in detail through the mesh panel covering her face and perspiration was seeping down her forehead and the back of her neck. On New Year's Eve, Mia had been given her own ponygirl mane, which meant she had to wear a blonde wig when on duty for the airline. That was warm enough at the best of times, but with the heavy rubber layer on top her scalp was burning.

She had two sheets of typed instructions giving her the details of how to serve the man and his wives. There was special Arabic tea and coffee for him. She had served the coffee before take-off. He had not spoken to her or acknowledged her in any way, but that was not uncommon among the clientele of RAS.

Serving the wives was another whole kettle of fish. Their burqas were actually not identical to Mia’s, each contained a hidden flap underneath the mesh face panel that could be lifted to access their mouths. After she had served the guy his meal, she turned her attention to the line of gleaming bowling pin shapes sitting unnaturally upright and unmoving.

The feeding instructions were very specific and in a large, bold font to take account of her restricted vision. She was to feed the wives front to back, in the order they were seated. She pushed the trolly cart down the aisle and stopped beside the first shrouded form. As she leaned forward she made a vain attempted to look through the mesh to see if the wife’s eyes were at all visible. Peering between two screens, her own and the wife’s, it was impossible.

From the trolley, Mia picked up the first tube of three for each wife. Each tube was about four inches in length and about half-inch in diameter, made from clear plastic. The first contained a green paste that looked wholly unappetizing to Mia. The second tube contained an off-white coloured similar paste. The third was a pale, slightly clouded liquid. Mia fitted the first tube into the device that had been supplied with a long plunger at one end.

Her gloved fingers fumbled under the mesh panel until she found out how to open the flap. There were two little magnets sealed inside the latex to keep it closed. Pulling them apart revealed a gap about two inches wide and five inches long. Mia bent over to see as best she could.

It looked like the wife was wearing a form-fitting rubber helmet underneath the burqa. There were two holes for the nostrils just visible and out of each protruded little plastic cones that distended each nasal passage, stretching them unnaturally wide, presumably designed to keep the airways clear and enhance the airflow.

The mouth was hidden under the faceplate of a gag from which a short tube – no more than half-an-inch long – jutted out. With every breath a low whistle came from the hole, a slightly different sound for the drawn in and expelled air. The swell under the faceplate indicated that the gag filled the wife’s mouth to capacity. Mia shivered as she realized the full extent of the wife’s encasement.

The device containing the tube of paste and the plunger slotted perfectly onto the gag tube. Following the instructions, Mia slowly depressed the plunger, watching the space containing the green paste slowly shrink as the contents were injected into the tube. She could feel the hidden figure swallowing continually to the plunger’s smooth progress until the entire tube was empty. There was still another four inches of travel left in the plunger and the instructions told her to press until it reached the end, guessing that was to push the paste right through the gag tube.

She could see the mesh panel undulating to the exaggerated breathing coming through the nose while the air was blocked through the mouth. The wife remained motionless and apparently calm. The fingerplate of the plunger clicked as it hit the body of the device, fully extended. Mia waited until the wife stopped swallowing and then pulled the device free of the gag tube. She heard the air recommence whistling through the tube once more, the breathing slightly faster and harder than before.

Mia swapped over the empty tube for the second tube of white paste in the device, drawing the plunger back out again. She reconnected the device to the gag tube and repeated the procedure to empty that tube too. Finally, the tube of cloudy liquid was injected. This one was taken in faster. There was a cleansing wipe for Mia to clean up the stubby mouth tube, but in truth the device was so efficient that she couldn’t see any residue.

Sealing the flap of the burqa closed again, Mia pushed her trolley cart down to the next seat to repeat the entire feeding on wife number two, then wife number three. At no time did any of the wives move at all. If it wasn’t for the breathing and the swallowing they might not even have been real, living people.

Mia cleared the remains of the man’s meal away and cleaned up the galley. Out of sight of the clients, she fanned the burqa to try to get cooler air inside. It was only moderately successful. A few minutes later, the guy pressed the Call button to summon her.

He had reclined his seat somewhat, spread his legs wide and lifted his robes so that his erect cock was in view, one hand toying gently with it. It was shorter than average, but also slightly thicker as well. Barely glancing at Mia, he snapped his fingers and pointed at the floor between his feet.

Mia dropped to her knees, lifting the burqa so that it didn’t catch under her legs. The man handed her a condom, which she unwrapped and rolled down his cock. It pulsed with excitement under her touch. The condom was unlubricated and he handed her a tube which she initially thought was straightforward lube, but when she squirted some onto her fingertips she found it had the look and texture of male ejaculation. Was it real? Could you buy spunk in a tube? She smothered it over his rubber-covered cock.

“More! Much more!” The guy spoke for the first time.

As Mia squirted a large blob onto his prick, she managed to read some words off the side of the tube: Guaranteed STD Free. She spread the gloop right down his shaft.

“More!” He barked again.

She squeezed even more out of the tube. His cock was now really thickly coated in the stuff. The man reached forward and lifted her burqa right up at the front, bunching it, until her mouth was visible.

“Blow me!” She struggled to place his accent, could have been Scandinavian.

Despite her distaste at the prospect, she obeyed without hesitation, leaning forward and taking the twitching tool into her mouth. The guy let go of the burqa and it dropped onto his belly, leaving his cock inside the garment with Mia. Mia’s mouth was filled with the taste of gism, cold and slimy – it was real!

She took him deep, her lips closing low on his shaft. As she drew them up she sucked the spunk off the cock and had to swallow it down. She tried to disguise a shiver of revulsion. Cold semen tasted gross!

The man sighed. His hands gripped the top of her head and pushed it down, making it clear he wanted her to take him into her throat. With practiced ease, she relaxed and swallowed him down, lips now sliding down the shaft until her nose was squashed in his pubic hair. Still he pushed harder, ensuring she took him as deep as she could. He held her there for at least twenty seconds before letting her back up. She struggled to breath inside her rubber shroud. The man groaned and shifted lower into his seat.

“Lick me clean and swallow it all.”

As Mia obeyed, the guy squirmed sinuously. His hands appeared under the burqa and grabbed her breasts, squeezing and manipulating them. He gave a grunt of approval.

Unbidden, Mia took him down her throat again. He sighed, fingers sinking into her tits, hurting her.

“Don’t rush it, there’s plenty of time!”

Though most of the spunk was gone now, she could feel it coating her lips, teeth and tongue, its bitter flavour remaining. She gently worshipped the cock, feeling how excited he was and not wanting to push him too quickly. Finally, with a pinch and twist of her nipples, he withdrew his hands from her breasts, but this was only to take the tube of cum out of her hand. She felt him squirting the remainder of the gism onto her breasts.

“Rub in the cum. Make sure it covers all your tits.”

Head still bobbing up and down on his cock, she drew her gloved hands inside the burqa and cupped her breasts, still able to feel the spunk as she spread it around. She was both revolted and excited at the same time at the way the guy was treating her, at the humiliation of being used as a cum-dump.

“Work it into your nipples…Deep throat me again!” He was sounding increasingly excited, his breathing getting heavier.

Again, the guy held her head in place. When she was allowed to pull up, he lifted the burqa right up so that it was framing her face. She let the cock slip out of her mouth to get a deep breath, glancing upward. The guy had another tube of the spunk! He popped the cap and tipped her head further back and squirted the gloop across her cheeks and chin thickly.

“Spread it all across your face like a cum-covered whore!”

While she was doing that, he was covering his prick with another substantial coating. Then he pulled her head back down onto his tool, pulling the burqa back down as well. Her mouth took the cock, pulling the gism off it again. She bobbed her head up and down, working her tongue piercing into the groove below his glans.

He groaned, his hips jerking.

“What a fucking cocksucker you are!”

His hands wrapped around her veiled head, pushing her down further. She swallowed him again, lips sliding right down to the root of the shaft. His hips pumped, fucking her throat, occasionally letting her up to breathe, but he kept a firm hold of her, controlling the position of her mouth on his cock. He was panting, becoming increasingly animated. She felt the cock swell and then violently spasm as he ejaculated into the condom. He roared, pushing her nose into his pubic hair, holding it there, thrashing about.

At last he became still and allowed her head up enough that she could breathe again. She gulped as much air as she could, so hot and light-headed inside the latex. Her sweat was mixing with the spunk, running down her face. The smell of latex and cum overpowering.

He patted her head.

“That was good!”

He lifted the veil to expose her mouth and nose again. The waft of fresh air was like reaching an oasis in the desert.

“As a reward, you can finish up the cum!”

Mia felt the nozzle of the tube of gism pressed against her lips. She opened and took it into her mouth. The guy began to squeeze the tube from the bottom and the remaining spunk jetted out. It was yucky and she swallowed it down as quickly as possible, feeling slightly nauseous.

“I want you to wear the cum until I disembark, understand?”

“Yes, sir.”

Mia felt so submissive and turned-on despite the mess she was in.

“And don’t drink anything or wash your mouth out, either. I want you to taste and smell the cum for the rest of the flight.”

“I understand, sir.”

The heat and humidity inside the burqa meant that the spunk on her face and tits didn’t dry, but became increasingly pungent as the time past. Mia felt so sleazy.

At one point she was ordered to take each of the wives to the toilet, something she had never had to do before. The second typed sheet of instructions covered that.

Guiding the first wife to the cubicle, Mia could hear the rustle, snap and squeak of rubber as well as the tinkle of chains as the veiled woman shuffled forward. She lifted the wife’s burqa up above her waist as the upright figure sat down on the toilet seat. Underneath, the woman was wearing a scrupulously polished black latex catsuit, though the material was much thicker than that of a regular catsuit. The complexity of the outfit under the veil was amazing.

Ballet boots were laced tightly up to her knees, but both the tips of the toes and the tips of the stiletto heels had a flared base that gave more contact to the floor, thus greater stability – needed if the woman was to be able to walk at all in her level of bondage. Over the top of each boot was locked an elaborate metal cage, a lattice of gold swirls and curves that wrapped her calves and shins, fitting to their shape exactly. They had to be custom-made.

At the lowest point of the metalwork, just above the ankles, a golden chain connected one leg to the other. The chain was heavier than it needed to be and about twelve inches in length, ensuring each step she took was greatly restricted. It explained why her walking had been so slow and difficult. At the top of the metalwork, just under the knee, another chain linked her legs together, this one was slightly shorter than the ankle chain.

Above the knees, there was a similar arrangement wrapping her thighs, the cursive metal forming patterns and shapes that looked stunning against the shapely, shiny, black latex clad legs underneath. Again, just above the knees and just beneath the crotch, heavy gold chains linked her legs together, each getting progressively shorter as they got higher up the legs. The lengths were carefully calculated so that they would all snap taut at the same time as the unfortunate woman tried to walk.

With the instructions were a set of keys to unlock these chains, enabling the rubber-clad form to part her legs. The wife was wearing possibly the most extreme corset Mia had seen. Her waist was tiny, her torso above funnelled into such a narrow circumference that it was genuinely shocking to see. The thing was so unyielding that it held her rigidly upright.

Mia couldn’t resist lifting the burqa higher to view it properly. Like her legs, there was a cage of gold metalwork locked around her torso with the same cursive patterns, a thick gold band around her waist and shaped cups to hold her large breasts high and jutting forward. Her nipples poked out through holes in the catsuit, each surrounded by a star-shaped part of the cage that pushed deeply into the areola, exposing the nipples to the maximum, fitting closely around the base like a little collar.

Whether this was enough to keep the nubs perpetually erect or whether the woman was just turned-on at her current predicament, Mia didn’t know, but they were both sticking out like mini door-stops, thick gold rings piercing them that were clipped to the metalwork of the cage. Mia resisted the temptation to touch them (she really shouldn’t have been looking at them at all) and let the veil drop so that it was bunched around the woman’s waist. Throughout the inspection, the wife remained motionless, like a statue.

That still wasn’t the full extent of the metalwork framing her body. From the band around her waist, two rigid gold strips descended into her crotch, creating a Y-shape that passed between her legs and up between her buttocks to again lock to the waistband at her back. A crosspiece passed between the two strips just above her mound to form a triangle that framed her sex. Locked over this space was a shallow Perspex dome displaying her genitals underneath.

Mia stared at it in bewilderment. Somehow, the woman’s labia were stretched apart revealing the deep pink insides of her vulva. It was actually difficult to see exactly what she was looking at as the sex had been leaking a fair amount of arousal that remained trapped inside the clear plastic. Having nowhere to go, it was pooling in the narrow bottom of the triangle and had splashed against the transparent cover with the woman’s movements, creating a fuzzy image.

In fact, it was one of Mia’s instructions to remove the cover to allow the wife to pee, then clean out the vaginal fluid so the plastic was clear again. Of course, it wasn’t that straightforward. She had to lap up the pussy juice out of the cover before cleaning it and then lick the pussy itself clean before replacing it. She was to masturbate the woman but under no circumstances let her cum, locking her up again and leaving her to stew.

Mia used the provided key to unlock the cover. It came out downward, turning the convex plastic into a shallow concave bowl that held the pussy juice in a little puddle at the bottom. The smell of hot pussy and sexual arousal was pungent. Mia was shocked at the sight of the woman’s now fully visible sex. Three hooks were connected to each gold strip that formed the triangle. The other ends of the hooks were looped through grommets pierced into the woman’s outer labia, stretching them wide open.

It must have felt horribly uncomfortable, if not downright painful. Mia tried to imagine what it must feel like to walk around and spend long hours with her sex so exposed and with such a drastic pull on her flesh. The bright pink interior gleamed under the artificial light, slick with the wife’s sexual excitement. The vagina was also distended itself, the base of a dildo sitting tight against her tunnel, the dong sunk fully inside her.

The woman’s clitoris was directly pierced by a sturdy gold ring. Mia had never seen a direct clitoral piercing before – she understood that most women were not anatomically capable of taking one. A chain from the ring lead to another in the centre of the base of the dildo and there was no slack in it at all, ensuring a constant pull on that most sensitive part of her. What kind of sensation must that create when the wife walked? No wonder she was so aroused!

Mia lifted her own burqa and draped it around her head, leaving her face free. She could feel the spunk that still covered her cheeks and chin, still on her lips. She glanced down to look at her breasts, still shiny and streaked with white. She shuddered, revolted by how she felt.

She lifted the plastic cover and tipped the pussy juice out, directly into her mouth. It was salty and a little spicy, tasting a little atypical. The raw flavour overpowered the fading taste of the semen from earlier. She swallowed it down with little relish and then licked the Perspex clean before washing it out in the little sink, drying it until it gleamed and was fully transparent again.

Following the instructions on the sheet, she leaned her mouth close to the woman’s ear – her hearing must have been impaired - and called out loudly:

“Piss!”

The wife must have been holding on to a full bladder, the stream of pee went on and on, tinkling into the toilet bowl underneath her. When she eventually finished, Mia wiped her clean. The touch of the wet-wipe producing the first movement from the figure since she had sat down, her pussy spasming helplessly to the firm touch, both her legs moving a fraction.

Mia unfastened the chain connecting the dildo to the wife’s clit with great difficulty in her leather gloves (normally when working during the flight the gloves were swapped for a fingerless latex pair, but today she had specific orders to keep them on.) The fumbling tugging repeatedly on the pierced pleasure centre, causing further spasming and some squirming by the woman.

With the dildo finally released, Mia slowly withdrew the dong. She realized that it was a replica of the man’s cock, identifiable by its short length and wide girth, as well as the distinctive curve that it had. The wife was spending the entire day with her husband’s cock inside her! Mia began to fuck the woman with it, starting slowly, but gradually increasing the speed and force of her thrusts. While the figure still made no verbal noise that Mia could hear, she did begin to writhe quite animatedly, her hips twitching desperately – she was so turned-on.

Reluctantly, Mia had to stop quite quickly for fear that the woman would climax. She pushed the dildo fully back in and reconnected the chain to the clit. The woman thrust her crotch at Mia, physically pleading for the fucking to continue. Mia held on to the woman’s thighs, pressing them back down onto the toilet seat until the rubber-wrapped figure settled still again.

Mia bent forward and put her face into the woman’s crotch, dragging her tongue across the exposed insides of the stretched open sex. The hidden figure’s hips lifted once more off the seat, trying to push harder against Mia’s mouth. Mia’s hands were still on the thighs and fought to keep the body still. Mia did as instructed, licking up as much vaginal fluid as she could, even though she didn’t think there was much point. The woman was so excited she was just generating ever more.

Finishing with her tongue on the woman’s prominent, stiff clit, Mia had to pull back once more in case she induced the forbidden orgasm. The figure continued to wriggle frantically, fighting Mia’s hold on her, pussy spasming. For the first time, Mia heard a muted whine, muffled pleading from under the burqa to match the accompanying snap and squelch of the latex from the wife’s agitated movements.

Mia felt more than a little guilty, very familiar with the predicament the woman found herself in – so needing to climax and being cruelly denied. She replaced the plastic cover over the dramatically displayed pussy and locked it. For the moment, the Perspex was clear, presenting the exposed, glistening insides of the woman’s vulva. It was an amazing and disturbing sight.

Mia assisted the wife back to her feet and led her back to her seat, both of them fully enveloped in their burqas once more.

“Make sure to strap her back in.” The husband called.

“Yes, sir.”

Mia fastened the seat belt, able to feel the woman’s hips squirming desperately underneath the rubber, though she did calm down some once Mia had pulled the belt tight, accepting her situation more readily than Mia would have been able to do.

Mia had to repeat the whole exercise with the other two wives, after which she was feeling quite queasy, having swallowed so much pussy juice on top of the spunk earlier, unable to drink or eat anything else or even wash her mouth out.

Each wife was dressed and restrained identically, except the form-fitting metalwork locked upon each was of a different colour – silver and bronze. Mia wondered how the pecking order was decided. Was it chronological (first, second and third marriage) or was it a competitive thing that changed on the whim of the husband at perceived achievements or failures? She was never to know.

Two days later, Mia had received a formal marriage proposal from the man. She was called to Ms Rose’s office. Her boss had found it hilarious. There was a massive (and massively expensive) bunch of flowers, a box that contained a thick and heavy collar that she thought was made of platinum, studied with large jewels. They were accompanied by a guilt-edged sheet of vellum professing his admiration for her skill, femininity and submissiveness in flowery language, with the promise of substantial riches were she to agree to become wife number four.

Mia couldn’t deny that she was intrigued and aroused at the thought of what such a life would be like after her encounter with the other wives, but she didn’t seriously consider it. She hadn’t found the man particularly attractive or engaging. She kept the flowers but sent the collar back with a carefully worded letter produced in consultation with Ms Rose – they had to be careful not to upset a regular customer of the airline.
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Getting Wiggy with it

Despite the rebuff, the memory of Mia’s encounter with the guy and his wives stuck in her mind like an earworm. She found the plight of the wives profoundly erotic and couldn’t stop thinking about them for weeks afterward, fuelling her fantasies and dreams. The fact that she was no longer permitted to wank herself only built up the erotic tension further and one night she experienced an incredibly vivid dream. Inevitably, it played out as if instead of rejecting the proposal, she had accepted it.

Now his fourth wife, she is trailing after the other three burqa-shrouded wives as they leave the passenger suite and enter the hangar at Rose Air Services, shuffling toward the small jet that awaits to take them back to her new home in Morocco.

The physical and emotional sensations of her predicament feel so authentic as she takes each tiny step, all that the chains linking her legs together permit. Her balance feels precarious in the ballet boots, pain lancing up through her toes every time she places them down onto the hard concrete floor of the hangar. She can feel the heavy, intricately-shaped metalwork that is locked onto her legs, to which the chains restricting her steps are attached. They grip her muscles, pinching them as they flex, expanding and contracting with her efforts to walk.

Her waist is crushed so small in the brutal corset that her whole torso aches and the effort of her shuffling feet is enough to make her breathless. She just cannot expand her lungs enough to get the air she needs with even this gentle activity. The gag further inhibits her ability to breathe freely. The rubber has been inflated to pack her mouth, stretching her jaw and cheeks and tastes horrible. The flow of air whistling through the tube in the centre of the gag is limited, the funnels forced up her nostrils, distending them uncomfortably, do not compensate for the reduced airflow.

She struggles so hard to see. The custom-made latex helmet that presses against the contours of her face wraps her head so tightly and has fish-eye lenses fitted, distorting her vision dramatically and she is finding it so hard to adapt to them. Over these, she has to peer through the mesh face panel of the burqa. All her breaths draw in the stale, humid air from inside the burqa, so heavily infused with the odour of the rubber.

As well as the baggy folds of the shroud slithering and rustling with her movements, the skin-tight catsuit ripples across her body with each little step, caressing her skin like it is alive, crackling and squelching sinuously. She can feel this more than hear it, the helmet has earplugs and padding that greatly reduces her hearing.

Her arms are bound wrist to elbow behind her back. It is instinctive to keep pulling on the cuff, to want to use them for balance and stability. Their position curves her back, pushing her chest forward, held in the rigid grip of more metalwork that cages her torso, forcing her breasts high and outward. Her nipples are so hard, poking out of the holes in the catsuit, out through the metalwork, constantly being rubbed by the latex of the burqa as it swings back and forth.

And there is the ever-present pressure of the heavy, wide and thick platinum collar that is locked closely around her throat, sitting high under her chin, keeping her head up. It is her wedding ring.

All the sensations are overwhelming her consciousness, keeping her desperately horny, exacerbated by the two life-size replicas of her husband’s cock that occupy her pussy and her bowel, leaving her stuffed, perpetually penetrated by her lord and master. With every step they shift inside her, an extraordinary feeling. But not so crazy as the pull on her pierced clitoris from the chain connected to the front dildo, driving her mad with sexual thirst, but not enough to bring her off. She needs to cum so bad!

The psychological and physical impact of having her clit pierced has been profound, exerting such a degree of control over her mind and body. There is nothing, no part of her that her husband does not have mastery of. And the symbol of that is at the bottom of her belly, the Perspex cover that displays the inside of her pussy, her husband’s cunt. Her pierced labia stretched agonizingly wide to reveal her so definitively. Each step pulls each labium savagely, ruthlessly, focusing her consciousness on that part of her anatomy and the lack of autonomy she has over it.

She shuffles onward towards the jet, using the back of her fellow wife in front of her as a guide. As they reach the plane, she can make out the white shape of her husband mounting the steps, robes billowing, as he disappears inside. It reminds her that his cock is filling both of her holes even when he is not present. She is full of him.

Waiting, she watches as her former ground crew colleagues Kat and Amelia – in their smart leather uniforms, looking so gorgeous – lift each shrouded bowling pin of gleaming latex, her fellow wives, up the steps and into the jet. It is such a simple act that she is not capable of performing. Then it is her turn.

Hands grabbing her buttocks, grabbing her bound arms, tilting her backward, lifting her from her painful toes. Then her feet are back beneath her, ballet boots taking her weight once more. Her eyes ache as she peers through the distorting lenses, vaguely making out the black shapes of her sister wives shuffling down the aisle of the cabin. There is another black-veiled figure, the flight attendant – herself in her former life – who she undoubtedly would know, if she were able to identify her.

She hobbles forward, overcome with discomfort and sexual need, feeling the silicone cocks inside her flexing and caressing the walls of her vagina and bowel. Each step tugs on her stretched labia, pulls on her chained, pierced clitoris and finally it is all too much and she staggers as an orgasm crashes through her consciousness, grips her bound body and she feels euphoric as the desperate sexual tension is released, it is an astonishing moment…

In her own bed, in her own flat, lying between her latex sheets, dressed in the latex nightgown that she was required to wear, in the hot, uncomfortable rubber helmet that she had to put on every night, Mia had a shattering wet dream, cumming in her sleep.

She awoke, gasping, squirming, still riding the wave of ecstasy, eyes now open but only to the blackness of the closed helmet and its cloying, claustrophobic confinement. It was several days since she had been able to orgasm and her body had found its own natural release of such pent-up arousal. She wrapped her arms around herself, moving the latex against her skin, shivering and writhing, groaning. The dream was so intense. So real.

Gradually, her thumping heart and heavy breathing returned to normal. The hated helmet was stuck to her skin, her head so hot inside it, the sweat acting like glue. It was so uncomfortable.

Mia had been living under the stricter, enhanced regimen prescribed for her by Ms Rose and Ms Beaufort for months now and she really struggled with the control of her orgasms. She had been highly sexed before she had met them and they had turned her into a permanently aroused, sex obsessed slut who thought of little else. She was always in sexual need and it was so cruel to create the desire and then deny her.

The cherry on the top had been her clit hood piercing. Even small movements of her body, and especially her legs, would shift the little metal barbell inside her sex exquisitely, rubbing her, stimulating her, occasionally glancing against her clitoris itself, keeping her simmering. It was wonderful and terrible at the same time.

She desperately wanted to touch the piercing now, fiddle herself to a second climax, but she daren’t. She always kept the latex covered duvet pulled up to her armpits, her arms outside and on top of the bedding so that the cameras could always see where her hands were. She had been accused of masturbating before with her hands inside the bed. And being accused meant being found guilty and being punished, whether she had committed the offence or not.

The thing was. One cum wasn’t enough to satisfy her anymore. Within a minute or two she was horny again, needing more. To get any relief she needed multiple orgasms now. She was a prisoner in her own body.

There were two cameras (that she knew of) in her bedroom. There were cameras in every room of her flat (even the bathroom). All the internal doors in the flat had been removed. She was monitored 24/7 whenever she was home. There was an app on her phone that transmitted her location at all times and she required permission to go anywhere that wasn’t to and from work. If she wasn’t specifically told what to wear, she had to get permission for her clothing and make-up as well. There was no part of her life that was not supervised and orchestrated to Ms Rose and Ms Beaufort’s wishes.

Even walking to the petrol station shop or going to the supermarket required her being sexed-up to the nines, attracting as much attention as possible, flaunting herself. It was all part of her training, getting her used to being always on display, accepting her identity as a sex object.

They had changed her wardrobe. Some of her clothes had disappeared, other items put in their place. She would open the wardrobe one day and find something else new had appeared (they had keys to her flat and would enter anytime, whether she was there or not.) It was always leather, latex or plastic, shiny and tight-fitting, usually revealing.

She would go down the road to the petrol station for a pint of milk wearing skin-tight leather leggings that showed every curve of her legs and bottom, the seam between her buttocks sunk so deep they were turned into two shiny round balls, flexing and quivering with each step in her five-and-a-half inch high stiletto-heeled boots. She had a heavily padded puffer jacket to protect her from the winter cold, but it was glossy black and only waist length. She was only allowed to fasten the zip to under her breasts so her cleavage was always revealed.

There was a collection of low-cut push-up bras that lifted her breasts high and outward, barely covering her nipples, revealing a glimpse of her areola. Or sometimes she had to wear a corset that did the same to her tits and she was never allowed to cover the cleavage.

She would be at the supermarket in a leather minidress that barely covered her buttocks and with a plunging neckline, leather jacket not permitted to be zipped up and her legs sheathed in thigh-high boots. The furtive eyes of the male customers following her movements while the women would stare at her with ferocious hostility or utter contempt.

For some reason, they always let her wear the wig she had bought to cover her largely bald head and ponygirl mane. She hadn’t skimped, it was high quality, expensive and sleek, in a blonde that matched her old hair. When fitted it looked like her real hair and fell well down her back and had a fringe across her eyebrows. Ms Rose had made it clear Mia would have to wear a wig whenever she was working for the airline (her mane didn’t fit with the corporate image – which was strange given the airline transported human ponies every day.)

Once over the shock of getting her mane on New Year's Eve, Mia had fallen into a love/hate relationship with it. When she was ponygirl Chouchou she gloried in having a legitimate mane at last, at looking like a real pony – she was authentic! But when she returned to her real life, she was deeply uncomfortable with the severity of the look, and time had not yet reconciled her with the loss of her hair. It still shocked her when she saw herself in the mirror. She looked ugly and freakish, unfeminine. The feel of her bald skull made her shiver.

Given how humiliated and embarrassed she would have been to be seen in the vanilla world with only the narrow strip of hair running down the centre of her scalp, she had expected not to be allowed to wear the wig outside of work (humiliating her seemed to delight both Ms Rose and Ms Beaufort.) But not once had she been told to go out in public without the wig. Whatever the reason, she was grateful for small mercies.

But there had been one occasion… Sort of…

When the new regimen had first started, Mia had received a lot of visits late in the evening, or even in the middle of the night – including once from Ms Beaufort herself. At first it had been people she had known, but since the fortnight she had spent at Ms Aella’s ponygirl training school over Christmas and the New Year, the number of unannounced visits had reduced significantly. At the same time, she had become increasingly unsure of the identity of the visitors.

Since they normally arrived after she was in bed, and every night she had to put on the latex helmet through which she couldn’t see, sometimes she didn’t know who was using her unless they made their identities known. She could identify Jack, Bruno or Ms Rose’s PA Kendra even if they didn’t speak, but several times she had no idea who had used her and then left. Usually – not always – she got to cum, so she welcomed the company, desperate for any sexual attention she could get.

Meanwhile, Mia had been working less and spending more time at Ms Beaufort’s stable at Belles Larmes. Five times this year she had spent two days there as Chouchou. She was spending less and less time at her flat (even wondering if it was worth keeping it. But she didn’t have to worry about those type of things anymore, she would have no say in that decision.) Her frequent recent absences had diminished the opportunity for surprise visitors even more.

And just once during this time, instead of someone coming to her, she was sent to someone else. It had been a most strange evening, like she was some kind of escort. After a short shift (a return flight to Copenhagen) she had been summoned to Ms Rose’s office, where she was informed she would be entertaining one of Ms Rose’s dear friends. Mia would be a companion for the evening, eating at a restaurant, seeing a play in the West End, going home with the lady to spend the night.

Mia would do whatever requested of her by the lady. She would ensure the lady had a wonderful night. No explicit threat was made by Ms Rose, but Mia was under no illusions that there would be dire consequences for her if she failed in her mission. It was implicit.

She didn’t even get to go home. She was prepared by Kendra at the RAS offices. For once she wasn’t dressed like a hooker, though still erotically, a fetishistic vision. She would attract plenty of attention. The dress was blood red coloured leather, form-fitting, with sleeves down to her wrists and a high collar that wrapped her throat. The skirt was knee-length and narrow, a genuine hobble skirt that restricted her stride, forcing her to take small steps. There was a matching wide belt that Kendra buckled super-tight.

The sting in the tail – quite literally – was that the skirt was pin-lined around the curve of her bottom. Countless little spikes covered both her bum cheeks, sinking into the toned buttocks as the back zip was drawn up. Mia squirmed and whimpered, but moving only made the pain worse as it shifted the pins, aggravating her skin even further.

Kendra, a genuine sadist, took delight in Mia’s shock and panic. She cupped Mia’s bottom, pressing her palms firmly, driving the tiny little spikes deeper. But worse was to come. The bust of the dress had two shaped cups that virtually acted as a bra, lifting her tits up and forward, supporting them, emphasizing their size. These too were lined with the pins that sunk into each breast all around the curves as the zip was drawn up from her waist to the top of her neck.

Instinctively, Mia grabbed at her chest, crying out. But of course, this only made it worse, driving the pins deeper. Kendra laughed at Mia’s long moan of distress. She couldn’t help but wriggle, all the time increasing her anguish. It was truly fiendish!

Five-inch stiletto heeled pumps, their colour matching that of the dress, slipped over smoky-dark stockings, these were in turn clipped to the little waspie corset that had been laced tightly around her waist. It gave Mia a spectacular and dramatic body shape, emphasizing how large her breasts were for her slim frame.

There was a matching jacket. Kendra zipped this fully closed as well, such a smug smile of satisfaction on her face. It also was a shaped, form-fitting style that put pressure on Mia’s tits, grinding the tiny spikes deeper, a really snug fit. Mia was in a full-blown panic. How would she manage a whole evening out in public in this kind of pain and discomfort? Kendra was gleeful at the piteous expression on Mia’s face.

Mia wasn’t even taken into London. Kendra dropped her off at the local train station. As she found on the short car journey, sitting down drove the pins to their maximum depth in her bottom. The pain was atrocious as every bump and turn shifted her buttocks, agitating the spikes. But she had used the time to compose herself. She had accepted worse torment than this. She would get through it.

Walking was as bad, grinding the pins into her backside with every step. Her breasts would bounce and wobble inside their prison, being pinpricked continually all over, it was excruciating. She fought back tears, very conscious of all the eyes on her. She looked completely incongruous, like a model about to strut down the catwalk, not someone out and about on a chilly day in early February.

She chose not to sit on the train, even though there were seats available. She felt like she was posing for a photoshoot, standing there trying to attract attention, but what could she do – she had been trained to pose whenever she was standing, head high, shoulders back, feet placed just so.

But when she arrived at the restaurant, she had no choice but to be seated. She had to wait twenty minutes for her date to appear.

Ms Young turned out to be not very young. At first Mia had thought she was in her fifties, but as time passed, Mia realized her well-groomed appearance and clever make-up artfully disguised her age. The woman was in her mid-sixties at least. She was wearing an expensive, bronze coloured leather pant suit that flattered her stout, short figure. She had a wide, full face with a prominent nose and a double-chin and Mia doubted if the lady would have been very attractive even in her prime.

With soft brown eyes that masked a not so pleasant personality, Ms Young could not keep her gaze off Mia’s spectacularly presented form, her warm smile also soon proved to be deceptive. She had Mia remove her jacket and spent most of her time while eating staring at Mia’s aching breasts. She was a very odd woman, with some strange little mannerisms, one of which was to tip her head slightly backward every so often as if she had been suddenly affronted.

She must have known the pain that Mia was in, her eyes glinted in satisfaction as she spoke.

“Such a beautiful young girl! Aren’t you lucky to be so blessed by mother nature – and of course by the cosmetic enhancement industry!”

Ms Young nodded pointedly at Mia’s bulging chest.

“Having found fortune most of us can only dream about, I can’t help thinking that it is right that you have to pay a penance, an equalizer – so to speak – in recompense for those of us not so lucky!”

She put down her fork and took a sip of her burgundy.

“I hope you agree?”

Mia stared blankly, not fully understanding and not sure what to say.

“Isn’t it right that you should suffer for the privilege of being so beautiful? I’m sure Aria stressed the importance of pleasing me, didn’t she?”

“Yes, Ms Young.”

“So humour this old boiler with my little games! Don’t you think you deserve your punishment for being so attractive, for flaunting your genetic luck so flagrantly? Rubbing the noses of us normal people so blatantly in your good fortune!”

“I’ve never thought about it like that, Ms Young!”

“Of course you haven’t, sweet pea, too self-absorbed and stuck-up to notice those not worthy of your attention. Well, today is when that attitude has caught up with you. Today is when you personally pay the price for the narcissism of your kind. You have to acknowledge my existence. Wiggle that pert arse for me, maximize your discomfort as a gesture of goodwill!”

This woman was nuts! But Mia had no choice but to obey. Her bottom was already pulsing with pain from sitting on the pins lining her skirt. As she squirmed, grinding her buttocks into the chair, her lips peeled back in a grimace and she gasped.

“Not so aloof and smug now, are we?”

“No, Ms Young.”

“And you do so deserve it, don’t you?”

“Yes, Ms Young.”

“Make sure you show me plenty of affection tonight. I want everyone to see how this old bird has totty like you pandering to her every whim. I want them wondering why. And we know why, don’t we?”

“Yes, Ms Young.”

“And if you prove unsatisfactory, I shall let Aria know and you wouldn’t like that would you, sweet pea?”

“No, Ms Young.”

After the meal, it was a short walk to the theatre. Ms Young put her arm through Mia’s, pulling her close. At one point, she lay a hand across Mia’s bottom, rubbing and pressing the spikes into Mia’s sore buttocks as they strolled down the street. They must have looked a really mismatched couple.

Once, the lady drew Mia to a stop. Though she was considerably shorter, she pulled the younger woman’s head down and kissed her quite voraciously, standing there on the pavement with people passing by. It was a long kiss and she finished by biting Mia’s tongue. She eventually withdrew, smiling again, giving every appearance of being warm and friendly.

As soon as they were in the theatre, Ms Young led Mia into the toilets. Despite a woman being at the sink washing her hands, Mia was taken into the large disabled cubicle. The door was locked.

Eyes glinting, smiling broadly, Ms Young cupped Mia’s breasts and squeezed, slowly increasing the strength of her grip, driving the pins into Mia’s tits. She whispered her words.

“I want you to cry for me! Let’s see the tears, the suffering you deserve for having life so easy, captivating everyone with your looks and your charm and always getting what you want!”

Mia didn’t have to work hard to weep. The woman’s manipulation of her tits was agony, both breasts being attacked from all angles.

“Lovely! But I need you to suffer even more. It’s only right after all the great fucks you’ve had just by fluttering your lashes, while it is so much harder for the rest of us to get noticed!”

Ms Young took the hem of Mia’s skirt and peeled it up her legs and over her waist, turning it inside out. Even though the pins were gone from her bottom, there was little let-up in the pain.

Mia was wearing a tiny black leather thong that only just covered her labia. The woman pressed her hand against the damp leather. Mia had been wet the whole time since she had put on the dress and her pussy twitched hungrily to the touch. She simply couldn’t help herself, even though she didn’t find Ms Young sexually attractive at all.

“I’m glad to see you are so excited by my company!”

The woman continued to whisper, but surely she could be heard outside the cubicle, women were coming in and out of the toilets frequently.

“Like serving an old trout like me, do you?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Ms Young moved around behind Mia, grabbing both her buttocks, hands savouring the firm, toned flesh.

“Ooh, lovely! Your bottom looks like two golf balls with measles!” She laughed at her own joke, rather loudly, too.

Then she moved across to sit down on the toilet seat, opening her handbag.

“Come here, pretty pretty, it’s time to make you a little more uncomfortable. You really are so gorgeous, you need to be hurt more than most. You deserve a special amount of pain for all your cock and cunt teasing!”

The tight leather skirt still pulled up around her waist, Mia moved in front of the sitting woman, her belly level with a flushed, excited face.

“Hold the thong away from your cunt, let’s have a look at it!”

Mia slid the narrow triangle to the side.

“Gorgeous! A real slut’s cunt!”

Mia quivered as the woman’s cold, clammy fingers explored her sex, pinching and pulling her labia before parting them widely. Mia gasped, hips wriggling.

“Ah! That’s why you’re so wet! That’s cheating!”

A finger pressed against Mia’s clit hood piercing, causing her pussy to spasm, her hips to twitch and a squeak to escape her mouth.

“A slut piercing to keep you hot all the time! I bet you just can’t get enough, can you, even though it’s so easy to get with your captivating face, long legs and big tits!”

Mia watched as the woman took something from her handbag. There was a flash of metal under the artificial light.

“I suppose the more I hurt you, the hotter you’ll get! You’ll just have to boil, sweet pea, because there is no way you’ll get a cum from me tonight! Your slutty cunt has been rewarded all its life. Tonight it’s the turn of someone who never had it so easy.”

Ms Young had a little metal clamp in her fingers. She tugged on Mia’s left labium, stretching it out uncomfortably. Then she closed the clamp on the lip. It was viciously tight, pinching. Mia moaned. Ms Young glanced up in annoyance, raising a stern finger. Mia closed her eyes, trying to keep still and quiet, but the clamp’s bite was so painful.

But Ms Young had several of the clamps, this was just the start of Mia’s next ordeal. Two more were added to her left labium, all in a row down its length. Mia was squirming, weeping. Her free hand was waving frantically in the air, fingers opening and closing. Another three clamps were added to her right labium. Ms Young pulled the thong out of Mia’s fingers and covered her sex again. The six metal clamps bulged against the leather. The lady smiled at Mia’s distress.

“Much better! Your spoilt cunt deserves that!”

The skirt of Mia’s dress was slid back down into place. Again, widespread hands pressed against Mia’s bottom, rubbing, aggravating the pin’s against her so tender bum. Ms Young stood up.

“Now I don’t want you fidgeting about all evening and looking miserable, I want you to show everyone you are having the time of your life in my wonderful company, understood?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Mia spent nearly two hours in her theatre seat, the pins sunk deep into her bum cheeks, her clamped labia causing unspeakable pain when she moved in the slightest. She had every incentive not to fidget, it only increased her distress if she did.

In the black cab on the way back to Ms Young’s house, Mia was still suffering, the clamps yet to be removed. It was at this time that Ms Young started to play with Mia’s wig, running her hand through the hair, which was loose down Mia’s back. Grabbing the back of Mia’s head and pulling it down, the lady leaned over and kissed covetously, dominantly. When she drew back, Mia could see the cab driver’s eyes in the rear view mirror watching them.

Ms Young again put her hand in Mia’s hair, but this time she pulled the wig off in one flamboyant action. Mia had sat there, the proverbial deer frozen in the headlights, shocked and mortified.

“Not so smug now, are we! Not so pretty, either! You look like a skunk!” The venom in the woman’s words only partially diluted by her sugary sweet tone.

She reached up and removed the two hairclips that held the length of Mia’s mane pinned up. She roughed-up the hair so that it fell loose down Mia’s back, spilling partly across her bald scalp. Ms Young’s fingers dragged across the waxed, smooth skull.

“What a wonderful idea! We could shave the heads of all the pretty girls, then we would all be equal, wouldn’t we? That would put an end to your preening and posing!”

A few minutes later, inside Ms Young’s home, Mia’s head was locked between the lady’s ample thighs, her face pressed into a hairy crotch. It was the oldest pussy Mia had ever eaten out and she would never forget the taste.


4

Revenge

Joujou

When had she started to have those strange thoughts? She couldn’t remember a time when she didn’t. She used to make dresses for her dolls out of shiny plastic bags. In her games, the doll would be kidnapped and tied up and a thousand other similar scenarios. She couldn’t have even been ten years old then.

She still remembered vividly that time when playing with her friends she had been tied to a gum tree and left there. It had been so thrilling. It had felt so good. When playing cowboys and Indians and she had been a squaw, she had been captured, her wrists bound with a discarded sweater, which was used to drag her to the imaginary fort. It had been so exciting. It made her feel funny all over. She remembered it to this day.

It was early March (she knew this because one of the grooms had a birthday approaching, she had heard in passing.) It was yet another rainy day. Joujou was soaked through once more, the cold water on her body chilling her to the bone. Why did England have to have such shitty weather? She was in the small paddock, surrounded by hedges, at the bottom of Ms Beaufort’s garden. A lunge rein was connected to her nipple rings and up through the rings at the bottom of the shanks on her bit, then the long length of rein veered off sharply to her left. The end was in the hand of Ginger.

Joujou was circling the groom in a wide arc, demonstrating the prancing trot. This was high-stepping and trotting at the same time, something all show ponies had to do when performing in the arena. Joujou had been schooled in it for the last few months and was quite accomplished at it now. It was particularly physically taxing, requiring great strength and stamina to maintain. Hours a day for weeks and months in the gym had built her muscles up to be able to handle this now. She couldn’t believe how fit and strong she was, full of confidence in her physical prowess.

She had to exhibit control, her actions to remain graceful and elegant. This involved keeping her torso still and her knees high and consistent with every step. It was the most difficult pony gait – aside from the backward prancing trot (which she had only just begun to work on.)

It took its toll on her breasts and she felt the real weight of them on her chest as they bounced and fought against the complex and severe restraint of her body harness. It became very uncomfortable after only a short while. Her nipples were stretched and twisted by the bar that was clamped onto them, but it performed its job, ensuring that her breasts moved tidily and in unison, but it came at a painful price for the pony.

Her braided mane and loose tail were both heavy with rainwater, whipping around her, tugging on her scalp and licking the back of her legs. Her shoulders, as always, ached dully, pulled stringently back by the reverse-prayer position her arms were fixed into.

While Joujou could now handle the physicality of the prancing trot, she also found it to be the most sexually challenging pony gait. Such dramatic and rapid movements of her legs created the maximum impact on the dildo and butt-plug locked inside her, as well as the stimulation provided by the crotch strap against her sex, which in turn shifted her clit hood piercing dynamically inside her pussy. Combined, the sensations were just incredible, turbo-charging her arousal. She was struggling to keep her concentration.

She hadn’t had a climax in over two days. She should have got a fantastic orgasm this morning – it was her turn to be fucked by Jester – but the trolly dolly slut, the pretend ponygirl, had turned up last night and she had got Jester’s woody this morning instead of Joujou. It was so distressing. She had wanted to scream!

If she had cum this morning, she would have been able to cope with the prancing trot, but her arousal level was so high there was no way she wouldn’t be forced to orgasm if she continued for much longer.

Then, in her early teens, she became much more aware of boys, and motorcycles, and leather. Her fantasies revolved around all three. She would be the girlfriend of a hot biker, a member of a motorcycle gang. All they wore was leather and he would tie her up and ravish her, share her amongst his fellow gang members. She wore his collar. He chained her up and gagged her. She rode pillion on his bike, hugging his muscular body.

She remembered finding herself wet after seeing Carrie Fisher in that metal bikini in Return of the Jedi, with the collar and chain around Leia’s neck, and wondering what was wrong with her. It didn’t seem correct. She had felt ashamed.

Joujou continued circling around the groom. For just a second she glimpsed Trolly Dolly before her blinkers hid the slut once more. Chouchou was standing against the rail, her lunge rein tied to it. Joujou was demonstrating how to do the prancing trot so that Trolly Dolly could copy her. One of the junior grooms, Rosie, was standing with the part-time ponygirl, her hands idly caressing the heavily harnessed body.

The dildo and butt-plug were shifting so violently, the crotch strap rubbing her labia exquisitely and the barbell through her clit hood, well, it was bliss as it dragged across her most tender flesh. She felt the eruption of her orgasm a few seconds before it hit. One thing Joujou had learned, it was impossible to climax while performing the prancing trot and maintain her discipline. She would lose her poise and technique.

As the wave of ecstasy hit her, her mind exploded with the magnitude of her predicament as well as the myriad sensations assaulting her body. She was a brutally restrained ponygirl, straps and chains holding her captive, bound and helpless. She could feel the bridle imprisoning her head, the pull of the chains on her nose and ears. Shattering orgasms could be ripped out of her defenceless body, it was the craziest shit and she was going to lose her shape and get horribly punished!

She cried out, lips peeling back from her teeth, her tongue fighting the restraint that held it immobile, her body momentarily freezing, legs refusing to respond. Then the opposite happened and every part of her began to jerk spasmodically and she stumbled forward ungainly. The pleasure was astounding.

Into the exhilarating frenzy blazed blinding, red mist pain.

As well as holding Joujou’s lunge rein, the groom also held a lunge whip. It was Joujou’s most hated implement of punishment. It had a long handle and an even longer lash, and at the end was a trainer, a length of cord with three heavy knots in it. The bite of the knots against her buttocks was ferocious. It felt like being touched by a red-hot poker. Joujou squealed.

It wasn’t just the moment of impact. Round little lumps would swell up on her bottom that would remain agonizing to the touch for many hours, even days afterward.

The whip struck her twice, three times, as Joujou tried to regain control of her body and mind. The pain supplanted her euphoria. Still her legs would not obey. The lash landed a fourth time, this time the trainer connecting with her other buttock. This stroke was wickedly hard and she leapt forward. It was truly infuriating, but she was powerless and it was all the fault of that whore!

Finally, she resumed her prancing trot, but the first two strides were sloppy and yet again the whip sliced into her backside. Pushing forward, she found her technique and grace again, but her breathing was ragged and she continued to struggle.

As she arced around, she saw Chouchou again, standing proudly to attention, watching Joujou. For a moment their eyes met and the pretend ponygirl’s arousal was clear to see. The bloody trolly dolly was getting off on watching her suffer! Joujou wanted to chin her!

A sharp tug of the reins, pulling ruthlessly on her nipples, brought Joujou to a halt. She immediately assumed the same position as Chouchou, standing proudly upright, tits thrust forward, feet together. Her chest was heaving, breasts rising and falling dramatically. Her backside was throbbing with pain. Ginger seemed oblivious to Joujou’s anger as she approached the ponygirl.

“Such a slut!”

The groom laughed, squeezing one of Joujou’s breasts affectionately. Then her hand stroked a buttock, rubbing the so tender little bumps raised by the knots of the trainer. Joujou couldn’t help but flinch and gasp.

“You deserved it. Completely lost your discipline!” the groom responded.

You try it! See how you get on!

It Joujou hadn’t have been bitted, she might even have snapped and spoken the words out loud. She grunted and stamped her hoof petulantly. This only made Ginger laugh louder.

“You know it’s so simple. If you obey, you don’t get punished. Don’t blame me because you can’t control your snatch!”

Joujou didn’t blame Ginger, she blamed Chouchou.

But gradually the internet had opened her mind and opened up her imagination. So much to see, so many ideas. She wasn’t alone. There were others like her. It was a revelation. It in some way assuaged some of her guilt and shame. It helped her to understand herself and her needs and that she wasn’t going to get what she craved in Wagga Wagga.

And when she found out about ponygirls it just blew her mind! It had such a compelling effect on her. She couldn’t get the concept out of her mind. She wanted it. She needed it. It drove her life forward from then on, through several years of experimentation, struggle and hesitancy until finally she found the courage to stop playing at it, to stop dreaming about it and embrace it for real, to put herself on the auction block.

And become a real ponygirl herself.

And she felt complete. She felt fulfilled. She had no regrets.

Until the trolly dolly appeared.

Within a couple of minutes the two ponygirls had swapped places. Joujou was standing with her sore bottom pressed against the rail, the lunge rein wrapped several times around it and a hobble chain wound around her ankles. She was still breathing heavily.

Her breasts were really aching, they took a pounding from the prancing trot, as well as her nipples. She could feel the five chains spreading out in a star shape from the collar around each nipple, each sunk deeply into the breast as they were fastened so tight to the harness, trying to hold each tit against her chest. They were simply too large and heavy for the combined chains and straps when performing such extravagant movements. Her nipples were so hard, throbbing, feeling so huge, a more substantial part of her body than they really were.

For the first few moments her hands continued to fight their restraints at the back of her collar, her tongue fought to free itself from the bit, then she calmed down some. She found she needed to reassure herself of the bondage imprisoning her body periodically, it gave her a strange kind of comfort.

Now it was her turn to have Rosie’s wandering hands fluttering around her, stroking and pinching, teasing, rubbing her crotch strap. It gave Joujou the excuse to subtly move her hips, to feel the dildo and butt-plug locked inside her. She received a similar comfort from their presence, from the absolute control and domination imposed by her pony tack. It gave her such a rush.

She soon started to shiver from the petrifying cold now that she was no longer moving about. She could feel the raindrops running down her bald scalp and under her collar, a sensation that made her quiver. Of course, both the grooms were swaddled in heavily padded waterproofs. It was so unfair!

At least she was going to get the satisfaction of seeing Trolly Dolly get her arse licked by the lunge whip. She just wouldn’t have the stamina to last very long at the prancing trot. The narcissism dripped off the pretend ponygirl like the rainwater. Chouchou thought she was something special, but the whip would hurt her as much as it did Joujou.

Ginger started her at a prancing walk, but after circling around the groom once, Chouchou was brought up to a trot. For a while she did well, showing she had been concentrating and learning from Joujou earlier, but inevitably her movements gradually became more ragged. Joujou remembered how many hours of practice it had taken her to be able to maintain the technique for any amount of time, both here in the paddock and inside the gym on the treadmill.

With glee, Joujou watched Ginger handling the lunge whip like she was fly-fishing. She flicked her wrist and the lash glanced across Chouchou’s bottom. It was a light stroke to keep the ponygirl focused, but the trainer and its knotted cord caught her right buttock and Joujou saw Chouchou jump and bounce forward with renewed purpose, getting an inkling of what the whip could inflict on her pert posterior.

It didn’t work for long, Chouchou’s gait soon became untidy again. Once more the whip snaked out, this time the trainer catching her left cheek. The third flick of the whip was harder and Joujou heard Trolly Dolly squeal this time as she jumped.

As the ponygirl came around the curve, their eyes met for a moment again, only this time their positions were completely reversed, Joujou now breathing easily, excited at watching Chouchou’s deeply erotic form being put through its paces, while the trolly dolly’s eyes were wild and panicked at the situation she found herself in.

Joujou heard the whip fizz through the air and the muted, familiar snap as it cut into Chouchou’s buttocks. The ponygirl squeaked.

“Rhythm, poise, grace!” Ginger called.

Joujou watched joyously as Chouchou quickly began to tire and the whip struck her with increasing rapidity and force. She was pleased to see the red spots left by the knotted cord marking up the pale, beautifully shaped and toned bottom cheeks of the slut. She was getting just what she deserved, the little prima donna.

*

Joujou couldn’t believe her luck. Instead of being chained down for the night in her stall, she had been led into the stall next along, Trolly Dolly’s stall. The pretend ponygirl was hanging upside down against the back wall. Her legs were bent back calf to thigh at the knee and strapped in place, then spread so far apart she was virtually held in a splits position, her sex completely exposed and presented. Joujou was going to have the chance to get her own back on the stuck-up bitch.

It was a position Joujou was familiar with,  having been placed in it herself on several occasions in the early months at the stable – albeit at the time she hadn’t been limber enough to have her legs spread quite so far apart.

It had been used as a way to introduce her to same-sex sex. In her case, Ms Beaufort’s racing ponygirl Swift had been brought into her stall. Joujou’s head had been hanging at a height level with the other ponygirl’s pussy, her own sex at the height of Swift’s mouth as the pony, remaining standing, pressed against her.

Joujou had been reluctant and hesitant to engage at first. Her new breasts were not yet fully healed, it was too soon for them to be punished, so the soft and sensitive skin of her inner-thighs, close to her crotch, had been whipped until she had locked her mouth onto Swift’s sex. Just remembering that moment gave Joujou an almighty rush. It was the first time she had eaten out another pussy and being made to do it had been thrilling. It had felt so transgressive, so debauched. How naïve she had been then. Swift’s mouth had been so good on her own pussy, the reason for their tongue piercings now so obvious. It had been such an exciting experience.

Except for the straps holding Chouchou onto the wall, the suspended ponygirl was attired identically to Joujou, ready for being fixed down for the night. Still in her pony boots and mitts, Chouchou’s arms were folded wrist to elbow behind her back with a wide sleeve buckling her forearms together.

Her bridle had been replaced by a helmet that was a mesh of leather straps that covered her entire head, her braided mane pulled through a hole in the top. The mesh even crossed over her eyes, impeding her vision somewhat. There was an integral wide collar that locked around her neck and forced her to keep her head up.

When it was fully buckled in place, it very nearly kept the mouth shut. Joujou was able to open it just enough to draw air in. On occasions like this and when being fed, a couple of buckles were fixed more loosely to allow the mouth to fully open. It was psychologically confining, affirming the control that Ms Beaufort’s ponies were subject to. Joujou actually loved to have to wear it, adored that she was kept so restrained at all times.

In addition, under the helmet, Chouchou and Joujou still wore the chains that connected from their earlobes to their nose rings, always kept taut so that the tension could be felt on the ears and in the septum. Joujou’s had never been removed since they were first fitted. Also, when the heavier chains that linked their ears to their harnesses were removed when they were untacked for the day, they were replaced by a taut chain connecting their grommeted ear piercings behind the back of their heads, continuing to distend their lobes.

Both the junior grooms, Rosie and Sally, were in the stall. Joujou was pushed forward, hooves clomping quietly onto the thick layer of straw that covered the floor, to stand right in front of the inverted ponygirl. She stared at Chouchou’s dramatically displayed body, so severely bound. Not surprisingly, Trolly Dolly’s face was flushed. Her braided mane was fixed to a ring in the floor, drawn tight as a bow string. Joujou knew how uncomfortable the position was.

There was a thick pad of rubber fixed to the back of Chouchou’s helmet to cushion her head when it was pushed back against the wooden panelled wall. Their eyes met. Trolly Dolly looked distressed and excited at the same time. Joujou knew the feeling well.

She was pressed up against the suspended figure, her breasts flattening against Chouchou’s abdomen. She felt the other ponygirl’s hard, ringed nipples on her own stomach. Immediately, Chouchou’s mouth locked eagerly onto Joujou’s pussy, causing her to twitch and gasp.

A chain was connected to a ring on the front of Joujou’s collar (used to lead her into the stall) and the groom threaded the chain through a ring mounted on the wall just above one of Chouchou’s thighs. A padlock fixed it in place with only a small amount of slack left.

Then Joujou’s braided mane was tied to another ring just above Chouchou’s other thigh. This tilted Joujou forward slightly so that her mouth was a mere few inches from Trolly Dolly’s spread apart, slick pussy. Her collar dug uncomfortably into the soft flesh under her chin and she had to bend from the waist to alleviate the pressure.

Her nose wrinkled in disgust. There was no way she was about to give any pleasure to this trolly dolly whore after all the angst she had caused Joujou. Chouchou could stay wet and frantic with longing.

Rosie noticed Joujou’s reluctance and pushed the back of the pony’s head, forcing her mouth against the pussy.

“You’ve only got a half-hour, don’t waste the time!”

Chouchou’s sex spasmed at the contact. Joujou could feel it pulsing with need, feel the strained tendons and muscles flexing agitatedly from the extreme position her thighs were stretched into.

At the same time, Chouchou’s mouth was working so skilfully on Joujou’s own pussy that she closed her eyes and groaned, pressing her crotch harder against the soft, full lips. Trolly Dolly’s tongue was probing knowingly. It was bliss.

Joujou lifted her face out of the slut’s cunt – no way José was the whore getting any reciprocal pleasure. She licked her lips, tasting the sweet flavour of the part-time pony. She groaned again as the tongue in her sex flicked over her clit hood piercing and directly contacted her clit. She pressed her crotch even harder on the mouth.

So caught up in the delight of the moment was Joujou that it took some time for her to realize the grooms had gone. She turned her head each way as best she could, sure they were gone. This was getting better and better!

She spread her legs further apart, bending her knees, grinding her pussy on Chouchou’s face, pressing the inverted ponygirl’s head firmly against the wall. The mouth remained fervently working on Joujou’s sex and Joujou was squirming, getting more and more excited. It was fabulous! She leaned forward again and took one of Chouchou’s labium into her mouth. She bit it hard.

Joujou felt the vibrations in her sex as Trolly Dolly squealed in pain and shock, her body jumping against the bonds that held her in place. To Joujou’s surprise, though, Chouchou didn’t let up, her tongue continuing its magic just as ardently. Thrilled at this opportunity to get revenge for all the grievances the pretend ponygirl had inflicted upon her, Joujou took the other labium between her teeth and bit that too.

Take that, you whore!

Again, Chouchou squealed and jerked against the straps holding her in place, but still her tongue didn’t falter, attacking Joujou’s piercing and clit energetically. Joujou felt her climax rush on. She howled as she came, rutting her hips against the other pony’s head, writhing in ecstasy. The orgasm went on and on, wave after wave. It was glorious.

She slumped against the suspended ponygirl, her forehead resting on the wooden panelling. She was panting. When she realized that Chouchou was struggling for air, she reluctantly pulled her hips back slightly.

Fuck! The whore could eat pussy!

Chouchou whimpered piteously, asking for the pleasure she had just given to be returned.

Joujou had to admit to feeling some guilt. But her dissatisfaction with Trolly Dolly, her very existence in Joujou’s life, produced stronger emotions.

The stuck-up tart deserves to be put in her place. She thinks she’s better than me, more important than me.

Joujou stood upright again, as far back as she could, which was only a few inches. She wanted to bite those rock-hard nipples as well, but there was no way she could get her mouth down to that level. Surprisingly, the grooms had left her legs unrestrained. She had to contort, but she managed to turn herself around enough to get her bottom half facing away from the other pony, her face was side on, her mane being tugged painfully, the collar of the helmet cutting into her neck by the pull of the chain.

She stepped closer, pressing herself back against the strenuously mounted figure behind her. She could feel Trolly Dolly’s face against her bum, her very tender bum and made so by the very bitch herself. Despite the discomfort, she maintained the position and wiggled her hips, pushing down, parting her buttocks, sinking Chouchou’s mouth and nose into her bum crack. She pressed harder and wriggled until she felt the mouth on her arsehole. She bounced up and down on Trolly Dolly’s face.

Taste my arse, bitch!

To Joujou’s amazement, Chouchou’s tongue began to rim her rosebud, then it curled up lengthwise and pushed forcefully through her sphincter into her bowel. She gasped, groaned, it felt amazing. This was unexpected. The worse you treated the whore, the more compliant she became. Joujou could see why Ms Beaufort was so enamoured of the slut. She gently rotated her hips, assisting the movement of the tongue inside her rectum, shivering at the sensation.

Reluctantly, Joujou had to lift off to let Chouchou get some air – she had begun to struggle. She could feel the heavy breathing on her bottom. Unable to resist the temptation despite the strain on her body from maintaining her position, she grinded her arse back on Trolly Dolly’s face, feeling the tongue once again on her sphincter. Her arms pulled ineffectually on their restraint, this time regretting they were bound, she really wanted to frig herself. Instead, she began to slide up and down, using the inverted ponygirl to wank herself.

She got into a pattern, letting Chouchou eat out her arse, rutting herself on the pony’s nose and letting up briefly to allow the bound pony to breathe.

Joujou was actually getting a kick out of being in control, abusing Chouchou’s compliance. This was payback. She became more physical, even harsher on her fellow pony, who really needed the rubber pad on the back of her head as it was pushed persistently back into the wall behind them. Joujou was determined to get another cum before the grooms returned to split them up.

She managed to get in a position where the tip of Trolly Dolly’s nose was right on her clit hood piercing, pressing it directly on to her clitoris. She humped like crazy, yelling as she brought herself off, savouring the wondrous, powerful orgasm.

Panting, she turned herself back around, resting her forehead on the wall again, holding her crotch away from Chouchou’s mouth (she didn’t want that tongue back in her pussy after it had spent so much time up her arse.)

Unable to resist the opportunity while she had it, Joujou lowered her head, not to Trolly Dolly’s pussy, but to the soft sensitive skin of her thighs either side of it. It was drawn so taut by the extreme position she was fixed in. Joujou could feel the tension in the muscles underneath. They were twitching occasionally. She caught the thin, pliant skin between her teeth and nipped it. She continued doing the same, either side of the shiny, wet, pink flesh in between. Chouchou squealed and whimpered and Joujou felt a wonderful sense of justice. She didn’t stop until she heard the grooms returning. 
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A thousand fireworks exploded in her consciousness as the shattering orgasm hit her. She rode the wave of elation, of utter bliss, lights flashing before her eyes. But Mia didn’t move at all as the tsunami crashed through every part of her mind and physical form. Mia couldn’t move at all, such was the severity of the restraints securing her body.

It wasn’t for the want of trying. Her limbs fought their bindings, her hips tried to twist, to wriggle,  she battled against the posture collar that held her head rigid. Only her eyelids, fluttering uncontrollably, then eventually closing, could physically express the sensations she was feeling.

Clad in a black latex catsuit and helmet, the catsuit had an open crotch and little circular cut-outs through which her nipples poked. The helmet had cut-outs for her eyes, nostrils and mouth. Her feet were in knee-high ballet boots without a heel and her waist was subject to the tightest corset she had ever worn (there had actually been a machine to tighten the laces beyond anything a human could achieve.) It ached abominably. All the latex had been polished to a super shine.

Mia was bound on a trolly to a frame shaped like an inverted crucifix. Her legs were bent at the knee, calves and ankles strapped to her thighs and then her thighs pulled apart into a full split. The arduous gym regimen she was now subject to, together with hardcore yoga, had given her body the capability to be placed in this position and it had been used too much lately, becoming a curse. It was tortuous, pushing her frame to its limit, punishing.

Her arms were strapped behind her in the reverse-prayer position, though her forearms still couldn’t quite meet down the centre of her back yet, but she was getting close. The central vertical bar of the frame was about four inches wide and made of flat steel. Her back was pressed against it, her arms trapped in between. Wide straps held her body tight against the bar at waist, below and above her breasts and another around the heavy posture collar. Her legs were strapped to the horizontal bar in two places each. She couldn’t move one iota.

Various infernal mechanisms were incorporated in the trolly. There was a dildo in each of her holes (mercifully, they weren’t oversized.) The two in her pussy and rear passage were connected to a crankshaft that was linked to the wheels of the trolly. As the trolly was pushed along, the dildos pistoned in and out of her sex and bumhole.

They didn’t operate in tandem, but in different cycles, so the position of each dildo in relation to the other was constantly changing. She could have both of them fully inside her at the same time, or one in and one out, or part in, any combination at any given time. The feeling was incredible.

Another vertical spinning rod came out of the trolly that worked a mechanism in front of her breasts. Her nipple rings were attached to two cords that were yanked and released as the wheels of the trolly turned, elongating her nipples and then releasing the tension repeatedly. Again the two were not synchronized.

Finally, at the top of the vertical rod was a third dildo that pistoned in and out of her mouth as the trolly moved. It pulled out until only the tip was left between her teeth and then sunk deep enough that she had to concentrate on controlling her gag reflex. The faster the trolly moved, the faster she was fucked in all three holes. She was currently being pushed at a fast walking pace. It hadn’t taken long to rip the first orgasm out of her. It was a mind-blowing experience.

One hour earlier

“Tongue out again!”

Kneeling up in the footwell of the limousine, her hands linked together behind her head, Mia obeyed.

Sat on the seat in front of her was Ms Beaufort, dressed in a stylish black leather pant suit, quite a formal outfit, with a vividly coloured silk scarf depicting red, pink and yellow roses draped around her neck and upper chest under the jacket. She looked stunning, as always, exuding confidence and sophistication. In her hand was her favourite toy, a little shock stick.

The tip of the stick was placed on Mia’s tongue, the two little metal prongs touching the large stud that pierced the muscle. There was a snap of the electrical charge as the Frenchwoman pulled the trigger. Agonising pain permeated her whole tongue, shooting down her throat. As the immediate, unspeakably unpleasant shock slowly faded, it was replaced by a dull ache that encompassed her jaw as well.

Mia’s whole body jumped and she made a gasping, grunting sound, but otherwise she remained still and quiet. She had plenty of practice now with Ms Beaufort’s electrical toys and had learnt the hard way of the discipline the lady expected of her. Excessive noise or breaking position would only bring greater punishment. Mia had learned to cope.

It was as if Ms Beaufort was addicted to giving physical hurt. She always had somebody nearby that she could inflict pain on. After a few minutes the desire became too great to resist and she would lash out once more. It was like an unquenchable thirst. If you had the yearning and were rich and powerful enough to be able to satisfy the urge, why wouldn't you?

The Frenchwoman gave Mia a smile of approval, satisfied with her self-control. During the long car journey it had been the fifth time Mia’s tongue had been shocked. The tip of her nose had been shocked three times, her chin five times. She had lost count of the number of times her nipples had received their gift, as well as other parts of her breasts. The insides of her thighs had also received plenty of attention.

Ms Beaufort always had very daring short haircuts, highly stylized, her black hair framing her face, emphasizing her beguiling features. Mia believed she saw genuine affection in that smile and in the sparkle of the lady’s striking blue eyes, but maybe she was deluding herself. Mia remained enraptured with the woman, despite all the cruel and extreme torments the lady had subjected her to. She eagerly submitted herself to Ms Beaufort’s domination, to the total control of her life and body and had no regrets, despite a fear of where it would ultimately take her.

Mia had turned up for work that morning expecting to be flying to the French Riviera. The Limo had been in the car park, but she hadn’t thought twice about it, clients flying with RAS arrived in limos all the time. But she had been taken off the schedule for the day. Instead she had found herself in the back of the vehicle with Ms Beaufort, Ms Rose and Ms Rose’s special submissive, Mia’s flight attendant colleague Katya.

As well as physically hurting Mia, Ms Beaufort also took great pleasure in humiliating her. Mia had been dressed as an archetypal bimbo. Towering white stiletto pumps with a six-inch heel, which forced her to take tottering steps. White fishnet stockings. A bubble-gum pink latex dress that was very short, sleeveless, but had a high collar that wrapped her throat. It had an oval cut-out over her chest that left her breasts bare.

There was a shiny plastic jacket that matched the colour of the dress. It was short, barely covering her tits. It was like a puffer jacket without the puff. There were accessories, too. Huge, thick plastic hoops for her ears (also pink) and a ribbon that tied in her wig with a big pink bow on the top of her head. The skirt was short enough as it was, but when she walked it rode up, not only showing the top of her stockings but an inch or two of bare skin above that.

The thong she had been given was made of clear PVC. She could imagine what that looked like after  so much time with Ms Beaufort, her pussy would have been leaking the whole journey. Ms Beaufort hadn’t allowed Mia to zip the jacket closed, instead she had attached a leash to Mia’s nipple rings. The chain was currently wrapped around the lady’s wrist and able to be used to tug on Mia’s nipples whenever she had the inclination.

Kneeling up with her knees quite far apart, her rubber skirt had slipped up displaying the full length of her thighs. With her hands held behind her head and her spine curved, her breasts thrust forward, pushing the jacket to the sides so they were available for the Frenchwoman to handle or shock whenever she chose. Mia had spent most of the journey in this position. At one point, Ms Beaufort had ordered Mia to clean her boots with her tongue, including the soles. Mia had also mouth fucked each of Ms Beaufort’s stiletto heels for a time.

The limo slowed and turned sharply. It glided gently for some moments before stopping. Ms Beaufort briefly stroked Mia’s cheek.

“Good girl!”

The gentle touch and the praise made Mia’s heart sing. Mia breathed in Ms Beaufort’s perfume, savouring the final moments of the intimate time she had spent attending to the lady’s desires. It had been a rare and precious occurrence.

The door was opened and Ms Beaufort stepped out, letting some of the slack out of the leash. Mia had to be quick witted to manoeuvre herself as elegantly and fast as possible out of the car while minimizing the strong yank on her nipples. Her white stilettos set foot on gravel, not the most opportune surface for wearing sky-high, needle-thin heels.

It was the middle of March and the sky was grey, but the clouds were high enough not to have to worry about rain. It was a little chilly, but after the days of winter that Mia had spent outside half-naked in her pony tack, it was no hardship for her.

The limo purred off, leaving the four women standing, looking at a striking mansion some distance away in rolling countryside. Beautifully manicured gardens stretched between them and the house, a wide drive bifurcating them.  But Mia’s attention was caught by the open-topped carriage that was approaching from the left.

The cabriolet had its hood pushed down and gleaming black paintwork. It was being pulled by a team of eight ponygirls in two rows of four. They were all tall and powerful, significantly bigger than Mia (even accounting for their hoof boots.) They were all trotting in synchronization – right hooves all grounding at the exact same time, then the left. It was an amazing sight. They all looked so alike, the same height, breasts the same size and large (though not as big as Mia now was.) Their manes were bright blonde and thicker and wider than Mia’s, lush, much to her envy.

The driver, sat high up on a seat directly behind them, brought the ponies down from a trot to a walk and they immediately changed to the high-stepping prance that Mia was so familiar with, but again in perfect synchronization, lifting their thighs to the same height, grounding their hooves simultaneously. There were also two footwomen standing on the back of the carriage. All three were in smart dress uniforms and top hats.

The carriage drew alongside the waiting party of women. Mia saw the reins pulled forcefully, the nipples of each of the ponygirls twist sharply upward and they collectively came to a dead stop, feet together, standing stiffly upright, pushing their chests forward. They were all breathing heavily, breasts rising and falling, a sheen of perspiration covering their bald scalps. In their hooves, they must have been close to seven feet tall.

The cabriolet was a proper, sturdy vehicle, nothing like the light, tubular carts Mia had pulled as her alter ego Chouchou. It was so heavy, even with eight of them it must have been really hard work to haul.

The footwomen jumped off the back of the carriage. Their uniforms consisted of a white shirt and tie under a scarlet tailed jacket of leather, white leather jodhpurs and knee-high shiny black boots with low heels. Mia wasn’t quite sure how the top hats stayed on, they looked precarious. The driver was dressed identically.

One of the footwomen opened the door to the carriage and unfolded a set of steps. Ms Rose spoke to the other. Mia didn’t hear what was said, but the brightly-attired woman climbed into the cabriolet and folded back the rear facing seat. Mia and Katya were not going to warrant the privilege of sitting for this journey either.

Ms Rose mounted the steps, accepting the offered hand of support from the footwoman. Mia’s boss was wearing a stunning dress of bold, dark blue leather. It was long-sleeved and tight-fitting to the waist, with a full skirt that fell to just below the knees and swirled captivatingly around her as she moved. It was unusual to see Ms Rose in a skirt, but Katya had spent a lot of the car journey underneath it, mouth worshipping the lady’s sex, so it suited today’s circumstances.

That was another source of envy for Mia. She rarely got the chance to do the same for Ms Beaufort and today had been no exception.

Ms Beaufort mounted the carriage, pulling Mia behind her on the nipple leash. With everyone else smartly dressed, Mia was very conscious that she looked like cheap, tacky trash in her outfit. The uniformed woman holding the door open didn’t hide her contempt, lip curling in distaste. Mia dropped to her knees on the floor of the cabriolet, facing Ms Beaufort.

Katya climbed up last. Mia’s colleague’s long, brashly blonde hair was loose, tumbling over her shoulders and down her back. Ms Rose had modified the young woman to her taste, giving her tits that were even bigger than Mia’s and pneumatic lips that were the dominant feature on her face, in a permanent pout and too puffy for her to be able to fully close them. Her bright blue eyes were wide and innocent-looking – Mia didn’t know if that was a natural feature or not. It all served to give her an airhead look that wasn’t entirely justified, but she was the most submissive person Mia knew.

Katya would have been much more suited to Mia’s outfit, but Mia was grateful that she wasn’t wearing it. That was because Mia had no envy whatsoever for what Katya was wearing. It was that truly terrible dress that Mia had worn on her date with Ms Young. They were roughly the same size, though Katya was skinnier and slightly bigger breasted.

But from the outside, the dress looked gorgeous, wrapping Katya’s sexy body in the dark red leather and giving the impression of being a normal piece of designer couture. Mia was all too aware of the reality of being zipped tight inside the perfidious garment. Katya wasn’t moving with her usual panache, though her face managed to hide the torment she must be in as she mounted the steps. She was carrying a briefcase for Ms Rose.

Ms Rose had spent a significant amount of time in the limo massaging Katya’s breasts through the dress, driving the pins lining the bust repeatedly and firmly into them. Katya had spent a lot of time gently whimpering, which Ms Rose seemed to like to hear. Ms Beaufort would not have allowed Mia to make that much noise. Once more, Katya had to sit back on her heels beside Mia, grinding the pins into her bottom.

“Hold your jacket open, Mia, so we can enjoy the sight of those lovely tits.” Ms Beaufort’s eyes sparkled with humour.

Mia obeyed. The two footwomen climbed back onto the rear of the carriage, their heads above the retracted hood of the cabriolet and easily able to see Mia. Mia’s predilection to feel acute embarrassment in these situations was improving, but she could still feel herself colouring and trembling as she held the jacket wide open and curved her spine, thrusting her tits forward.

Behind her, the driver slapped the heavy reins down on the shoulders of the pony team.

“Trot on!”

It was a slow start, but soon the carriage was moving. The crisp sound of the ponies’ hooves landing simultaneously on the gravel characterized their progress until they reached the tarmac.

Ms Beaufort slowly wound the leash around her wrist until all the slack was removed and Mia’s nipples began to stretch, slightly distorting the shape of her boobs. It was uncomfortable and moderately painful.

They were soon up to a canter and for a brief time the ponies were at a gallop. Mia could hear the fizz of the whip through the air and the snap of contact on skin, glad for once it wasn’t her backside receiving the lashes. Eventually, they slowed back to a trot, then a walk. The carriage swung around and Mia could see they were at the mansion. They came to a halt right outside the grand entrance.

As Mia disembarked on the end of Ms Beaufort’s tit leash, she noticed there was another carriage parked beside them. This was of a slightly different design, with only one row of seats and a larger load bed behind, but it still had another team of eight ponygirls between the shafts. The carriage’s footwomen had just finished loading two suitcases and several other bags onto the back.

Two women were coming down the wide, shallow steps from the entrance, one in late middle-age, elegant and conventionally dressed, behind her, a svelte figure sheathed in a stunning bright red leather bodysuit. The hide covered her from top to toe, only her eyes and mouth were visible. It had to have been custom made for her, form-fitting like a second skin, displaying her toned musculature beneath, even tight and shaped to the contours of her face.

Two short tubes protruded from the helmet on the top of her head, from which blonde hair sprayed out, dropping down her back. A high, semi-rigid collar wrapped her neck to right under her chin, allowing movement but forcing her to push against its resistance continually. The suit incorporated a corset, the metal stays outlined against the leather, curving to a small waist, the laces hanging down, swaying against her buttocks.

Matching boots that terminated just over the knee had towering heels that matched Mia’s pumps. The woman struggling slightly to negotiate the steps gracefully. Her gloved hands had imitation fingernails curving an inch above the end of each finger, coloured a darker red. Narrow cuffs around her wrists had a strip of matching leather connecting them, running behind her and through a loop in the belt around her waist, preventing her from being able to bring her hands forward or upward.

A similar strip of leather just beneath her knees linked her boots together, restricting the length of stride she could take. Not severely, but enough that she had to totter in those killer stilettos. The belt also had a loop on the buckle to which a red leather leash was attached. It lead to the older woman’s wrist.

As if sensing Mia’s eyes on her, the leather-encased woman glanced shyly toward her and briefly their eyes locked. Mia felt a surge of arousal, the woman was such a deliciously erotic sight. She desperately wanted to kiss the red lips pouting out from the helmet, feel the body inside the leather. But the two of them were ships passing in the night. The women boarded the carriage and Ms Beaufort, noticing Mia’s distraction, yanked the nipple leash particularly hard. The acute pain ensuring Mia’s attention returned to where it should be.

Mia followed Ms Beaufort up the steps and into the building. Glancing to her left she noticed a brass plaque on the wall beside the entrance. She read the words engraved upon it:

The Conservatoire

Private Club, Resort and Spa

Forty minutes later

The corset was like a vice, restricting Mia’s breathing. She was gasping for air and feeling light-headed, adding to the sense of unreality of her situation. Her post-orgasmic stupor was to be very short though, the sensations that had forced the cum were not about to abate. The dildos continued to piston in and out of her, her nipples were still being perpetually tweaked, her extreme bondage was still in place. In no time her arousal was surging once more. It was so intense.

In front of her she could see the back of the maid who was pushing Katya, her colleague was in the same position on an identical trolly. The maid’s black latex skirt shivered and swayed around her thighs to the movement of the brisk walk, its gleaming surface glistening under the artificial lights, The hem of the skirt was trimmed in white and the white band of apron strings were tied in a flamboyant bow in the small of her back.

They had been rolling noisily on a bare wooden floor, the maids’ stilettos rapping loudly as they passed through the backroom area, but now they were on lush carpeting in the members’ area and progress was much quieter.

Mia’s eyes grew wide once more, she could feel her next climax about to erupt already. It can’t have been more than two minutes since her last one! She struggled against the straps holding her in position, still unable to move at all, completely helpless as her body was manipulated beyond her control, given no choice but to cum. Her eyes glazed over again as she was consumed with exhilaration, riding the wave of joy as it rushed through her. She moaned against the faux cock in her mouth. She shuddered in her bonds, in heaven. It was incredible.

This time, as she came down, the trolly slowed, reducing the speed of the fucking she was getting. She thought she would black out, her head was spinning, such was the desperate need to breathe heavily which the corset prevented. They turned sharply, entering a large room and Mia tried to focus, engage her brain. There were tables, widely spaced, partly partitioned off from each other. There  were waitresses, trollies with plates of food. They were in a restaurant.

Mia saw Ms Rose and Ms Beaufort seated at a table alongside each other. The first time she had seen them since being handed over to the maids for preparation when they had first entered the building. They were being pushed toward them. Katya was brought to a stop placed opposite Ms Rose at the table. Mia soon found herself next to her colleague, opposite Ms Beaufort. Both ladies were eating.

After the constant, vigorous assault of the dildos and the tugging on her nipples, the stopping of the mechanisms was disconcerting. Mia’s body was already hugely excited again and she didn’t want it to halt. She was gasping around the dong in her mouth, her breasts rising and falling animatedly. Her head was burning under the latex helmet – how she hated having to wear them! The dildo in her arse was pretty much fully embedded, but only a small part of the dong in her pussy was actually inside her. She tried to squeeze her pelvic muscles to increase the sensation but it achieved little.

“You do look like you’re gagging for it, Mia!” Ms Beaufort quipped.

Mia tried in vain to wriggle her body, but she was so tightly fastened she simply couldn’t move. Two cums in three minutes and still she wanted more. She was insatiable.

“Enjoyable ride, I take it!”

The maid’s rubber-gloved fingers were releasing Mia’s nipple rings from the contraption. Then the maid unlocked the dildo in Mia’s mouth and carefully removed it. The whole of the mechanism that was in front of her was detached from the trolly. Slowly, Mia’s breathing was settling down. The height of the trolly was such that Mia’s breasts were level with the edge of the table, it was moved forward, a few inches closer.

Mia’s breasts were then handled in their latex wrapping so that they were actually laying on the table. There were two hooks protruding from the surface just in front of her. Both nipples were rock hard after their recent treatment, poking prominently out of the little holes in the catsuit. The maid took each nipple ring in turn and hooked it over the curved metal embedded in the table, elongating the nipples significantly and uncomfortably. It also pulled on her breasts, distending them slightly. Mia gasped at the unpleasant sensation. Ms Beaufort smiled in delight.

“Now, Mia. It’s time for us to have a serious chat!”
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Mia was largely ignored as Ms Rose and Ms Beaufort finished their meal, chatting casually to each other. Occasionally, Ms Beaufort cut off a piece of her steak and fed it to Mia. When she did, she also poked at Mia’s stretched nipples with the prongs of the fork. That was agonizingly painful, but Mia managed to stay quiet apart from loud gasps, earning an approving smile from the Frenchwoman.

Mia was being fed a salad by the maid, who was still standing alongside her. Periodically, she would hold a glass of ice cold water to Mia’s lips and she drank thirstily. Her harshly bound body was causing her acute discomfort. Her straining thigh and crotch muscles from the splits position ached with greater severity as the minutes passed, soon matching and then surpassing the ache of her waist and ribs from the corset. It really was the tightest she had ever been laced.

Her shoulders and upper arms were starting to feel numb from their reverse-prayer position, but she was more used to that and able to cope with it somewhat. Her stretched nipples were throbbing. But still, despite it all, her arousal simmered away in the background even after two such recent and powerful orgasms. She could feel her exposed sex, slick and cooled slightly by the air. She was craving some stimulation.

It wasn’t until the black and white latex clad waitress had cleared away the plates that Mia became the centre of attention. Ms Beaufort signalled to the maid, who crouched down beside Mia. Seconds later rubber clad fingers were exploring Mia’s sex around the partially embedded dildo. Mia gasped, her hips twitched to the limits that they were able to move. She was so sensitive to the lightest of touches.

A finger burrowed into her lubricous flesh, skilfully manipulating Mia’s clit hood piercing. She squeaked. It felt so good, but not enough to satisfy her. How helpless and vulnerable she was.  A complete stranger could access her most intimate parts and there was nothing she could do about it. She was just a toy to be played with and the idea thrilled her.

Ms Beaufort had taken an ice cube out of the water jug. She pressed it against one of Mia’s nipples, then the other, alternating, leaving it long enough for the cold to hurt. Mia was gasping yet again. The Frenchwoman had that gleam in her eye, it was nearly always present when she was hurting Mia.

“What a transformation we’ve made in this last year! We’ve turned you into a gorgeous, big-titted, cum-hungry submissive slut! I’m sure you want to thank us Mia, don’t you?”

“Yes, Ms Beaufort. Thank you.”

“You can do better than that, Mia!”

The Frenchwoman drummed her fingernails on to Mia’s nipples, causing her to take a sharp intake of breath. They were so sore and sensitive.

“Thank you, Ms Beaufort, for transforming me into a gorgeous, big-titted, cum-hungry submissive slut.”

“And what about Aria? Have you forgotten her contribution already?” Ms Beaufort glanced at the lady sat next to her, her fingernails continuing to tap firmly on Mia’s distended nipples.

“Most definitely not, Ms Beaufort.” Unable to move her head, Mia could only turn her eyes towards her boss. “Thank you, Ms Rose, for transforming me into a gorgeous, big-titted, cum-hungry submissive slut.”

“It’s been an absolute pleasure, Mia!” Ms Rose smiled broadly.

Mia moaned, her mouth opening wide as the maid’s fingers closed in on her clitoris. She shuddered, shivering with pleasure, pulling instinctively against all the straps holding her in such rigid bondage. The fingers were pressing harder, moving faster. Mia’s breathing was becoming heavier as her excitement rose, she had to fight the restriction of the corset once more.

“We have stripped away all the pretentions and all the shame, layer by layer, to reveal the real you to yourself and to the world!”

“Thank you, Ms Beaufort…Thank you, Ms Rose.” Mia gasped, starting to pant, finding it hard to concentrate on Ms Beaufort’s words.

“And now you are ready to move on, Mia.”

Mia’s eyes were glazing over. The maid’s fingers felt so good. They were masturbating her hard now. She so desperately wanted to respond but she was unable to be proactive at all, putty in the woman’s hands, her physical responses entirely at the mercy of others. She was going to explode. She moaned quietly with every outward breath, eyes growing wide, feeling her cum rising up.

And then the fingers were gone, and Mia could do not the slightest thing to replace the lost physical stimulation, nothing to maintain the trajectory of her orgasm. It shrivelled and died. She sobbed, trembling, looking piteously at Ms Beaufort. The Frenchwoman’s lips were curled in a smile of satisfaction. She reached across the table and cupped Mia’s rubber-covered cheek, stroking it. Her thumb dragged across Mia’s lips, forced out in an exaggerated pout by the tight latex framing them.

“Are you regretting being turned into a dripping wet, insatiable wench, Mia?”

“No, Ms Beaufort.” Mia whispered.

“Good! Now I need you to stop thinking about your cunt for five minutes. We have something important to discuss.”

But she needed to cum. She had been so close. Her body was pulsing with need.

“I want you to be mine, Mia, to belong to me literally and figuratively.”

There was a pause, as if Mia were a small child or suffered from learning difficulties and needed time to process a simple statement. In the fog of her arousal, she did!

“I suggest that we make the end of the month your last day with Rose Air Services.” Ms Rose said.

Her dark hair was stylishly arranged up, two huge hairpins pointing upward in a V-shape. As usual, her make-up was immaculate and she exuded class and sophistication. She was so beautiful. Mia’s brain finally clicked into gear.

“You are firing me, Ms Rose?”

“Possibly. That will be a year you’ve been with us, almost to the day. You’ve done very well, performed to a very high standard – more than exceeded expectations. But your talents are wasted as cabin crew. You are capable of greater things. More fulfilling things.”

“I would like you to sign a contract to be my property. A five year indenture is standard practice.” Ms Beaufort picked up the conversation. “That would mean giving up your job, your flat, your life. You would live at Belles Larmes.”

“You are welcome to stay at Rose Air Services if you so wish.” Ms Rose added. “There would always be a place for you with us if that is what your truly wanted. But you would answer only to me, no longer to Sidney.”

“But I would much rather you gave yourself to me, body and soul. I believe you would find it more rewarding. It would, of course, also be much more challenging. I warn you that I will not spare you.”

Ms Beaufort’s eyes were burning with intensity. Mia shivered at the passion in the gaze fixed so earnestly upon her.

“We don’t want you to decide today. You have to the end of the month to think about it.”

“You want to make me a real ponygirl, only a ponygirl, Ms Beaufort?”

“Yes, I do. Ginger reports that you are making great progress, like a duck to water. Don’t deny you enjoy it, Chouchou’s leaking cunt betrays you.”

Playing at being a ponygirl was exciting, but also demanding. Mia wasn’t at all sure she wanted to do it exclusively – especially at Ms Beaufort’s stable where the regime was particularly arduous. In truth, she had enjoyed it more at Cacklebrook with Ms Aella. It had been more tolerable and with more pleasure to be had. But she had been fearing this moment would arrive. Ms Beaufort had been steering her in this direction for some time.

“It has to be your decision, Mia. If you don’t want to be a ponygirl, you will be welcomed into the household on the domestic roster as maid and odalisque. You will make a wonderful maid, so dutiful and humble. But you will also make a wonderful ponygirl and I have plans for you as one. I would prefer you to commit to that for me. Have a think about it.”

“Does it have to be exclusive, Ms Beaufort? Katya is Ms Rose’s maid and still works as a flight attendant.”

“That is not an option I am giving you.”

“Ms Aella’s ponygirl, Ruby, is an artist as well, Ms Beaufort. She is able to switch between the two roles.”

Again Ms Beaufort’s hand reached out. This time she placed it on the top of Mia’s rubber-sheathed head, fingers spread wide. They dragged across the latex, pressing so hard that they squeaked.

“Don’t forget your place, poupée! This is not a negotiation.” Ms Beaufort’s tone was stern. “The relationships between Aria and Angelina and their submissives are no business of yours or mine. I discovered you, enabled you to discover yourself. I’m offering you opportunities to fulfil your potential. You take it or leave it.”

Ms Beaufort’s palm slipped down over Mia’s face, over her rigidly-collared throat and down onto her breasts, squeezing possessively. She glowered at Mia.

“I’m sorry for being so forward, Ms Beaufort. Please forgive me.”

“Big-titted, cum-hungry sluts like you do not dictate the terms of their submission!”

Ms Beaufort signalled to the maid again and Mia gasped, her body jolting in its bonds, as the fingers returned to her pussy. She moaned. They were gentle and skilful as they fluttered over her slick, hot folds, teasing her, stirring her lust once more.

“Are you going to brand me, Ms Beaufort?”

“Of course. You will be my property. You will bear my mark.”

Mia shuddered at the idea. Horrified, yet enthralled at the prospect. Part of her would be so proud to bear Ms Beaufort’s mark of ownership. But it was another step further down the road to…what? Oblivion? The erasure of Mia Ford as an autonomous individual, as a person? She was so confused, terrified and thrilled at her predicament. Irreconcilable thoughts.

Mia moaned again as her clit hood piercing was twisted. Her pussy spasmed as the metal contacted directly on her clitoris. That modification gave her so much pleasure, but it also made her a prisoner of her own sexuality. It was such an easy way to control her, focus her mind on just one thing to the exclusion of all else. She was breathing heavily again, looking at Ms Beaufort with wide eyes.

The Frenchwoman laughed.

“Know thyself, Mia!”

The maid’s fingers slowly became more animated, pressing harder, focusing on her clit, until she was wanking Mia as she had before. Mia gasped and grunted and in a short time was approaching a climax once again. Panting, she fought her bondage desperately despite the futility of the struggle. She felt the cum about to explode. For the briefest of moments she allowed herself to believe she would get there this time, but then the fingers were gone again.

She reached the precipice, hung there for a second, then slipped back from the crescendo. Her pussy was pulsing, but without any further physical stimulus, the moment had passed. Mia mewled in despair.

Ms Beaufort put her finger to Mia’s lips and pressed firmly.

“Shh! We’ve heard quite enough from that mouth for now! Fix her up again.” The final words were directed to the maid.

Within two minutes, Mia had the dildo back in her mouth, connected to the revolving pole. Her nipple rings were once more linked to the mechanism. She tried to control her breathing. She was so horny.

Ms Beaufort stroked Mia’s cheek again. A smile of satisfaction on her lips.

*

The entrance hall to The Conservatoire had been amazing. A mixture of traditional English upper-class décor with the added soupçon of erotic fetishism, the dark sexuality that the establishment celebrated. White marble floors, elaborate scrollwork, chandeliers and a wide, sweeping staircase with ornate balustrades.

But instead of the short, ball-topped columns at the bottom of the balustrades, there were two figures wrapped in skin-tight white latex that matched the shade of the marble, fixed rigidly in place, incorporated into the balustrades. Their helmets had nostrils holes and a cut-out for their mouths – glossy, red painted lips pouting out from between the heavy, compressing rubber. From the tip of their heads, fountains of pure white hair sprayed up and then cascaded down their backs.

Over the catsuits, matching white waspie corsets and fearsome looking neck corsets were laced, shaping their bodies dramatically, creating extraordinarily long necks and holding the figures unflinchingly upright.

Somehow, their arms were inside the catsuits, bound behind them. It gave them a strange, Oscar statuette type appearance. White latex boots with six-inch stiletto heels reached right up to their crotch. The back of the heel of each boot was locked to the base of the balustrade. All the latex was polished to a flawless shine. They looked utterly stunning and so sexy.

To one side of the hall was a conventional hotel-type reception desk, except another of the white, rubber-encased female forms stood at each end of the counter. High up on the wall behind the desk, a fifth identically clad figure was suspended. Their feet were fixed to the wall, but chains of gradually increasing length meant the woman was hanging forward at an angle of 45o, large breasts, corseted neck and head held right above the counter. It was a spectacular arrangement.

But the centrepiece of the hall was the huge fish tank in the middle of the room. At least ten feet square and high, the thick glass was lit from within to highlight hundreds of tropical fish darting about in a cacophony of bright colours. There were also two female human forms inside the tank.

To one side, in bright yellow latex, was a woman bound exactly as Mia was to an inverted crucifix-shaped frame, only instead of being fixed to a trolly, the base of the vertical bar had been slotted into place at the bottom of the tank, around the gravel and plants that covered the floor. The figure’s thighs, fixed in the splits position, sat about four inches above the bottom, her crotch bare, pussy stretched wide.

Her rock-hard nipples were poking out of the little cut-outs in the catsuit. Cute little curved goggles covered her eyes that stared out calmly at her audience. There was a mask strapped over her nose and mouth and a fat tube snaked up from her face to the top of the tank, where a plastic float lay bobbing in the water.

At the other side of the tank, about halfway down, another figure was suspended in a severe hogtie, legs spread very wide, but not to the extent of the splits. Her catsuit and helmet were a vivid orange colour. Dark hair funnelled out of a short tube on the top of the helmet, twisted into a rope and tied to her bound wrists and ankles, pulling her head sharply back so that she was looking straight through the glass into the hall. She had the same mask and tube to allow her to breathe.

The tank was simply teeming with fish, swimming all around the two restrained figures. Some were nestled close to them, as if using their bodies for protection. Amongst the gravel and plants at the bottom there were other strange creatures, fish with legs and lobster-like things crawling around. One was right under the woman in the splits position, pincers waving in the water just an inch or two from her sex.

After their meal, Ms Beaufort and Ms Rose adjourned to the lounge for coffee. The room was adjacent to the restaurant, the journey not long enough to bring Mia to a climax, leaving her positioned between the ladies’ two armchairs still burning with sexual need. The two lower dildos were now positioned halfway inside her. The dildo in her mouth was fully in, the head uncomfortably close to her throat. The short trip had left her panting again, both the corset and the phallic gag impeding her attempts to draw air.

Ms Beaufort’s hand played idly with Mia’s breasts until the coffee arrived, but after that she was forgotten as the two women talked and drank.

The lounge was a large, old-fashioned room with a fire roaring in the open hearth. There were burgundy-coloured buttoned-leather armchairs and sofas set around each other in small clusters, with space in-between to provide privacy. There was seating for maybe twenty five to thirty women (Mia hadn’t seen a single man since they arrived.) But none of that held Mia’s attention.

What did was the decoration. On the wall directly opposite from Mia was a big wheel. Attached to the wheel in a star-shape was a female form clad identically to Mia in latex, the exception being her mouth was heavily gagged, a short tube sticking out to enable her to breathe. The wheel was slowly revolving, constantly in motion, turning the woman upside down and then back upright. The severe corset and her large breasts gave her figure a dramatic and sexy shape. Their eyes locked onto one another, both somewhat glazed, partially lost in sub-space and drunk on lust.

Above the fireplace, another latex-sheathed female body was on display, this time more stringently bound. Her helmet had no eye or mouth holes and her legs were in the splits position the same as Mia, calves and ankles strapped to thighs. Her chest was pushed out dramatically by the position of her arms behind her back and she had big breasts, larger than Mia’s, large erect nipples sticking fiercely from the rubber.

She must have been there for some time, her arousal was leaking out of her exposed sex, hanging down in strands. Neither of these two unfortunate women were the central feature, however.

In the centre of the room there was a figure whose dark hair was gathered on the top of her head and woven intricately into a thick chrome ring maybe four inches in diameter. The woman was suspended from the ceiling by that ring, literally hanging by her hair – her whole body weight supported by it. It was a truly shocking sight. Her feet, clad in ballet shoes (the fetish kind, not the dancing kind) dangled about two feet above the floor. She was spinning slowly around.

There was a rigid posture collar around her neck, holding her head in a fixed position, and a waspie corset around her waist that looked as tightly laced as Mia’s own. There were straps around her ankles, just above her knees and around her waist – this last one also had cuffs that were locked around her forearms, holding them straight down by her sides.

Her breasts were small, but very pretty, as was her face, which had a kind of rigor to it indicating she was fighting to disguise the pain she was truly in. Her eyes were really glazed, staring into space, apparently seeing nothing.

At one point, Ms Beaufort’s fingers found their way to Mia’s breasts again, pinching and squeezing. The Frenchwoman dropped her head close to Mia’s.

“It’s not a trick, in case you were wondering. She really is suspended by only her hair. I’m told the pain reaches another level. What a shame that you’ve already been shorn. I can’t give you a turn up there!”

Mia shuddered at the thought, but her pussy pulsed at the idea. Several times while they were in the lounge, as women passed by the hanging figure, they gently pushed her, setting her swaying. Ms Beaufort couldn’t resist doing the same either, as they left.

On their way back to the entrance hall, they passed through another room. The maids had gone and now Mia and Katya were being pushed by Ms Beaufort and Ms Rose respectively. They moved at a leisurely pace, which was frustrating. Mia craved the two lower dildos to fuck her faster and harder.

Along one side were several pillories facing the wall, each occupied by a woman. Each was bent over at the waist, wrists and neck locked into the wooden holes. All had their bottoms and crotches bare. Three were wearing maids’ uniforms, their skirts folded up on their backs. There was a plump, pale bottom, a skinny, pale backside and a sturdy, brown-skinned posterior. All were liberally covered with welts and marks.

There were two more bottoms. One protruding from a latex catsuit with a cut-out, the other belonging to an entirely naked body. Five sets of buttocks all in a line. From a rail, there were a variety of corporal punishment instruments on display, awaiting selection.

A lady in a black leather catsuit and thigh-high stiletto boots had a whip in her hand. It reminded Mia of the lunge whip, but on a smaller scale. She was striking the skinny maid’s arse ferociously, laying the trainer at the tip of the whip low on the buttocks, trying to strike the same place repeatedly. There was a livid patch of clustered marks and swellings. None of the restrained women had their legs tied down and the maid was stamping her feet and lifting her knees as an expression of the distress she was in.

The woman who was naked in the pillory was receiving a caning. A middle-aged portly lady was laying a line of horizontal bars down the length of the backside, top to bottom. Each line was incredibly close to the last and parallel, applied with real skill. The restrained woman was writhing convulsively, but had to get still for the next lick.

Past the pillories there were two different restraining devices. Shaped like a half-barrel split down its length with legs added, a woman was backed against it, the curve of the wood bending her back concavely, thrusting her chest and breasts forward. Her hands were restrained up behind her head to a post projecting up that had cuffs attached. Her tits presented a tempting target. Only one of the frames was currently occupied.

A short-haired, small woman was holding a very bendy switch, teasing the instrument across the breasts of the woman bound in place. The restrained woman had a leather helmet laced over her head. It had no apparent eye or mouth holes. A crude leather collar was buckled around her throat, forcing her to keep her head up. A waspie corset, fishnet stocking and pumps completed her outfit.

Suddenly, the little woman lifted the switch high over her head and brought it down viciously over the modestly-sized tits, the contact causing a loud snap. The struck woman tried to rear up, pulling her cuffed wrists taut, attempting to kick her legs out (they were chained to the legs of the frame.) Both breasts were covered in vivid red lines. The woman with the switch nodded her head to Ms Beaufort and Ms Rose, smiling pleasantly, as if she was having afternoon tea and an acquaintance had just passed by.

Mia gurgled as she was pushed forward again. The dildo in her pussy felt like heaven, but her bumhole was starting to get sore, needing a touch more lube, and her jaw was aching to add to all the other discomforts racking her body. They didn’t move very far.

There was another latex-clad figure bound to the same frame and in the same manner as Mia – this seemed to be something of a standard for the club. This time, though, the frame was inverted and the body was upside down. A dark pussy was revealed by the crotchless catsuit in the centre of the straight line from knee to knee. The woman was wearing one of the inflatable gags with the air tube through the centre which whistled with each inward and outward breath. Dark brown eyes were visible through the eyeholes of the helmet, darting about nervously.

The pussy was so prominent in this position, the central feature of the ruthlessly bound body. Unusual in this case was the presence of pubic hair, though it was beginning to look sparse. Heavy clips were attached to each of the outer labia and from each dangled a pair of tweezers on the end of a chain.

As Mia watched with wide eyes, Ms Rose picked up one of the tweezers, making sure she gave a strong pull on the chain, distending the labium sharply. Then she used the tweezers to grab maybe two or three pubic hairs. She snatched her hand back forcibly, ripping the hairs off the unfortunate woman’s mound.

A muted noise came out of the breathing tube and the upside down body flinched, but like Mia, that was all the woman could do, unable to even squirm against the physical torment inflicted on her body.

Ms Beaufort picked up the other pair of tweezers. She selected a hair just to the side of the pussy and tugged slowly. Mia saw the skin around the hair lift up as it resisted, but the Frenchwoman kept increasing the pressure until the hair came out at its root. Ms Beaufort pulled on the chain, stretching the labium cruelly, as she held the tweezers - still with the hair in its jaws – in front of Mia’s face.

“Wonderful idea, isn’t it! They always have a handful of the girls here growing out their pubes at any one time, all at different stages. When it’s long enough, they are placed in this room until they are plucked clean again. I would love to be able to do it myself at Belles Larmes, but I just can’t tolerate the hairy snatches while they grow!”

Ms Rose yanked another couple of hairs out. The hips spasmed. Mia looked down at the poor woman’s tear-filled eyes and shuddered again.

At the very end of the room there was a strange cage. It was shaped to the human form, to fit closely around an average-sized female, standing up. There was a naked woman inside, wearing just a waspie corset, a collar and a ball gag. She was mounted on a dildo stuck on a pole between her legs. The cage was cut away around the woman’s buttocks, leaving them sticking out prominently. There was a leather paddle hanging down on a chain from the ceiling, swinging gently to and fro. The woman’s bottom was crimson, showing she had received plenty of attention from the implement.

Initially, it seemed to Mia to be somewhat tame compared to the plight some of the other women found themselves in, but she was soon dissuaded from that thought. Ms Rose picked up the paddle and hefted it in her hand, getting the balance of it. She thumped it down across the woman’s hindquarters. There was no way the woman could remain motionless under the force of such a blow. She was pushed against the front of the cage.

The snap and crackle of electricity filled the air and the woman’s shrieks were partially muffled by the ball gag. She twisted and jerked in response to the shocks, which only caused her to contact the cage in several more places. This continued for several seconds until she managed to hold herself still enough to avoid touching any more of the bars. She was sobbing, tears rolling down her cheeks.

“What a delightful predicament! I find it so exciting!”

Ms Beaufort’s hand was once again pawing Mia’s breasts.

“It’s such a shame that we don’t have time to put you in there, Mia. What a thrilling sight that would be!”

Ms Rose brought the paddle down again. The first stroke had been across the woman’s glowing rump, the second was an overhead strike landing in the centre of her bottom, over the top of the crack. The contact sounded like a pistol shot. The woman’s breasts were thrust forward against the cage directly in front of them, firmly against the metal. Multiple snaps and the woman jerked, sending her against the side of the cage. She bounced around, getting repeatedly shocked, struggling to hold herself still, squealing and sobbing.

It was terrifying to watch. Mia quivered. The pole that the dildo was mounted on was semi-flexible, bending to the movements of the body. As the woman ricocheted around the cage she was actually fucking herself, her vaginal fluids were running down the pole, revealing the extent of her helpless arousal. But if she wanted to genuinely fuck herself on the dong - which was only half-inside her – she would have to move, bend her knees, inevitably shocking herself. What a dilemma!

“It’s not the cage that is electrified. It is the slut.” Ms Beaufort explained.

She reached her fingertips out to touch one of the bars. Nothing happened.

“The electricity is coming through the base and into the slut. There is only a shock when she touches the cage because she creates a short-circuit. Ingenious!”

Back in the entrance hall, the two maids were waiting, one holding the briefcase that Katya had been carrying when they arrived. Ms Beaufort stroked Mia’s rubber-wrapped head.

“You’re now going to be cumming so much you’ll be begging for it to stop!” Her eyes gleamed with that familiar cruel humour.

The briefcase was handed to Ms Rose. Mia’s boss and Ms Beaufort headed up the staircase together.

Ms Beaufort hadn’t lied. The two maids took Mia and Katya out into the gardens for a brisk walk. Mia had been so turned-on after all the teasing and the sights she had seen, it was little more than a minute into the walk before she was in the throes of a desperately needed orgasm. Thankfully, before starting the walk, The dildo pumping into Mia’s rectum had been lubed-up again, it felt delicious as it pistoned in and out of her arsehole, caressing her sphincter.

At the speed they were being pushed, the fucking of the dildos and the tugging of her nipples was  utterly relentless. Soon Mia was shuddering again, fighting her strict bondage as the second climax in quick succession gripped her implacably restrained body.

The only time the pace relented was when the maids slowed to turn a corner. It wasn’t long before a third climax was forced out of her. It was exhausting. Her head was spinning from the vigorous physical stimulation, the unremitting sensations assaulting her. It was an incredible experience. With the corset crushing her body and dildo pumping deep into her mouth she was struggling to breathe, panting heavily. There was a dreamlike unreality to the situation.

Her eyes were glazed. There was no respite. She was just a vessel, a passive receptor as her perverse sexuality was exploited to the maximum. She could feel a fourth orgasm starting to rise, but she couldn’t take it, this had to stop. The euphoria crashed through her mind once more, but it also hurt, it was painful, she was dizzy. Please! No more! Stop!
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Room 15

Mia was standing with her legs wide apart, bent right over at the waist. Her mouth was locked around the head of a large cock. Her tongue was working into the groove under the glans. She could feel the prick twitching with excitement.

Around the base of the shaft was a thick metal band. A similar band was around the top of the ball sack. Attached to this second ring was a cage that fitted snugly around the balls, forcing the folds of the scrotum to bulge out between the bars. There had been a similar cage, about five inches long and two inches in diameter attached to the cock band as well. That had been nowhere near big enough to accommodate the dick when fully erect. Before it had been removed, the cock had been twisted back on itself, swelling out from between the bars, forced to remain semi-erect no matter how aroused it became.

But now it had been freed and allowed to rise to its full length, which was substantial. Mia slid her lips down the cock, its girth stretching her jaw uncomfortably wide. She swallowed, taking the dick down her throat, feeling it distend to accommodate the shaft. The metal collar around the base pressed against her lips.

Another large cock, with an identical band around its root, was pistoning in and out of her arsehole. Every time it sunk fully into her bowel the metal collar hit her widely stretched sphincter, pinching the sensitive skin painfully. The force of the bum fucking was pushing her body back and forth violently, moving the cock in her throat with it. She didn’t think it would be long before it ejaculated.

Both the dicks belonged to slave boys. One was standing behind Mia, holding her hips for maximum traction as he pounded her arse, the other seated in front of her. Other than their ball cages, all they were wearing were rugged, heavy-soled rubber boots up to their knees and heavy, crude iron collars around their necks. The one in the chair had his wrists cuffed behind him.

Sitting in a seat across the aisle of the passenger cabin was their owner, watching. She was a German woman in her late thirties, long blonde hair loose and tumbling over her shoulders. Tall and thin, she had the body of a supermodel – maybe she had been when she was younger.

Mia lifted her mouth off the cock to grab a quick couple of breaths and get some brief respite for her jaw, then went back to work on the glans with her tongue. She had no idea how often they were released from their cock cages but both the slave boys were behaving as if they hadn’t been let free for a year. Her arse was being fucked urgently, desperately and harshly, without any regard for her comfort or pleasure. But she knew from her own ferocious sex drive that she could be in the same state an hour after her last climax, such was the lot of a helpless submissive.

On her knees between Mia’s widespread feet was her colleague Katya. Mia’s uniform skirt had been unzipped right to the waist and had fallen forward as she bent over, leaving her buttocks and crotch exposed, showing the dusky pink boots that covered her legs right to the top. Katya was underneath the skirt, tasked with eating Mia out, trying to keep her mouth glued to Mia’s pussy as she was pummelled from the forceful bum fuck – no easy job. It was difficult for her to display her considerable oral skills, much to Mia’s frustration.

Both boys were moaning and growling, about to spill their loads. The cock in her mouth was twitching violently, the cock in her bowel had started with long powerful strokes but the technique had become ragged and frantic. She dropped her head, taking the prick into her throat again. She immediately felt it pulsing, ejaculating into the condom. The guy’s hips lifted off the seat, trying to get it even deeper, hitting her teeth with the metal collar at its base.

The guy behind her pulled her hips back to get as deep as possible inside her as he climaxed too, ramming his metal collar into her arsehole. She moaned at the pain. He froze for some moments and she felt the twitch of his ejaculation. Then he slumped forward onto her back, leaving his dick fully up her bowel. His hands moved from her hips and grabbed her tits that were hanging free underneath her. He groped them aggressively, painfully.

Mia lifted off the cock in her mouth, panting. Now she was still, Katya’s mouth locked firmly onto her sex, tongue working on her clit hood and piercing and directly on the clit itself. Her pussy spasmed and she pressed it harder onto the mouth. Her hands were resting on the arms of the seat in front of her and she squirmed in delight, still feeling the huge cock lodged in her rectum. Katya had eaten out Mia so many times she knew exactly what gave her the most pleasure. Mia rocked on the mouth, increasing the sensation, groaning as her own climax quickly arrived and she felt the tension seep out of her.

The boy behind her pulled out of her arse. She could feel it gaping, aching as she stood upright. The slave boys’ owner was sat back in the large, luxurious armchair that had been turned to face them. She had one leg crossed over the other, a high-heeled ankle boot fully revealed as the black leather pant leg had ridden up. Her eyes were bright with excitement.

“All swap places and go again!” She ordered, taking a sip from her single malt.

Soon the slave boys had switched positions and it was Mia on her knees under Katya’s uniform skirt. Katya now had to do the bending. But first, the two flight attendants had to reawaken the recently shrunken members now hanging down between the slave boys’ legs. Mia’s latex gloved hands squeezed the cock that had just been down her throat, her thumb rubbing over the glans. It was soon big enough to get a new condom on. She briefly took it in her mouth again, pumping the shaft. It didn’t take much to get the massive dong upright again.

Mia pressed her mouth to her colleague’s slick pussy, feeling it instantly twitch. Katya was so sensitive and aroused. As Mia’s tongue probed inside, her mouth quickly filled with Katya’s familiar taste. Mia was soon reflecting that she got the best part of the deal. Both the slave boys lasted much longer second time around. The guy might not have pounded Katya’s arsehole quite so ferociously, but it went on and on. Meanwhile, Katya had to deep throat the other colossal cock countless times before he came again.

Straight after their second orgasms, the slave boys were locked back in their cock cages. For the moment at least, there was plenty of room as they remained flaccid. Neither of the guys were particularly big or stocky, their cocks significantly out of proportion to their bodies. Both were shaven-headed. Though not particularly muscular, they were toned and fit, very fuckable.

They spent the rest of the flight on their knees either side of their mistress, hands cuffed behind their backs, a heavy chain – about three feet long - connecting their collars together. This was how they had originally boarded the flight in Marbella, on the south coast of Spain. The jet was en route to Berlin.

Mia went into the bathroom to clean herself up and touch-up her lipstick – oral always made it a mess. Her throat, bumhole and bowels were sore. The hugely endowed slave boys had used her without much consideration for her comfort. She studied her bewigged appearance in the mirror. Today was her last day working for Rose Air Services.

She had really enjoyed being a flight attendant for RAS and she honestly didn’t particularly want to stop. She had been given little choice if she wanted to continue her relationship with Ms Beaufort. She thought Ms Beaufort was being unreasonable and selfish, but that was her prerogative. She had the power and Mia didn’t and that was the whole point. Mia’s fate was at the whim of the Frenchwoman, and her only choice was to accept that or not. She had chosen to accept it. There really wasn’t any more to be said.

Mia had a knot in her stomach, beyond trepidation, beyond fear. She had signed a contract to become Ms Beaufort’s property for the next five years. The amount of money she would receive was eye-watering, but had played no part whatsoever in her thinking.

She had some misgivings. She would have been happier to have signed an indenture to be a maid and an odalisque in Ms Beaufort’s household. She loved to serve and the prospect of spending five years attending to Ms Beaufort was thrilling. The short times she had been able to play those roles had been so challenging but so exciting and satisfying, and she had really enjoyed the comradery among the other maids.

But she couldn’t do it knowing she would be disappointing Ms Beaufort. Nothing was more important than garnering Ms Beaufort’s approval. Mia’s desire to please her was overwhelming and she had no idea at what point she would draw a line. Where was the place where she would decide she could go no further to satisfy the lady? Was there such a place? It was terrifying. Mia craved that sparkle in Ms Beaufort’s eyes when the Frenchwoman was pleased with her. It was the centre of her existence.

So she had signed a contract to be Ms Beaufort’s ponygirl, exclusively, 24/7 for the next five years.

The regime in Ms Beaufort’s stable was so harsh she was trembling now, just at the thought of it. No escape next time, not just a few days and then back to her regular life. That would become her regular life, day in and day out. Part of her wanted to run away, get on a regular aeroplane and fly as far from Ms Beaufort as she could.

Yet she found such a profound comfort and gratification in submitting to Ms Beaufort. She had such a yearning to be under her total control. If this is what the lady wanted from Mia, Mia felt a compulsion to give it. Mia wouldn’t and couldn’t deny her. And Mia’s lust, her erotic desire was all consuming at the prospect of what lay ahead of her.

But what would she be like after five years as a ponygirl, treated like an animal, conditioned to think like an animal? Would she lose her identity and personality completely? Would Mia effectively die and only Chouchou exist, a sex-crazed ponygirl who thought of nothing but her next cum, no longer capable of being a sentient, rational human being?

When she had spent two weeks at Ms Aella’s ponygirl training school over Christmas and the New Year, it had been a thrilling experience. Some nights she had been bedded down with the other ponygirls, chained to them. The physical and emotional connection with them had been profound. They had been joyous sexual encounters, intimate and giving, sharing the delights of their self-imposed plight.

Nothing like that had ever happened at the Belles Larmes stable. There was the animal fucking with the ponyboy Jester some mornings. Then there was that time she had been hung upside down against the wall at the back of her stall and Ms Beaufort’s show pony Joujou had been let loose on her, treating her cruelly and harshly, giving her no pleasure in return. Mia shuddered at the memory of that encounter, at the thought of her future relationship with the disagreeable ponygirl. Was that a sign of what her life would be like?

She didn’t know if she had made the right choice. But it was too late, now. She had allowed herself to be ruled by her cunt and by her heart instead of her head, and now she would have to suffer the consequences of that decision.

She stared at her image in the mirror. Was this her last day with hair? (Even if it was a wig!) Last day wearing make-up? Last day in clothes? She loved her RAS uniform, the way the latex dress moved against her skin. She knew she looked sensational in it. Memories of those freezing winter days she had spent only in her pony tack caused her to shiver. She had been so petrifyingly cold. Losing the use of her hands, her arms, her voice! She took deep breaths, trying to calm herself.

*

The benefit of landing in Berlin was the ability to park the plane inside a hangar. There was a German rival to RAS that catered to the same cliental and the two airlines had a reciprocal arrangement to use the other’s facilities. It was a setup that suited both parties, providing the discretion that both required.

As the stairway was locked in place against the plane, Mia opened the door and pushed it fully back. The RAS rule was that the flight attendants had to be in full uniform to see off the clients. Mia was now wearing her dusky pink leather jacket and gloves, as well as her cap that incorporated a half-mask that covered the top part of her face. She had zipped her skirt half-closed.

She stood back to allow the client to disembark. A leash had been clipped around the cock cage of one of the slave boys and the lady was using it to lead them behind her – the two guys still connected by the heavy neck chain. Both slave boys eyed Mia hungrily as they passed, cocks already partially erect again and bulging between the narrow bars of their prisons. The woman placed two €50 banknotes in Mia’s palm.

“Thank you, ma’am.” Mia bobbed a short curtsy.

What was she going to do with the tip? She was never going to have the chance to spend it. Money would mean nothing to her anymore.

The woman headed down the steps, followed by her rubber-booted boys. Katya followed after them carrying the lady’s cabin luggage. The lady also had two ponyboys at the back of the plane, but they would exit via the ramp to the rear door.

The great thing about the Berlin stop was that the cabin crew could disembark and use the lounge to rest between flights (normally they were not allowed off the plane in case their appearance attracted unwanted attention.)

Mia kept her phone in her jacket pocket (there was nowhere on her uniform dress to keep it) but these days she hardly ever got a message or a call during a shift. Only Ms Rose, Ms Beaufort and their underlings contacted her regularly now. So it was a surprise when she felt the phone vibrate with a message from an unknown number.

Attend Room 15 immediately!

She had no idea where Room 15 was. She stepped out of the plane and from the top of the stairway looked across the hangar. The German lady and her slave boys were heading towards the passenger exit, several ground crew fussing around them. The ramp to the rear exit of the plane was being locked into position and the cargo hold was being unlocked. There was nothing irregular to see.  Mia descended the stairs and stepped on to the concrete floor. She showed her phone screen to Katya. Her colleague didn’t react despite now having to prepare the cabin for the next clients all on her own.

Mia’s stilettos rapped loudly on the concrete as she walked across to the baggage handlers standing by the hold. She found out where Room 15 was, over the other side of the hangar from where the lounges and offices were located. It was in the maintenance area.

She was starting to get suspicious. Was she being set up for a prank before her final flight as cabin crew for RAS? It didn’t matter, she had to obey. She made her way across the hangar. A guy sat in the cab of a refuelling rig stared at her – she guessed cabin crew didn’t venture into this area very often. There was a whole line of doors along one wall. She found Room 15.

She knocked on the door. When it opened, there was Ginger, Ms Beaufort’s head groom. Mia stared at her, dumbfounded. The groom stepped back, holding the door wide open.

“Come in, Mia.”
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Genuinely Chouchou

It was a dark, windowless room lit by a single light bulb. There was some crude metal shelving along one wall, a sink in one corner, various crates and boxes filling half the space. There was another woman in the room with big blonde hair. The smell was metallic and industrial. On top of one of the crates, Mia saw her ponygirl tack jumbled up in a pile. On the floor in front were a pair of pony boots.

As soon as Ginger had closed the door, the groom yanked Mia’s wig off. She unpinned Mia’s mane and roughed it up so that it dropped down onto her back and shoulders. Mia looked wide-eyed at the groom. Ginger’s wild orange hair had been tied back, but several strands had escaped, giving her an unkempt and slightly mercurial appearance.

“Do not speak. Undress completely. Your life as a ponygirl is starting right now.”

The groom ran her hand down the crop hanging from her belt as a warning to Mia.

Mia was quaking as she obeyed, her fingers trembling. They had successfully caught her unawares. She hadn’t expected it to happen like this. She had thought she would travel to Belles Larmes and the transformation would happen there. She felt so queasy, for a moment she thought she was going to throw-up.

“Stop dawdling, Mia. This is not a game anymore, time to get real!”

Ginger brought the crop down across Mia’s backside, across the rubber of her skirt. It made a loud crack in the small room and despite the protection of a layer of latex caused Mia to flinch, burning fiercely.

Her uniform came off for the final time. The cap, the gloves, the jacket, the scarf, the belt, the dress, and lastly the towering, crotch high boots in which she had spent so much of the last year that they almost felt a part of her.

There was no heating in the room and Mia’s naked body came up in goosebumps and she was shivering. Ginger pushed her toward a cheap, moulded plastic chair near the sink, where the blonde woman was unpacking some bags, Mia couldn’t see exactly what she was doing.

“Sit!”

Mia was visibly shaking, partly from the temperature, partly from the shock and trauma of what was happening. Ginger quickly fastened her to the chair with a broad strap around her waist and the seat back. Her arms were pulled behind her over the back of the seat and tied in place with two strips of cloth threaded through slats in the plastic. Another strip of cloth tied her left leg to the chair leg, but her right leg was left free.

Ginger spoke to the blonde woman in German as she took a hold of Mia’s right leg and lifted it, stepping over it so that she could trap it between her thighs, her back now to Mia, like she was shoeing a horse. Her taut buttocks, clad in drum-tight white leather riding britches, were in front of Mia’s face eighteen inches away. Beneath them, polished riding boots reached to her knees. Mia felt the groom start to trim her toenails.

The blonde woman was standing beside Mia with a swab in her hand. Grabbing a hold of Mia’s mane with the other hand, she began to remove the heavy make-up that cabin crew were required to wear at RAS.

Having cut Mia’s toenails really short, Ginger then slipped on the pony boot. Mia felt the familiar sensation as the tight leather wrapped her toes, then ankle, then calf. The foot of the boot was heavily padded and surprisingly comfortable. Ginger began the laborious task of lacing it closed. The leather slowly gripped Mia as the groom worked her way up the leg to the knee. The padded knee protector was pulled over the kneecap, the strap fastened around the bottom of her thigh to hold it in place.

Ginger put the booted foot back down, the shoed hoof clanging loudly on the concrete. The boot added seven or eight inches to Mia’s height, raising her thigh off the chair uncomfortably. The groom then tied Mia’s leather enveloped ankle to the chair leg before untying her left leg to repeat the toenail trimming and boot fitting.

The blonde woman had finished removing Mia’s make-up. She was now standing behind her, running her hands through Mia’s mane and rubbing her scalp. She spoke to Ginger, again in German. Ginger momentarily stopped lacing up the pony boot and turned around, still keeping Mia’s leg trapped between her thigh. She also ran her fingers across Mia’s bald scalp.

“Ja.”

Mia had noticed that the shadow of her hair regrowth was now visible and her scalp didn’t feel as smooth as it had been. Finally, after three months, she was getting her hair back. She shuddered at the memory of the pain caused by the original waxing. Hopefully, with only a slight fuzz, it wouldn’t hurt so much.

Hearing the rustle of foil, Mia realized her mane was going to be coloured again as well. With no mirrors in the room she would be unable to see what was being done to it. Meanwhile, Ginger had finished fitting the other pony boot, placing Mia’s foot back on the floor with a metallic clomp. The ankle was retied to the chair leg, both her thighs now raised at a steep, uncomfortable angle.

Mia swallowed hard. They were now a part of her. When would they ever come off again? She had never seen a lifestyle pony out of their hoof boots.

“You are Chouchou now. All pony rules apply.”

Ginger tapped a finger on Chouchou’s nose to reinforce her words. The groom moved onto Mia’s hands, releasing them one at a time to trim the fingernails right down and fit the familiar mittens. Both Chouchou’s fingernails and toenails were painted a vivid red, but the groom showed no interest in removing the varnish.

The mitts had an internal slot for each finger and the thumb. They were stiff, so that even though the mitt itself was of a soft, pliable leather, the dividers prevented her from being able to bend her fingers hardly at all. At the base of the mitt there was a cuff that buckled around her wrist. Little padlocks were clicked shut, ensuring there was no way to get them off without the key or by cutting them. Afterwards, Chouchou’s wrists were tied back down behind the chair.

All the while that was happening, Chouchou’s mane was being handled by the blonde woman, her hair being wrapped in foil. Having felt the tremble in Chouchou’s hands, Ginger took the ponygirl’s breasts in her own and fondled them gently, genuinely trying to calm Chouchou down.

“Don’t worry, we are going to make you into a gorgeous ponygirl! Everyone will want to fuck you!”

From the pile of leather and metal that was her pony tack, Chouchou watched Ginger pick up her pony collar. The groom wrapped it around Chouchou’s neck. It flared at its base, sitting on her collarbone, and curved under her chin, tilting her head back into an unnaturally high position. At the sides it rose high to just under her ears. It was horribly restrictive and uncomfortable. She had never been able to become accustomed to it.

She felt the buckles at the back being pulled tight, closing the stiff leather firmly against her throat. She could feel the pressure when she swallowed. She heard the three clicks of the little padlocks closing, one for each strap. She was now unable to move her head at all. She was still trembling, but as always when she was put in her tack, she was becoming very aroused. The sexual excitement at her plight was overwhelming.

Ginger then sat on a stool beside Chouchou, putting a little plastic tub in her lap that rattled with its small metallic contents. The ponygirl was expecting to have her rings inserted into her grommeted piercings, but it wasn’t as straightforward as that. The groom actually removed the grommet from Chouchou’s ear. It didn’t come out easily, though the redhead didn’t deliberately hurt her.

It was immediately replaced with another. This was bigger, with a wider hole. It stretched the piercing further apart and instantly felt uncomfortable, something that didn’t alleviate over time. The ring that was then put through the hole was new, as well. Thicker and significantly heavier. It may have been of a wider diameter as well, but she couldn’t see.

Much to her relief, the grommet in Chouchou’s nose wasn’t replaced, but the ring that Ginger fitted was significantly bigger, sitting lower on the ponygirl’s top lip. Like the earring, it was thicker and heavier and Chouchou hated it straightaway. It was bestial. The very final, solid click as the groom closed the ring was very different from normal. Chouchou quivered at the thought of how difficult it was going to be to remove.

Ginger sensed the reaction from the ponygirl.

“That’s right. The only way these babies come out is with a cutter or a blowtorch! Get used to them, they’ll be there for a long time.”

The groom tugged on the ring, teasing the pony. Chouchou blinked back tears and instinctively struggled. Though she couldn’t move her head independently, her reaction disturbed the hairdresser, who swore – one of the few German words that Chouchou knew.

Ginger slapped Chouchou’s left breast twice, hard.

“Bad pony! Behave!”

Next, the groom connected the chain from the earring to the nose ring. It was slightly too short, distending her earlobe and applying a permanent tug on the septum ring. It was a horrible sensation that Chouchou had never reconciled herself to, no matter how many days she had now spent with the chains in place.

Then Ginger turned her attention to Chouchou’s nipple. They were both hard, sticking out like mini door knobs from the combination of her arousal and the cold. The groom needed both sets of fingers to get the grommet out, twisting and bending the teat harshly before it came away. It was possibly even worse getting the new one in. Again, it was significantly bigger and her nipple was much more sensitive than Chouchou’s earlobe. It pinched the flesh around the piercing and stretched the hole, making it larger.

It felt very intrusive and intimate, an awful sensation that didn’t entirely go away even when the metal was in place. She tried to keep still but it was so hard. Gasping and whimpering, she twitched and jerked and the hairdresser just gave up on the pony’s mane until she settled still again, panting. It was a psychological discomfort as well as a physical one, manipulating holes in the most private parts of her body. It certainly contributed to her sense of being owned.

The new nipple ring was fitted. Like the others, it was thicker and heavier and maybe a slightly wider diameter. It had the same irreversible click as it was locked shut. Chouchou could feel the extra weight as soon as Ginger let the ring drop, as well as the sense that the grommet was too big for the piercing. Once again she shuddered, feeling her vulnerability, trying to come to terms with the control to which her body would be subject from now on.

Ginger moved the stool around to the other side of the chair to repeat the procedures on Chouchou’s right ear and nipple, connecting the corresponding chain from that ear to her nose ring, equalizing the pull on her septum from either side. The groom stood in front of the ponygirl, studying Chouchou’s face, examining her work. She reached forward and stroked the pony’s cheek.

“Beautiful! Suits you!”

Chouchou didn’t feel beautiful.

Her hair now completely wrapped in foil. Chouchou could smell the hot wax being prepared. Ginger assisted the hairdresser in the waxing of the pony’s scalp. It proved to be a significantly quicker procedure this time around and it wasn’t quite so agonizingly painful, but that was relative. By the time it was finished her scalp was burning. The hairdresser rubbed some cooling cream on afterward that alleviated the situation somewhat.

Fifteen minutes later

Chouchou was standing in the centre of Room 15. She had been ordered to hold her arms out either side of her at 90o to her body. A long chain leash was fixed to her nose ring, hanging down in front of her to mid-thigh, swinging back and forth gently.

The foil had been removed from her hair, her mane had been rinsed off with cold water (which had done nothing to help control her shivering) and then blow dried and styled. She could feel the mane hanging down her back and over one shoulder, still left loose. Unable to move her neck at all, she still couldn’t see what they had done to it this time.

She was about to be tacked-up, but this time it did feel different. This time she wasn’t playing a role. This was how it was going to be every single day for the next five years…and maybe beyond. Would she become so conditioned, so mentally adjusted to being a ponygirl that she would remain one for the rest of her life? If Mia ceased to exist and there was only Chouchou, there was only a ponygirl. What happened to ponygirls when they got old? She had never seen an old ponygirl. She should have asked Ms Beaufort these questions. But she hadn’t, and now it was too late.

Ginger was back beside her. Chouchou now towered over the groom in her hoof boots. The broad belt of the harness was passed around the pony and buckled tight, drawing her waist in, digging into her hips and ribs. Gradually, as each strap of the harness was buckled, another part of her torso became imprisoned, her skin bulging around the black leather.

The little metal bands closed around the base of each nipple, squeezing the teat. She felt them swell even larger. As the straps were drawn tight around her breasts, the chains from the bands were drawn taut, sinking into her tit flesh, lifting each tit and partially compressing them against her chest. Their size made them difficult to contain and they still jutted out, the nipple bands pressing into her tender areola and pushing her nipples out in an exaggerated fashion. This time she was feeling every little part of the bondage more acutely than ever before.

Once the harness was in place, she was brought down to her knees by a firm pull on the nose leash. Her arms were tugged up behind her back, the wrist cuffs of her mitts were locked to the back of her collar. The weight of her arms shifted the collar back, harder against her throat. A strap wrapped around the crook of her elbows and was drawn in, pulling them closer together down the centre of her back. She felt her shoulders hauled backward, pushing her chest further forward, her tits further out. Discomfort, then outright pain, but still her elbows were drawn closer.

Finally, Ginger let up. Still, after all these months, her elbows couldn’t quite be brought together to touch and form the straight line of her forearms down the centre of her back that was the eventual goal. But now that they would be fixed this way every day, it surely wouldn’t be long before this was achieved. Her shoulders hurt. Her upper arms hurt. She was so familiar with this, now. The elbow strap was then fixed down to the harness low on her back to hold them in place.

Ginger came around in front of Chouchou. She gave the ponygirl’s breasts a little squeeze – they were presented so invitingly now. But in her hand she held the hateful bridle. The groom opened up the mass of leather straps and pulled it over Chouchou’s head. She pushed and tugged, lining it up correctly. She threaded the nose leash through the straps and let it hang again. Then she began dragging Chouchou’s mane through the central slot that ran from her forehead to the base of her skull.

One by one the buckles were fastened, drawing the network of straps tight to the pony’s scalp and face. Now Chouchou’s vision was substantially reduced, the moulded blinkers projecting out from the sides and curving over the top of her eyes. Even her downward vision was affected by the straps running from the top of her nose across her cheeks. The angle of her head, tilted slightly back, and her large tits thrusting forward contributed even more to this. Unable to turn her head at all, she now just had a tunnel line-of-sight, straight ahead. That was all she could see.

The groom forced the chin strap between the lip of the collar and under the pony’s jaw. The whole ensemble felt so confining. How she wished for the bridle that Ms Aella used at Cacklebrook – equally restrictive in its own way (attaching directly to the collar at several points) it gave better vision and was more comfortable to wear.

Not completely satisfied that the bridle was tight enough, Ginger drew several of the straps in another notch. But still there was worse to come.

The chains from her earrings to the bit rings either side of her mouth were clipped in place, further distending her earlobes. Then the much heavier chains from the earrings to the shoulders of her harness were added, tugging her lobes downward as well as sideways.

Chouchou knew what was coming next. The even more hateful bit. She had to stick out her tongue so that the stud piercing its tip could be locked onto the tab projecting from the inside of the bit’s crossbar. Then the whole ensemble was put into place. The metal port pushed deep into her mouth. The crossbar – the thin strip of metal having a covering of soft rubber – sinking back between her teeth to the corners of her mouth.

She felt and heard the clicks as the bit was fixed to the bit rings on the bridle, the crossbar pinching slightly either side of her mouth. Automatically, her tongue fought its restraint, she just can’t help herself despite the futility of the exercise. The metal tasted horrible. She snorted in frustration and Ginger laughed gently.

“Changed your mind already? Too late for that!”

The groom stroked Chouchou’s cheek. The ponygirl could see the excitement in Ginger’s green eyes, the pleasure she was getting from tacking-up Chouchou. The pony experienced a moment of panic as the full enormity of what she had agreed to do consumed her consciousness. The endless days of her life to be. She pulled on her bound arms as her tongue tugged against the metal that held it in place.

Ginger retrieved the reins. She clipped the ends onto Chouchou’s new nipple rings and then fed the leather through the ends of the shanks that projected down either side of the bit’s crossbar. For the moment, she let them hang down from the shanks, swinging gently, brushing against Chouchou’s nipples. Only then was the chain leash to the pony’s nose finally removed.

Pausing for a moment, the groom opened the door to allow the hairdresser to leave – her arms were full with all her bags. Chouchou waited on her knees.

“Up!”

Ginger yanked hard on the reins, twisting the pony’s nipples upward. There was the familiar (yet no less agonizing) flare of pain. Chouchou struggled to get her hooves under her and lift herself up to relieve the tension and to get the port to drop from pressing into the roof of her mouth.

The groom had the nipple bar in her hand. Lifting each nipple ring up so that it remained above the bar, the tip of first one, then the other nipple was slotted into the bar. The little screw was turned, clamping the bar onto the teats with increasing firmness. For the briefest of moments, the squeeze was pleasurable, then it became uncomfortable, then downright painful. Still the screw tightened. Chouchou grunted and squirmed.

Flicking the bar up and down with her fingers, Ginger checked that it was firmly attached to the pony. Chouchou gasped. The perpetual torment of her nipples was the reality of pony life.

It was when Chouchou was turned around and bent over a crate that she glimpsed what had been done to her tail. It was lying on a box beside her crotch strap and the dildo. It had been blonde streaked with black, matching her old mane. Now it was black and a very bright, bold yellow, the two colours about half and half, in clusters. It was striking.

As Chouchou’s head was pushed down low, her mane fell forward over her face for the first time and she saw that it now matched her new tail. The contrast between the black and the yellow potent. She shouldn’t have been surprised, black and yellow were the colours of Ms Beaufort’s stable, the colours her ponies raced in. In that way it made sense, but she was going to need some time to get her head around the idea. She was bent so far over the collar was pressing forcefully against her throat and the soft flesh under her chin.

“Hold that position!”

Knowing what was coming, Chouchou spread her legs wide apart. Her buttocks were parted and a blob of lube was squirted on her rosebud.

“Someone’s had fun up there recently, must be sore!” Ginger commented.

Chouchou felt the crotch strap of her harness being buckled to the back of the wide belt, slipping between her bottom cheeks. The butt-plug of her tail pressed against her bumhole. She was still pretty loose from earlier and the plug slipped in relatively easily, though not without some pain, especially as her tender sphincter was stretched to the widest part of the plug. It settled heavily in her rectum. She could feel the weight of the tail that it supported.

Then the dildo was slipping into her slick pussy. She murmured in pleasure as it sank deep, her sex spasming. She squirmed to enhance the sensation. As the crotch strap was pulled up to connect to the front of the harness, both plugs sank deeper, drawing a sharp intake of breath. It felt so good. She loved the full feeling of both holes filled at the same time.

The narrow straps now dangling from her crotch were buckled to the harness at her hips, passing under each buttock, lifting them, presenting them ready for the whip. Chouchou was pulled upright again, her face now flushed. She groaned. She felt her tail swinging behind her, brushing the back of her knees and her calves.

As usual, the groom made some final adjustments. The crotch strap was always tightened once the pony was upright, taking out any slack. Ginger even managed to get the breast straps in another notch. Chouchou felt so confined, the restrictions so physically and psychologically absolute. She shuddered once again. She was so turned-on despite the discomfort.

Ginger rubbed the pony’s crotch firmly, causing Chouchou to writhe and gasp. Hands grabbed her breasts, fingers sinking into them.

“You’re exactly where you belong, where you need to be. Don’t kid yourself, pony!”

The groom brushed Chouchou’s mane back away from her face. It was very unusual for her mane to be loose when in full tack. The ponygirl was already dribbling, feeling it sliding down her chin.

“Now you really belong to Ms Beaufort!”

Ginger had another of the fake stick-on brands. She peeled the backing off and pressed it onto Chouchou’s hip.

“Don’t worry, baby, this will soon be real!”

Fingers rubbed over the brand, making sure it was fully stuck on.  
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Goodbye, Mia!

Disappearing from Chouchou’s sight, the ponygirl felt her tail being lifted up high by the groom. She heard the swish just a moment before the crop smacked low across her buttocks, right underneath where her tail sprouted out of the crotch strap.

Chouchou cried out, but despite the shock and the blazing pain, she did manage to maintain her position. It had been a full-force strike. Her hips writhed to try to alleviate the burning.

“This is just a little something to help you focus, to remind you of the standards expected from you now. No more playtime. Now you are for real.”

Again the swish. This time the crop hit across the top of both thighs, leaving a line of fire. Chouchou squealed. She stamped a hoof down on the concrete and the sound reverberated around the little room.

“Remember your lessons! Show everyone how proud you are to be Ms Beaufort’s ponygirl. How pleased you are to have been transformed into a creature of such grace and beauty. Remember you are a representation of your owner. Your behaviour and comportment reflect on Ms Beaufort. You must be perfect from now on!”

Chouchou whimpered as the groom ran her fingers along the welts she had just created, The pony flinched as the livid lines were pressed, tears forming in her eyes. She felt her tail released, falling back down behind her.

The groom grabbed a hold of Chouchou’s bridle and leaned in close, rising up on her toes.

“Perfection! Obedient, submissive perfection.”

Ginger grabbed the reins right below Chouchou’s bit and led her out of the room, into the hangar. The ponygirl high-stepped, bouncing as proudly as she could. The welts from the crop throbbing, her nipples throbbing, her sex burning with arousal.

A wave of panic and fear engulfed her. All her time as a ponygirl before had been at Ms Beaufort’s estate or at Cacklebrook farm. Here she was at an airport in a foreign country, stripped of her humanity, completely powerless, turned into a fetish object. It was terrifying.

The boots forced her to take the realistic pony steps. The clash of her horseshoes on the floor resounded loudly, could only be attracting attention. But the dildo and butt-plug flexed and moved to her high-stepping, stimulating her, filling her with lust and exhilaration. Her training kicked in, the hours of practice she now had behind her. She pranced flamboyantly, thrusting her chest out as far as she could, moving with fluidity and grace.

It appeared unreal, a dream, the whole situation. But this was real and happening now. She really was a ponygirl and only a ponygirl. The change had taken place. This was no fantasy. It was no longer a game.

She was being led towards the RAS Airbus, still parked in the hangar. The ramp was still fixed to the rear door. Chouchou was brought to a halt a few feet from the bottom of the ramp. She stood as upright as she could, feet together, pushing her tits out, just as she had been taught. Her eyes flitted about nervously, but her vision was so restricted all she could see was the jet.

Ginger’s hands roamed over Chouchou’s body, squeezed her breasts again, moved down across her backside. The handling was so casual, yet so expressive of the power difference between them. The pony was turned slightly and she could see a metal pole with several loops on the stem. It was very familiar to her – RAS used them in their hangar in the UK, too. They had a super-heavy wide base on wheels that could be locked. They were placed at the rear of the aeroplanes so that the ponies could be tied to them while awaiting permission for boarding.

The groom passed Chouchou’s reins through one of the loops and tied them in a loose knot. If Chouchou pulled on it, all she would achieve would be to draw the knot tighter. She was standing about three feet from the pole. There was plenty of slack in the reins. She felt a hobble chain wrapped around her ankles. She heard Ginger walk away and felt another flutter of panic at being left alone in such an exposed position.

Chouchou was standing alone for some minutes. She could feel the drool dripping off her chin onto her breasts. She should have seen this coming. A deliberate attempt to surprise her, to unsettle her, it was straight out of Ms Beaufort’s playbook. Even the moment she had become a real ponygirl had been taken from her control. She had already flown her last flight as RAS cabin crew, but she hadn’t known it at the time.

She would be returning to the RAS base not as a flight attendant, but as a ponygirl, in front of her colleagues who she used to work with. How degrading. How humiliating. How typical of Ms Rose and Ms Beaufort.

She heard voices speaking German. They were getting closer. The rap of multiple pairs of stilettos. It was a big hangar and they took a long time to reach her, plenty of time for Chouchou to panic. Then they were all around her. She could only see one, Silke. She was cabin crew for DF, the rival airline that operated out of the hangar. Mia had enjoyed coffee with her a few times during the turnaround of her flight.

Despite her training, despite the attempts to condition her to be proud of her new identity, she found it acutely embarrassing to encounter acquaintances who less than two hours ago had been her equals. Now there was such a gulf separating them. Would they recognize her without the wig, with her mane and bald scalp, with the web-like bridle that covered much of her face?

“Mia!”

That answered that question.

There were many leather-gloved hands on her body, stroking, probing, pinching. A finger tracing along the welt that Ginger had just created across the bottom of her buttocks.

“You make a beautiful pony!”

Silke took Mia’s left breast in her hand, squeezing, twisting it gently, leaning forward to examine how it was bound. Her eyes were sparkling with excitement at the sight of her erstwhile contemporary’s plight. She spoke in German and two other heads popped into Chouchou’s eyeline to inspect the pony’s breast bondage, two more hands on her tits. She knew these women too, Petra was another flight attendant, Heike was one of the ground crew managers. Chouchou felt her face burning with shame, wanted the ground to swallow her up.

Someone else was behind her, hands cupping her buttocks, kneading them. She said something in German and the other women all laughed.

The chains to the bands around the base of her nipples were tugged, forcing her nipples out even further. Petra had hold of the nipple bar, tugging it roughly, trying to pull it off. Chouchou moaned at the pain. Silke stroked Chouchou’s cheek, a knowing smile on her lips.

“Ponies have to suffer. You must like it or you wouldn’t have wanted to become one!”

Attention turned to the pony’s head, fingers stroking her bald scalp between the straps of the bridle, still a little tender from the earlier waxing. Her mane was run through hands, tugged, ruffled. The woman behind her was tugging on the chains connecting her ears to the shoulders of her harness. Heike pulled the chain from her ear to her nose ring, Silke yanked the other one at the same time. Chouchou tried to shy away, tears blurring her vision. All the time the women were chatting in German.

Silke’s hand found its way between Chouchou’s legs, rubbing firmly on the crotch strap. The ponygirl quivered, gasping, hips writhing. Silke looked her straight in the eye and with very German directness declared:

“Bitch in heat!”

The other women laughed again. The welt on her bottom was pinched hard and the pony jumped, instinctively pushing her hips forward, pressing her sex harder onto Silke’s hand. The flight attendant took this as further evidence of her claim, leering at Chouchou. She turned around and untied the pony’s reins from the post. The hobble chain was removed. Were they allowed to do that?

Chouchou was pulled away from the post and the ramp, turned around. The four women were surrounding her, she didn’t recognize the fourth, she was wearing a ground crew uniform.

The DF uniforms looked stunning, red over-the-knee boots, a tight black leather hobble skirt to just above the knee and a red leather jacket. They were all conspicuously, strictly corseted, their waists were tiny, the jackets closing tightly to emphasize this. The collar of the jacket was high and stiff, wrapping closely around their throats. Ground crew wore kerchiefs around their necks but no caps, the cabin crew had side caps of red and black leather perched off-centre on their heads. All four women were gorgeous.

“Prance for us, ponygirl, show us what you’ve got!” Silke yanked hard on the reins as she spoke, twisting Chouchou’s nipples, sending the port of the bit up against the roof of her mouth.

Chouchou, in such an apprehensive state, was slow to respond. She received two hard smacks across her backside. She strode forward, lifting her knees high, pushing her tits out, eyes darting about in agitation. There were noises of approval from the women, hands touching her all over. She was marched around in a circle several times, being regularly spanked, her bottom burning. She flounced, posturing, attempting to be as extravagant as she could, incredibly turned-on and humiliated at the same time. The women clapped her, laughing and smiling.

Then another harsh yank on the reins brought her to a halt. She was breathing heavily, tits rising and falling dramatically. Feet together, she stood as upright as she could.

“Good pony! Good girl!” Petra’s hand grabbed a breast again, squeezing gently. It felt so good.

Grabbing the reins right under the bit, Silke pulled forcefully, bending Chouchou over. She was held there, staring at the floor. Silke’s free hand was playing with the pony’s mane and scalp.

“What a gorgeous pony! Such a lovely creature!” She whispered.

The ponygirl now had a hand on each of her breasts, manipulating them animatedly. Another hand was on her crotch strap, pressing hard, grinding it against her labia, shoving the dildo deeper. At the same time, someone was tugging hard and repeatedly on her tail, pulling the bulb of the butt-plug against her sphincter again and again, causing acute pleasure and pain at the same time. And still she was getting spanked, a leather-clad palm thumping down hard.

So many hands taking advantage of her heavily bound body! She was so helpless, at their mercy. Chouchou’s climax crashed through her, arriving so quickly it caught her by surprise. She squealed, thrashing, pulling against the reins holding her bent over, increasing her pain and discomfort, body twitching and convulsing. She rode the wave of ecstasy, consumed by all the sensations assaulting her, the powerlessness of her situation.

Slowly, her body calmed, she became aware again. The women were talking to each other, making quips, laughing at each other’s comments. She didn’t understand the words but it was clear she was the butt of the jokes. She was pulled back upright. She staggered slightly, her legs were like jelly. There were still hands on her buttocks, on her breasts. She was panting. Her eyes struggled to focus.

Petra, a hand stroking Chouchou’s mane, stood up on tiptoe and kissed the ponygirl’s cheek.

“Pretty pony, be a good girl!”

Silke led Chouchou back to the post. The reins were tied back in place. Then Silke stood on tiptoe too, pressing her lips to the same cheek.

“Goodbye, Mia!”

The pony felt the hobble chain being wrapped back around her ankles. A hand stroked her buttock one final time, then she heard the excited, humour-filled voices growing fainter, the fading of the multiple stiletto heels rapping on the floor and she was alone again. She could still feel all those hands that had possessed her body, played with her like she was a toy. And she was a toy, a plaything, that was her reality now.

*

It wasn’t that long, only a few minutes, before Ginger reappeared, passing across Chouchou’s eyeline, carrying two large holdalls. She dropped them in front of the baggage hold, then came back to the ponygirl. Had the groom seen what had just happened with the DF crew? Did she care? Or was it an arranged stunt to help Chouchou learn her new place in the world. The pony would never know.

Chouchou had been leaking heavily since her orgasm. She could feel the pussy juice running down her thigh, finding its way around the crotch strap. She felt like such a slut. She could be made to cum at the click of the fingers.

“Stand taller, prouder. Curve that spine. I want to see how desperately you want everyone to notice those tits!”

The groom’s crop flicked across Chouchou’s thigh. It stung, but wasn’t a hard stroke like the earlier two. Her post-orgasmic haze had allowed her concentration to slip slightly. She rose higher, pushed her chest out further.

“One and only warning.”

Ginger groomed Chouchou’s mane – it must have looked untidy. As they waited, her hands once more roamed idly over the pony’s body.

The clop of pony hooves then cut through the quiet. Two ponygirls were led across Chouchou’s restricted vision. Their boots crashed loudly with every step as they mounted the ramp up to the plane.

They were a matched pair, small for ponygirls, with a dusky Mediterranean complexion. Their manes and tails were a mixture of black and white in the same way as Chouchou’s were black and yellow. While Chouchou much preferred her own colouring in comparison, she envied them their lush, wide manes and their conventional bridles. Their blinkers were pushed closed over their eyes, completely blinding them, but they still pranced forward proudly and confidently, revealing how well-trained they were. They disappeared into the jet.

Chouchou stood there for another few minutes, Ginger’s hand squeezing her breast, rubbing her belly. Then she saw Katya signal the groom and the pony’s hobble chain was removed and her reins untied from the post.

“Walk on!”

The ponygirl high-stepped forward and up onto the ramp. The metal vibrated as her horseshoes thudded down. All the times she had watched the ponies being marched up onto the plane, thrilled at the eroticism of the sight, but now it was her who was the erotic creature climbing the ramp.

She was so familiar with the rear compartment. Countless times she had opened and closed this rear door, cross-checked it was secure. She had served the grooms in their seats, examined the ponies locked to the frames, fascinated by the differences in their tack and restraints, by the personalization of their appearance by their owners. But it was now her being steered between the frame.

The other two ponygirls were opposite her, already fixed in place, their blinkers still closed over their eyes. They were both large-breasted, and because they were so small, looked very top-heavy, out-of-proportion. Their breast bondage was not as harsh as Chouchou’s. Again Chouchou experienced envy and regret, but she had known this when she signed the contract, being Ms Beaufort’s ponygirl was going to be a tough gig.

Ginger kicked Chouchou’s feet apart until they were against the sides of the frame. The cuffs were locked around her ankles, holding her feet in that position. Given the steep angle of her feet inside the pony boots, the wide stance was uncomfortable, ankles bent a little inward. Chains on the frame either side of her connected to rings on the side of her harness at her waist, and again at the collar. All were pulled tight, preventing her from moving side to side at all and allowing her to swing only very slightly forward or backward.

Her loose mane was gathered up and twisted into a rope, then looped over the top of the frame and tied to it. Chouchou had seen many ponies bound this way to the frame, she knew what it looked like even though she was unable to see it for herself this time. Ginger pulled the mane tight before knotting it. It rose straight up, pulling uncomfortably on the pony’s scalp.

The groom to the pair of ponygirls approached them. Unusually, it was a man. He was tiny, looked like a jockey for real horses. From the way he greeted Ginger, Chouchou guessed they didn’t know each other.

“Beautiful creature!” He commented in an Irish accent. “May I?”

“Of course.”

The man’s little hands sunk into Chouchou’s breasts, moved them against her chest.

“Nice, maybe could be a little bigger?”

“They will be.”

Chouchou shuddered at Ginger’s words. She was so big already, she would look freakish, like the two ponies opposite her.

“Doesn’t like the idea!” The man picked up on Chouchou’s reaction.

“She’ll have to learn to!”

Both the grooms laughed. The man’s hands dropped lower, pressing on the six-pack abs bulging out from between the network of the harness straps.

“She’s relatively fresh meat, still plenty of work to do.” Ginger spoke as if apologizing for Chouchou’s physical condition.

“Not in bad shape for a newbie, though!” The man seemed impressed.

His hands slid down, palms pressing into her belly, then he grabbed each of her quads, squeezing again.

“Plenty of potential, and seems to be enjoying herself.” The man nodded at the mess seeping down Chouchou’s inner thigh. She felt herself blush.

“Born for the bridle!” Ginger squeezed a breast affectionately, then stroked the pony’s cheek.

The man’s head didn’t even reach the level of Chouchou’s nipples, but he lifted an arm high and pulled down her lower lip, turning it inside out.

“We tattoo the owner’s name on the inside.”

Ginger wasn’t impressed with that. “What happens by the third or fourth owner?”

“So few do it, it’s not a problem and it’s easily covered over with a new design when they are sold on. Psychologically, it’s very effective for the pony.”

“More than the brand?” Ginger didn’t keep the scepticism out of her voice.

“An addition to the brand, a double whammy.”

The man moved behind Chouchou. She felt his hands sliding over her back. He tried to pull her elbows closer together and she whimpered at the pain.

“Not a bad start.”

“We’ve been preparing her for a while, nearly there.”

His palms caressed Chouchou’s arse cheeks, lingering.

“These must take good whip!”

“Made for it!” Ginger’s hand joined the man’s, squeezing, pinching.”

“Beautiful beast!” The man smacked Chouchou’s right buttock.

“Yes, she is.” Ginger agreed.

The two grooms moved away, over toward their seats, out of Chouchou’s sight. The prance up onto the plane had reignited her lust, and the way she had been so casually handled by a complete stranger had only turned her on more. She moved her hips subtly to continue to feel the dildo and butt-plug shift inside her, but she had to be careful – too obvious and she would be punished. Her shoulders were aching, as well as her nipples. There was still a dull burn from the marks of her cropping. She pulled on her bound arms, reassuring herself that they were unremittingly restrained.

She saw Katya fleetingly pass across her eyeline on her way to close the rear door, then pass back again. The noise of the engines starting up broke into the quiet. After a few minutes the jet began to move. They were taxiing for a while. She didn’t have much to look at besides the two other ponygirls opposite her, bound to their frames exactly as she was, still blinded. They couldn’t move any more than she could, but they seemed calm, breasts faintly rising and falling with their steady breathing. Both remained rigidly upright, thrusting their tits out exaggeratedly.

The captain announced the final warning for cabin crew to be seated. The plane turned sharply and stopped. How bizarre to be standing when the jet was taking off. It was a little scary. The engines roared and the acceleration began. The other ponygirls were very sexy. Chouchou felt so horny.

As they left the ground, the angle of ascent increased sharply. The chains on one side of the frame groaned as they took her entire weight, the pull on her mane increased, hurting. Chouchou experienced a moment of panic until she got used to the situation. As they banked sharply, she was leaning back, only prevented from toppling over by the chains. She felt extra vulnerable and helpless. Eventually, the jet straightened up and the angle of ascent moderated. She calmed a little, reflecting it must be even more disconcerting if you were blindfolded like the ponies opposite.

As the plane levelled off, Chouchou was confronted by something she knew she would have to get used to – boredom. Left chained to the frame, in discomfort and ignored, unable to move, unable to see anything other than what was straight in front of her. Another lesson in her new reality.

At one point, Katya approached her. She had a drink in her hand. It was common to give the ponies a drink during the flight, usually water. There were little cartons with narrow straws that could fit around the bit. There wasn’t much in them – there was no real facility for ponies to pee except to remove their crotch straps and have them relieve themselves directly into a bowl, which wasn’t encouraged.

Katya’s eyes met Chouchou’s, but the Slovak didn’t speak. The pony opened her mouth to take the straw. Unable to suck, the carton was squeezed to inject the drink into her mouth. The cold water felt good (her throat was still a little sore from the slave boys that afternoon, as must have been Katya’s.) She drank greedily. If she was an animal now, at least she didn’t have to abide by social niceties.

Her former colleague’s spare hand grabbed her breast and squeezed gently. Chouchou remembered all the fantastic sexual experiences she had shared with Katya, who was so gentle and submissive, so giving. She would miss them. The carton was soon drained. As she pulled the straw out, Katya rose up on tiptoe and kissed Chouchou’s bitted mouth, her other hand still caressing the ponygirl’s breast. Their eyes met again and then the flight attendant was gone.

She reappeared in front of the other ponygirls and Chouchou could stare at her gorgeous arse wrapped tightly in the pink latex of her uniform dress.

Chouchou’s stomach did somersaults. She wasn’t sure if it was excitement and fear or genuine turbulence. Whatever, she was on the way to her new life.
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The Blink

This was a room Chouchou hadn’t been in before. The wooden panelling that characterized most of the rest of the stable was absent here. The walls were lined with stone, the flagstone floor was bare and there were naked flame torches mounted on three of the walls, casting an eerie flickering light. The only thing that spoilt the dungeon vibe was the same flat glass roof that covered the rest of the stable building.

There was a cylindrical horizontal bar across the centre of the room, just below the roof, with some heavy chains dangling from it, adding to the intimidating atmosphere. If the sun had been shining, it might have diminished the aura of foreboding, but the sky above was mackerel grey and the natural light indifferent.

Against one wall was a metal frame, an oblong lattice grill of criss-crossing narrow bars to which Chouchou was currently fastened. It was flat except for a raised hump two-thirds of the way down, pushing her hips, and thus her sex, prominently out. The latticework offered plenty of restraining points and the ponygirl was fixed tightly in place. The top of the frame was attached to the wall, but the bottom could be pulled out. Chouchou was currently laying at an angle of about 45o, halfway between being upright and flat on her back.

It was her first morning at Belles Larmes as a real ponygirl, after her first night. She was wearing her pony boots, mitts and pony collar that prevented all independent movement of her head. She was still wearing the helmet of straps that all the ponies wore overnight in Ms Beaufort’s stable. Other than that, she was naked.

The back of her collar was hitched to the frame, her hands drawn over her head and the cuffs to her mitts also locked in place to the bars, leaving her arms sticking out in a butterfly shape. Her mane had been braided into a rope and tied to the frame above her head, but below her wrists. It had been pulled excessively tight so that there was a perpetual tug on her scalp.

Just to be sure she couldn’t move her head at all, there was a strap over the front of the collar that was anchored to the frame either side of her neck. A wide band across her waist held her body similarly tightly pressed to the metal. Her right leg had been fully extended, pulled slightly wide and strapped down at the top of the thigh, above and below the knee and at the ankle.

A separate attachment had been bolted to the frame under Chouchou’s left leg, lifting her thigh forward, knee bent at 90o. Again, straps at the top of her thigh, above and below the knee and around her ankle held the leg rigidly fixed in place. Her skin bulged around the straps, such was the severity of the restraints. The ponygirl could move her arms somewhat, but no other part of her body at all, so stringently was she bound.

She knew why her left leg was restrained in such a peculiar way. Her eyes were darting continually to the corner of the room where a brazier glowed orange and red. She could feel the heat wafting toward her nearly naked body. Her heart was pounding, a sheen of perspiration covered her body and Chouchou could safely say she had never been so terrified in all her life. Her eyes continued to lock onto the branding iron that was sticking out of the hot coals.

One hour earlier

The brazier had not been alight, but Chouchou had been very conscious it was there, though she had other things to worry about at that particular moment. She had initially been bound to the frame in a slightly different configuration.

Her thighs had been pulled wide apart, nearly into the splits position (but not quite) and fastened tight to the metalwork. Her calves at nearly 90o to her thighs, her legs were strapped in place in a crab-like pose (the attachment hadn’t been fitted yet.) The strain on her groin muscles was quite severe and the hump in the frame pushed her sex forward conspicuously, completely exposed and vulnerable.

The frame wasn’t pulled forward at such a steep rake, the base only a few inches from the wall behind. Further pushing her pussy into prominence.

Ginger was standing beside her and there was another woman right in front of her, between her legs. A middle-aged woman with thick black-rimmed spectacles, her grey hair tied back in a bun. She was wearing medical scrubs and had brought into the room one of those medical trollies that had a white cloth draped across the contents that were laid out on the top of the tray. The woman was sat on a stool, her face level with Chouchou’s exhibited sex.

The groom saw the fear in Chouchou’s face and smiled maliciously. She had in her hand a short, fat dildo, very realistically moulded, with a gnarly glans and prominent veins bulging on the shaft. She unfastened the straps on the pony’s helmet that allowed her to open her mouth. She squeezed Chouchou’s jaw to force the ponygirl’s mouth open.

“You’re gonna need this!”

The dildo was inserted between Chouchou’s lips, stretching her jaw wide, uncomfortably so, though its stubby length meant the glans lay on her tongue and didn’t tickle her throat. Surprisingly, the silicone was quite soft and the pony found she could bite down into it to take some of the pressure off her jaw.

The bespectacled woman leaned forward, her face only six inches away from Chouchou’s open sex, examining it. She pulled the trolly closer to her and lifted away the cloth covering. The ponygirl caught sight of an instrument that looked like a leather hole punch. She closed her eyes, unable to bear looking any further.

There was the snap of surgical gloves and a strong smelling antiseptic was sprayed over her sex. It stung like hell. Chouchou grunted and gasped, trying to squirm, but she was fastened so firmly to the frame she couldn’t even achieve that. The whole of her pussy was wiped, making the burning even worse, but special attention was paid to her labia. A brief glance down showed the woman examining each lip carefully.

The next time Chouchou dared to look down, the woman was holding the hole punch just a couple of inches from the pony’s blatantly presented sex, turning the spindle that selected the size of the hole that would be punched. The ponygirl shuddered and closed her eyes again, feeling dizzy and sick. She felt her right labium being handled, stretched, fingers and a thumb exploring. It went on interminably. Finally she felt the hard, cold metal gripping the sensitive flesh inside and out, pinching.

There was a loud click, followed by utter agony. She howled into the gag, biting down forcefully on it. The only part of her body she could move at all were her arms, which tugged desperately at the cuffs holding her mitted hands in place. Otherwise, she had no other means to physically react to the atrocious pain. She sobbed, feeling Ginger’s hand against her cheek, caressing over the straps of the helmet, attempting to calm and console her.

Another click. She screamed again, biting down hard on the dildo gag again, trying to writhe. She was so open, yet so restrained, utterly powerless to influence what was being done to her body in any way. She gasped for air between her sobs. Still her right labium was being handled. Click. She wailed. Ginger’s fingers were now stroking her scalp.

“Half done. You need to understand that you now live to suffer and your body is not your own anymore. It will be modified to your owner’s desire and your pain is Ms Beaufort’s pleasure.”

More antiseptic on the wounds and Chouchou shrieked, continuing to fight her bonds. As she quietened down, she felt the now familiar feeling of metal grommets being inserted into her piercings, being closed around the edge of the hole, pinching. She moaned, it felt so raw. She was panting. She could feel the holes being stretched, forced to expand to the size of the grommet.

She could still feel the sensation in her nipples and ears from yesterday, but they had at least healed. These were fresh and so tender but she couldn’t so much as flinch from the application of the metal into her body.

Nothing seemed to happen for some time. Chouchou opened her eyes and tried to blink away her tears. Her left labium was being handled now, but she couldn’t see what was being done. She tried to lower her head but only hurt her chin and scalp. There were some swabs on the tray spotted with blood, but nowhere near as much as she had imagined. When the woman picked up the punch again, Chouchou shut her eyes tight once more. She braced herself, feeling the metal against her lip.

Click. The pain didn’t lessen, nor was it easier to take with the repetition. It was hell. She prayed to anyone and everyone for it to end. But twice more there was that metallic sound, followed by the fire. She wanted to curl into a ball, protecting her burning labia. She couldn’t move. As she continued to sob, she felt the grommets being fitted again.

Then she heard the surgical gloves being removed. She opened her eyes. The woman was leaving, wheeling the trolly back out of the chamber. Chouchou hoped she would be released from the demanding position, but after a squeeze of the pony’s breast, Ginger followed the woman out of the room and she was left alone for a while.

When the door opened again it was Rosie, one of the junior grooms. She removed the dildo gag and gave Chouchou a drink, then fastened the helmet closed again so the pony couldn’t open her mouth. Her hands roved over Chouchou’s body, stroking and squeezing. Then she crouched down, looking at the ponygirl’s pussy.

“Lovely!” She smiled up at Chouchou’s tear-stained face.

Then, to the ponygirl’s horror and distress, the groom moved across the room to the brazier and set it alight, before leaving.

Twenty minutes later

Chouchou was physically shaking. There wasn’t anything the tight restraints could do to stop that. Her hips were quivering. Occasionally the brazier would spit and make her jump. She was a little bit in shock, even though she knew this moment had been forthcoming.

The metal attachment had been added to the frame and Chouchou’s left leg was bound to it, thrusting out in front of her. Her right leg had been straightened, but strapped just as tightly back on the frame. The base of the frame had been pulled out, tilting the pony further back. Some time ago, Rosie had put the branding iron into the brazier.

When the door opened, it was Ms Beaufort who entered. It was the first time Chouchou had seen her owner since she had signed the contract three days ago. Now she really was the Frenchwoman’s toy to do with as she pleased, and the lady was doing just that. Ginger followed her into the chamber.

Ms Beaufort’s stiletto heels rapped across the flagstones as she strode across the chamber to stand in front of the ponygirl. She was wearing a long, black leather coat, belt tied tightly at her waist, showing off her great figure. Her black hair was heavily gelled, slicked back in a wet-look close to her skull. Chouchou had never seen her wear it like that before. She was more heavily made-up than usual, strikingly so, her eyes shaded dark and smoky, her lips painted a brilliant red. She looked astonishingly beautiful and sexy to Chouchou.

She didn’t speak at first, just stood looking at the ponygirl, her eyes burning with a passion that was both terrifying and profoundly erotic.

She unfastened the belt of her coat and swung it open, shucking it off her shoulders and letting it fall. Ginger was behind her and caught it. She slipped her arms out of the sleeves. She was wearing the thinnest, shiniest leather pants Chouchou had ever seen, showing every curve of her toned body, literally a second skin. Her boots were thigh-high patent leather and she wore a matching full corset, the heart-shaped bust lifting her breasts up and out, giving her a fantastic shape.

Finally, there were gloves fitting tightly right up to her shoulders, gossamer thin, perfectly delineating the fingers of each hand. All in black. She looked simply stunning, a vision of domination and power.

She crouched down, her corset groaning, looking at Chouchou’s pierced sex, which still burned abominably.

“Looks great! Nice job. How long before we can put the bigger grommets in?”

“The doctor said three weeks if all goes well.”

“Excellent.”

The Frenchwoman stood up again and stepped to the side of the frame, right up close to Chouchou. The creak of her leather was louder. Chouchou could smell it too, as well as the lady’s familiar and distinctive perfume. The kidskin clad hands roamed over the ponygirl’s body possessively, caressing her gently, causing the pony to shiver with pleasure. Fingers slipped through her nipple rings and gradually pulled away from her body, first stretching the nipples, then taking the weight of her heavy breasts. Chouchou gasped at the pain before Ms Beaufort let go.

The lady’s attention turned to Chouchou’s legs, palms running up and down her right thigh. She slapped it hard, before moving to the left, projecting out awkwardly. Fingers fluttered across it, pressing firmly on the spot on the pony’s hip where the iron would leave its mark.

“You will be the most impressive, beautiful ponygirl for me.” She whispered in her gorgeous French accent.

One hand moved up over Chouchou’s belly, squeezed her breasts in turn, quite forcefully.

“You are my property, now. Your only and every thought must be to please me. To make me happy. To make me proud to own you.”

With a sudden, rapid movement, the lady’s left hand slapped Chouchou’s right breast hard. It knocked into her left breast and they both jumped violently, pulling on her chest, taking the ponygirl by surprise. She exclaimed, grunting in pain. As soon as they stilled, the gloved right hand slapped the pony’s left breast equally as hard. Their eyes met, Ms Beaufort’s boring into Chouchou’s, so fierce. One hand rose and two leather-clad fingers pressed against Chouchou’s full-lipped mouth.

“Blink your eyes once to beg me to mark your body with my brand. Blink twice to beg me not to.”

Chouchou stared into those beautiful blue eyes, bewitched by their intensity, their directness, their poise. Carefully and slowly, she shut her eyes and opened them again, once. The ponygirl shuddered at the implication of what she had just done.

Ms Beaufort’s red lips peeled back in a dazzling, warm smile and Chouchou’s heart sang to be on the receiving end of it. The lady climbed onto the frame. It groaned under her weight. She bent forward, her face just inches from Chouchou’s.

“Good girl. Good pony.”

Her owner’s scent filled her nostrils. The cups of the Frenchwoman’s corset pressed against the ponygirl’s bare breast. Ms Beaufort unbuckled the straps on Chouchou’s helmet that freed her mouth, then she kissed the pony full on the lips. It was a powerful, dominating kiss and Chouchou yielded, thrilled to be granted such an intimate moment. Even after Ms Beaufort pulled back, the ponygirl could still feel the mouth on hers, taste the lady. She felt so submissive, so honoured.

Ginger handed the dildo gag to Ms Beaufort. Chouchou opened her mouth and accepted it.

“Even I don’t expect my ponies to take my iron in silence!”

Ms Beaufort kissed Chouchou again, this time on the cheek. And then she was gone. Chouchou watched the lady saunter across the chamber to the brazier, buttocks rippling under the filmy, gleaming leather. Ginger was beside the ponygirl, wiping her hip with an antiseptic swab and the pony started to tremble again, her stomach in knots.

The ponygirl swallowed hard as Ms Beaufort turned, the branding iron in her hand, the circle at the tip glowing orange. Chouchou’s eyes grew wide at the sight, as the iron drew closer to her, the Frenchwoman’s heels rapping sharply on the stone floor as she approached.

There was no preamble this time. Ms Beaufort paused only briefly to line up the iron. She pressed it onto Chouchou’s hip. At that moment, the pain was an all-consuming red mist that enveloped her consciousness and vision, excluding all else. It was only afterward that Chouchou remembered how long the iron was held in place, remembered the sound of her skin sizzling, remembered the smell.

She howled, bit hard into the gag, instinctively tried to pull her hip away, tried to writhe, neither of which she was able to do. Through her tears she saw Ms Beaufort striding back to the brazier to replace the iron. She gasped for breath, her head spinning.

When she next became aware, Ginger and Ms Beaufort were beside her, crouching down to examine the result.

“Perfect, Ms Beaufort. Congratulations!”

“Beautiful!”

Ms Beaufort stood up again, giving Chouchou that warm, genuine smile for a second time.

“Now everyone can see who you belong to, and for real!”

Through the mind-shredding agony, Chouchou felt an elation. She now wore Ms Beaufort’s mark, proof that she belonged to the amazing Frenchwoman. She was a real ponygirl.
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Studded

The first three weeks of Chouchou’s life as a real ponygirl hadn’t gone as expected in a number of ways. First of all, she had been limited by the period of healing for both her brand and her new piercings. Initially, this meant only gentle exercise. There was a lot of time spent standing around and in her stall (always tied down somehow.)

It meant her regular crotch strap and dildo were not fitted when she was tacked-up. The new crotch strap had a cut-out to allow her heavily pierced labia to bulge out between the leather, exposed at all times. They were very sore and sensitive. It also meant that she didn’t get any early morning fucks from Jester – Ms Beaufort’s racing ponyboy.

In fact, she got no sex at all. She hadn’t had an orgasm since she had cum being manhandled by the DF crew in the hangar in Berlin. It was the longest period in her life since she had discovered masturbation at least ten years ago. All the grooms were careful to avoid her pussy except for cleaning and when examining the new holes to make sure they were healing properly.

No matter how hard she tried, whether she was being run outside pulling a cart or working in the gym, she couldn’t climax in her tack without the dildo and regular crotch strap. She was always bound in such a way that she couldn’t physically stimulate herself.

With her constant, raging arousal, she would at least have expected to have wet dreams in her sleep, her body finding a way to relieve the tension. But she hadn’t even been able to achieve that. Plenty of erotic dreams, but no climax. She had put it down to the way she was bedded down every night, her sex left hanging in the air without a way to touch or be touched at all.

She had never known sexual tension like it. She was so desperate for a cum. She had become bad-tempered and grumpy, which was only counter-productive. The grooms rarely tolerated a recalcitrant attitude, all she succeeded in achieving was extra punishments. As well as the whip and the crop, her nose or nipple rings could be attached to taut chains for the night, causing huge discomfort. But she had moments when she just snapped, unable to control herself.

The exercise regimen had been steadily increased until now it was as good as back to normal, but she had been kept separate from the other ponies in the stable for some reason. Very occasionally, her restricted vision glimpsed Jester or Swift in the gym at the same time as her, but some distance away. She never saw the other ponies when she was running outside. She hadn’t seen Joujou at all, although she knew the show pony was still there, in the stall next to her.

Her brand no longer gave her any pain, though it was still sensitive and tender to the touch. For a couple of weeks it had been covered in something like clingfilm most of the time, but now it was always left bare. Her pierced labia could still be painful if handled roughly, but it was getting better every day. There was never a time when she wasn’t heavily restrained. Her arms were exercised in the gym every day, but otherwise were always bound behind her. She was as helpless as a baby.

The only place in the stable there was a mirror was the tack room. She was usually tacked-up in front of it, though at a distance. She had never had the opportunity to get close and really examine the brand properly, being restricted to taking glimpses from awkward angles. From what she had seen it looked great, the lines clean – though still very red. She was so proud of it. To have Ms Beaufort’s mark of ownership so prominently visible and this time for real.

She was less happy about the six grommets in her outer labia. Again, she had been unable to get a good look at them, but could see them flashing in her groin when within sight of the mirror. They looked huge and unsightly, barbaric. They weren’t tiny little holes like for a conventional earring, more like eyelets on a corset used for lacing it closed. She didn’t know what they were for.

During that first week – a painful and uncomfortable week even by pony standards – her face had been altered as well. Her lips had been enhanced again. They weren’t quite as huge and prominent as those of Ms Beaufort’s maids, but they were now very full and bulbous, shaped into a permanent pout that gave her the appearance of always being in a sulk (though she actually had been in a sulk most of the time) and she was now unable to close them completely, her teeth always visible in the centre of her mouth.

Before, there had always been a possibility that they were natural, now they were obviously augmented. But when she was tacked-up with her bit fitted, they did look dramatic and sexy. It was taking her a long time to get used to them though, they felt really big – larger than they looked, and she could see them at the bottom of her vision all the time, just like her tits. Her teeth had been bleached as well, to a very bright, unnatural white, more like something you would see on a pop star than a pony.

She had got used to her new black and yellow mane and tail. They looked spectacular when she was tacked-up. She could not help but admire herself, thrilled and aroused by what she had become. Ms Beaufort had turned her into an amazing, visually stunning creature and they dressed her in front of the mirror to reinforce that fact, to accustom her to her new identity. This was who and what she now was. Undeniably. It was not hard to feel pride in her appearance and to display it. She knew she looked great.

Chouchou had been taken for a run first thing this morning, through the solar farm that surrounded Ms Beaufort’s estate. It might have been spring, but the breeze still had real bite and it had rained part of the time. She had been bedraggled and shivering when brought back into the stable. One thing she wasn’t adapting to was being largely naked out in the cold. Summer couldn’t come quickly enough. After that, there had been a long session in the gym working over all parts of her body. She was tired afterward, but she could feel the strength and stamina growing in her day by day.

Now she had been returned to her stall. She was on her knees but upright, a chain from each side of the stall connected to the rings on the side of her collar, drawn taut. Her mane - put in a ponytail earlier - had been twisted into a rope and tied to a chain hanging down from the ceiling. This all prevented her from being able to sit back on her heels. Her ankles were drawn wide apart, chained to the sides of the stall. Her arms had been put back in the reverse-prayer position after her gym work.

She could move her knees a little bit, but that was all. Her buttocks and thighs throbbed dully from the multiple whip and crop strikes she had taken during the morning. She could only imagine what her backside looked like after three weeks of regular whipping. Her knees and ankles were resting on a layer of straw and she had been placed facing forward, looking at the door of her stall. She was restrained like this every day at this time. She knew what was coming next.

When Rosie entered, she had Chouchou’s lunch in a feeding bag. One of the things Chouchou detested about life in the Belles Larmes stable was the eating arrangements. All the meals were taken inside the feeding bags and she hated them with a vengeance.

The groom removed Chouchou’s bit. Her reins were allowed to drape down from her nipple rings and pool in the straw between her legs. The relief of having the stringent arrangement of rubber and metal out of her mouth was short lived. Rosie pulled the latex feeding bag over Chouchou’s head. The thick, heavy rubber covered her head completely. There was a hole for her mane to poke through and the bag zipped closed up the back of her skull to the hole, drawing the latex tight, removing virtually all the light except that which made it through the three breathing holes situated around her nostrils.

The food, a mixture of oats with diced vegetables and meat, was in a compartment beneath the airholes, pressing against her mouth, stretched and bulbous at the moment as it was full. As she ate, the latex contracted so that the meal was always pushed against her mouth, right until it was all gone and she could lick the remains off the rubber. If she didn’t eat it all and lick the compartment clean, she earned a punishment.

There was a little variety from day to day, but it was only noticeable because of the sheer blandness and lack of flavour overall, and it was always mostly oats. She was craving something to stimulate her taste buds. It was unavoidable that the rubber infused the taste to make it even less appetizing. But she was worked so physically hard that she was always hungry at meal times and so far had not had a problem finishing the food off.

As well as intensely claustrophobic, the heavy rubber was also extremely hot and humid, only getting worse the longer she wore the thing. When she breathed out, the latex over her nose blew out like a balloon. When she breathed in, it shrunk back to stick to her face. The smell of the rubber was overpowering. Overall, it was a hideous experience.

She was left alone to eat. Rosie came back some time after she had finished. The latex was still puffing out and contracting to her breathing. When the bag was removed, her face was burning, her whole head slick with perspiration. The groom turned the rubber inside out to make sure Chouchou had cleaned it out. Then the water bag was put in its place.

The water bag was nearly identical to the feeding bag except the compartment with the liquid was sealed off from the hood and there was a tube for the pony to suck out the water – once the valve was opened. The water was usually tepid. Again, once she had finished she had to wait for Rosie to return and remove it. Her mouth and chin were wiped clean and then her bit immediately replaced, her tongue once more rendered immobile.

Finally, she was unchained and pulled back onto her feet. She was made to backstep a couple of paces until she was standing over the drain hole, which was in the floor in the centre of the stall. It was partially covered with straw, which was why Chouchou hadn’t even realized it was there on her first night. It actually lined up with the position of her crotch, suspended above it, when she was bedded down for the night, so if she needed to piss she could just let go and it went straight down the drain.

“Pee!”

Chouchou crouched slightly, feet wide apart, and emptied her bladder. How quickly she had become accustomed to doing it in front of people, being watched. She didn’t think twice about it anymore. There was simply zero privacy in the stable, nothing remained intimate any longer. A lesson quickly learned.

She remembered stories about how ex-military personnel found it hard to adjust back to normal life after they left, having had their lives so regimented, always being told what to do and where to be. That was nothing to the control that she lived under. She worried what her mental state would be after five years of being conditioned not to think for herself, not to initiate, just obey, even to the level of relieving herself in front of anybody upon instruction.

She was led out of her stall into the main concourse of the stable. It ran the full length of the building, glass walls at both ends, as well as the glass ceiling, allowed in plenty of light. All the stalls were centrally located on both sides. Toward one end was the simulator room and the stone-walled chamber, at the other end was the tiled washdown area and the tack room. There was a wall with a whole row of hooks and rings that was used to tie the ponies in place while they waited.

Chouchou had her reins wrapped around one of the hooks. She was always tied facing the wall with very little or no slack at all. Today, she was so close that her nipples were intermittently brushing against the wooden cladding unless she consciously leaned back to avoid it. Rosie smacked her bottom affectionately and walked off.

She was left there a long time, ignored. She was learning to shut her mind down, almost like a meditative trance, enjoying the feel of the harness and the restriction of her tack. She pulled gently at her aching arms, so punitively bound. She chewed on her bit, tongue regularly pulling against it, the unsettling sensation of tugging on the piercing in her mouth was becoming a habit or addiction. She could feel the straps and chains trying to contain her breasts pressing deeply into her flesh. It felt good to be so harshly restrained. It was her way of coping with the many periods of inactivity.

It was Ginger who eventually came for her. The groom examined the ponygirl’s buttocks with her hands. Chouchou flinched a couple of times when a particularly tender spot was pressed. There were places where several whip marks crossed one another, welts on top of welts. They were so sore and sensitive to the slightest touch.

The groom untied the reins and Chouchou high-stepped down the concourse behind the redhead. As she was led into the chamber where she had received her brand and labia piercings, she shivered at the memory and with the fear of what could happen this time.

The torches on the wall that had been lit when she was last here, casting such an eerie glow, were black and dead today, as was the brazier in the corner. She wasn’t marched across to the frame this time, but brought to a halt in the centre of the room, directly under the cylindrical bar that ran across the room just under the ceiling. Today, two heavy chains hung down low, brushing her shoulders. They were locked onto the sturdy rings on the shoulders of her harness.

Chouchou had been mistaken, the round tube of metal was not a bar, but a rotor. Out of the ponygirl’s sight, Ginger operated the winch and the rotor turned, taking up the slack in the chains and then lifting Chouchou off the ground completely. When it stopped, the pony was swinging gently, helplessly, in the air, her hooves eighteen inches above the flagstones. Her harness, now supporting her entire bodyweight, cut into her even more uncomfortably.

Either side of her, lengths of chain had been connected to rings on the walls, each chain ending in a cuff which was buckled around an ankle, splitting her legs far apart, shaping her body into a very wide inverted Y-shape. The leather and chains groaned as she swayed imperturbably, undulating.

Ginger’s fingers fluttered across Chouchou’s marked thighs. The pony had taken more than a few strikes of the crop in the last few days for her temperamental and distracted behaviour as she became increasingly sexually frustrated. The groom dragged her fingernails up the soft skin of the pony’s inner-thighs, the muscles stretched tight by her severe bondage predicament. But Ginger was only teasing her.

The front of the pony’s crotch strap was unfastened from the harness and allowed to drop. It dangled down beneath her, held in place by her tail and butt-plug. Although this strap had the cut-out for her sex to be left exposed, it still fitted closely, pinching somewhat and making her sex bulge out lewdly. Unbuckled, it felt more comfortable. But any relief was to be short-lived.

Fingers took hold of Chouchou’s sex lips. She gasped and groaned, she was so sensitive. She squirmed as best she could. Ginger pinched the pony hard just underneath her sexual pouch and she squealed.

“Stay still or you get my crop. Is that what you want!”

It wasn’t a question, Ginger didn’t even look up at Chouchou’s face. The pony tried to keep still as her piercings were handled. One by one, each of the grommets were removed, to be immediately replaced by new ones, bigger ones that stretched the holes wider apart. Her labia were twisted, pinched and pressed. It hurt, but not badly.

The new grommets felt very uncomfortable, in the same way as it had been when the wider grommets had been put in her nipples in Berlin. She had largely got used to those now, her body adapting to accommodate the modification, but they had undeniably made her nipples even more sensitive. She shivered at the same effect occurring in the gateway to her sex. Her arousal was already a hair trigger, she didn’t need to be made even more receptive to sexual stimulation.

“Beautiful!” Ginger was pleased.

She fondled the labia, teasing the ponygirl again. Chouchou tried to stay still, but her hips twitched. A finger slipped between the lips, wiggling her clit hood piercing, brushing across her clit directly. Chouchou’s pussy spasmed and she writhed in her bonds, the unrequited fire of her arousal burning and her total helplessness at how her body could be so exploited only made the situation worse. She whimpered piteously as the hand was withdrawn. Ginger laughed as she wiped her fingers clean on the ponygirl’s thigh.

It was to be the following morning that Chouchou discovered the purpose of the new piercings. She was being tacked up by Rosie, as she was most mornings. Rosie had huge breasts and puffy lips that matched the look of the maids in the house, and her fair hair was short, making Chouchou think that she had been a part of the household staff until fairly recently. She was generally kind and gentle, though like all the grooms Chouchou had ever encountered, she was prone to teasing the ponygirl opportunistically – and grooms tended to have plenty of opportunity.

Her good nature had also lulled Chouchou into a false sense of complacency on several occasions. If the pony let her self-discipline or concentration slip for even a moment, Rosie would be just as ruthless as Ginger at immediately and painfully punishing her. In the same way, she would tolerate absolutely no attitude or grumpiness from Chouchou, something the pony had been prone to with several sulks this week caused by her overwhelming sexual frustration.

Chouchou had all her tack on except her crotch strap and tail. Rosie had plaited her mane and tied a big yellow bow at the end, which was currently hanging down her back, brushing her bound arms. The ponygirl was standing about ten feet away from the mirror, facing it, admiring herself. She looked so erotic, a fetish dream.

She had been having a few regrets in these first, difficult weeks as a lifestyle pony, but when she saw herself like this – the vision of sexuality she had been turned into – all the doubts faded away. She was everything she had fantasized about since the day she had seen her first real ponygirl. She was thrilled and so turned-on by her appearance and her situation. She felt genuine pride that Ms Beaufort had chosen her to be this ponygirl, that she was owned by the woman who so enthralled her.

Rosie laughed at Chouchou’s preening and posing and grabbed her reins right under the bit, dragging the pony over to the bench where the crotch strap was fitted. She bent the ponygirl over, tying the reins to the rail on the opposite side so that Chouchou’s nose was only two inches from the wooden surface, her hips pressed against the corner of the worktop.

Chouchou automatically spread her feet wide, already conditioned to do so without thinking. She felt the strap being buckled to the back of the belt of her harness, the leather pulled down between her buttocks. Having received her double-dose enema only a short while ago, her bumhole was pretty loose. A finger spread lube over the rosebud, pushed inside. The ponygirl squirmed in pleasure, but most of the lubrication was on the butt-plug itself and that was enough. It slipped in easily, though it always hurt when the widest part of the bulb stretched her sphincter. She was now quite used to spending every day with her rectum full, feeling her tail swishing behind her.

But whereas for the last three weeks her pussy was ignored and the strap was fastened leaving her sex exposed, today, Rosie’s fingers touched it. Chouchou made a strange noise of surprise and her hips twitched spasmodically, she was hyper-sensitive down there. She wiggled as two fingers pushed inside her, thrusting her hips back against the hand. Rosie was checking how wet she was. She was pretty wet. Being tacked up always turned her on, the level of restraint she was subject to every day excited her.

The fingers slid fully inside her and she sighed. The groom’s thumb tweaked her clit hood piercing and she writhed, whimpering. After so long it felt so good! She tried unsuccessfully to cling onto the fingers, to stop them pulling back out. Then she felt the head of a dildo split her labia apart. She gurgled with delight as it pushed into her, slowly but firmly, caressing the walls of her vagina. She shuddered, humming with gratification.

At last! At last!

She pushed back, hips revolving, purring. It felt great and also familiar, it was the usual dildo. It was when the crotch strap pressed against her sex that things changed. It was not her old crotch strap.

Rosie’s fingers were between the strap and her pussy, manipulating her labia. The leather was pulled tight and metal touched metal. There was a resounding click that produced a tug on her left lip that didn’t go away. Something attached to the strap had just been locked into a grommet. As her labia were twisted further, there was another click, and another, until all six grommets had been locked to the leather. It felt bizarre and Chouchou experienced a moment of panic.

The groom pulled the crotch strap fully up and buckled it to the front of the ponygirl’s body harness. Studs on the strap fixed into place in each of her piercings gripped her labia, pulling the lips slightly out of shape, a pinching sensation. It felt really strange, not only physically, but psychologically too, invasive, like her sex and her harness had just merged into one, a yet further loss of autonomy of her body. She was fearful and excited at the same time. She felt the thin straps drawn under her bum cheeks and connected to her harness at her hips, lifting them ready for the whip.

“I think you’ll find it has been worth the wait.”

Rosie’s hand rubbed up and down the crotch strap very firmly. Chouchou gasped and quivered as not only the dildo shifted and sunk deeper into her, but her labia were stretched and pulled, massaged. It felt amazing.

The groom laughed again at the ponygirl’s helpless response and untied the reins from the table, pulling Chouchou upright. She was turned around. The crotch strap was buckled another notch tighter to the front of her harness. She gasped again, eyes wide, hips spasming.

Chouchou was marched forward a few steps closer to the full-length mirror. The feeling of high-stepping with the plugs filling both her holes was welcome and reassuring, but the added sensation of her locked labia being pulled every which way was just incredible, another level of stimulation. She was meant to prance and run with this!

She was stopped four feet from the mirror, panting, gasping, hips squirming. Six large studs were visible on the front of her crotch strap, indicating exactly where her labia were pierced, holding them prisoner.

“Now you really look the part. We just have to knock you into shape!”

Rosie run a hand across the pony’s abdomen, down onto the crotch strap, pressing and rubbing. Chouchou shivered, watching her reflection, seeing her own eyes wide, startled, her face flushed with arousal. She stood taller, pushed her tits out even further, so excited.

The groom pulled the pony around and marched her across the tack room and back out onto the concourse. The feeling in her crotch from each high-step, the movement and flexing of the dildo and butt-plug, the manipulation of her labia, her whole pussy was caressed with each step – even her clit hood piercing was moving and twisting. After so long being denied, so desperate, the exhilaration was overwhelming. As she pranced down the concourse an orgasm hit her like a juggernaut.

She stumbled, writhing, moaning, overcome with euphoria. The climax took over her body and consciousness to the exclusion of all else, saturating her in bliss, swallowing her whole.
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Synthesis

Joujou

Lately, the pattern of her ponygirl life had been disrupted. It was confounding. Looking at herself in the mirror, the closest to her own reflection she had been since the very first days of her arrival at the stable, brought home the changes made to her appearance recently, symbolic of this unsettled time.

Her newly coloured mane and matching tail, black and bright yellow. They were striking. They looked good, she couldn’t deny. Her lips had been made even fuller and still felt a little strange. When she didn’t have her bit in place they looked unnaturally big, but separated by the black bar, her mouth pulled wide, they looked puffy and sexy. With or without the bit they made her look sulky and pouty. They had noticeably altered her face.

But her eyes were continually drawn down to her groin, to the six large studs now visible on her crotch strap, two close lines of three, showing the six places where her labia had been pierced and to which the strap had now been attached. The feeling in her pussy every time she moved was astonishing. She wanted to sprint right now, run until she climaxed. She had lost count of the days since she had last cum.

While the piercings had been healing, nothing or no one had touched her sex except to examine them or to clean her. She had never been so desperate to cum in all her life, and now she would be able, with the dildo back inside her and this new torment. She was literally champing at the bit.

She was so horny she started rotating her hips to feel everything pull and move, even though her groom was right beside her and she would be punished. It was worth it for the wonderous sensations emanating from her crotch.

“Bad pony!”

Sally slammed her crop into Joujou’s thigh, creating a line of hellfire. But one wasn’t enough to deter the ponygirl. It took three whacks before the escalating pain persuaded Joujou that the trade-off wasn’t worth continuing and she stilled herself. Her thigh throbbed, but she felt so alive again. She stamped her hoof impatiently onto the flagstone, the clang reverberating around the tack room.

Not impressed by the pony’s challenge to her authority, Sally slapped Joujou’s breasts hard and then pulled ferociously on the reins, twisting the ponygirl’s nipples agonizingly, sending the port on her bit hard up against the roof of her mouth and holding it there, forcing her to battle her gag reflex. She was bent forward from the waist, her head lowered until she was inches from Sally’s round, plump-cheeked face. The groom’s lips were even more protuberant than Joujou’s, especially at this moment as Sally was genuinely pouting, pushing them into further prominence.

“Enough! Last warning!” The groom spat the words out, genuinely angry.

Even though a specific punishment hadn’t been threatened, the ponygirl knew she had reached a line she didn’t want to cross. There were plenty of unpleasant things that could be done to her, up to and including a flogging.

She had only experienced two since arriving at the stable. The first, when she had spoken, had been prolonged and severe. The second less so, after she had pushed her luck too far with her recalcitrance and the head groom had witnessed it. They had been on her back and thighs, as well as her bottom. Wearing her harness over the welts the next day had been unspeakably awful.

She certainly didn’t want a repeat of either. The threat was enough to curb her attitude.

Sally was more easy-going than Ginger (Joujou would never have dared behave as she just had if being handled by the head groom) but even the normally placid and genial junior groom had her limits. It occurred to Joujou that Sally would probably be in trouble herself if she failed to implement the rigid discipline required to be imposed on the ponies in the stable.

The ponygirl was pulled roughly around and led across the tack room and out into the central concourse, still bent over, nipples still being yanked painfully. Once there, she was allowed upright again. She pranced forward eagerly, welcoming the reinstatement of her full tack (and the new addition) after so many days without. She shivered at the sensation that her pierced, connected labia caused, somehow transmitting through her entire pussy. It was remarkable. Her arousal flamed, stoked, finally, after so long.

The only problem was the shortness of the walk, just down to the simulator room. She was led inside.

Things had certainly been strange around the stable recently, ever since she had got the piercings and her new mane and tail. Her routine had changed. She knew that Trolly Dolly was in the stable, she heard her name mentioned regularly and her usual stall (next to Joujou’s) had been occupied for many days now – the longest continuous period the part-time pony had been here. But Joujou hadn’t seen Chouchou once in all that time. They were deliberately being kept apart.

Joujou didn’t think much about it. She didn’t think much about anything these days except her next cum. She had just been glad the bimbo bitch was being kept out of her way – amen to that! But as she was led into the simulator, everything fell into place.

There was the usual sulky, but this one had shafts and traces for a pair of ponies instead of a single one, and there was already a ponygirl hitched to the cart. And that pony looked just like her. As she pranced forward the sight was quickly gone, blocked by her blinkers. Joujou’s changes were to make her one of a matching pair.

As she was backed between the shafts and hitched into place, the dominant thought in her head was her raging sexual need. The high-stepping had brought her arousal to altitudinous levels and if it had been just a bit longer it would have been enough for a glorious cum, but now she was stood still again, stewing, so desperate to orgasm she wanted to scream. She was breathing heavily, trembling.

The heavy chains that hung from the ceiling were locked to the rings on the shoulders of her harness. It was some moments before she was capable of cogent thought. It had to be Chouchou standing next to her, but she hadn’t had enough time to identify her. It had been more like looking in the mirror, as she had been a few minutes ago. Her mane and tail were the same. Her tits were the same. Her lips were the same. They had been transformed to look like twins.

Joujou felt a deep sense of hurt. She wasn’t an individual ponygirl anymore. She wasn’t worthy of her own identity. She had been made to look like something else, somebody else, virtually unrecognizable. She felt tears forming in her eyes. She wanted to be Joujou the ponygirl, not anonymous. Was she that unremarkable?

And if her matched pair was indeed the preening, attention-seeking, narcissist trolly dolly who had managed to captivate Ms Beaufort at Joujou’s expense, that was just rubbing more salt into the wound. Her equilibrium was so upset. It was distressing. What would it all mean?

A hobble chain had been wrapped around her ankles. She stared straight-ahead at the curving greenscreen wall of the simulator. She thought they had been left alone. She felt the powerlessness of her situation as acutely as at any time since she had been sold on the auction block, unable to influence her own destiny in any way, subject to every whim and caprice of her owner whether she liked it or not – and she didn’t like this development at all.

They were left for several minutes before she heard the door open and close again, footsteps. She was jolted as someone climbed into the sulky, and the chains connecting her to the shafts snapped tight as the weight distribution changed. She felt the reins lifted from her shoulders. At that moment, Ginger stepped into her narrow field of vision. Joujou feared the head groom, she could be cruel. Joujou thought that Ginger didn’t like her and was sure she would like Chouchou more. Everyone liked Chouchou.

The groom’s eyes darted from one ponygirl to the other. She stepped closer, handling Joujou’s right breast. She was sure the other hand was doing the same to the other pony’s left breast.

“From today, you two are a team. You will be spending your lives together. Think of yourselves as two halves of the whole. You must learn to think and act as one entity. Your goal hasn’t changed. You will still strive to be perfect ponygirls, to please your owner, but to achieve that you must be coordinated, synchronized in everything you do.”

The groom continued to handle Joujou’s breast, squeezing it assuredly, fingers sinking into the flesh, causing some discomfort but more pleasure.

“The most difficult and intensive time of your pony lives is starting right now. There is only one way to reach the conformity and harmony that is needed to be a perfect pairing, and that is long hours of relentless practice. There are no short cuts.”

Ginger stepped back, letting go of Joujou’s breast. She moved alongside the ponygirl, out of her sight, and removed the hobble chain. Did the same for the other pony. Back in front of them, she had a small tablet in her hand. She tapped the screen a few times. The room filled with sound, a hyper-loud ticking clock.

“First lesson. High-stepping on the spot. Ground your left hoof on the sound of the tick, ground your right hoof on the sound of the tock. It’s that simple. Begin!”

It took several steps to pick up the timing and the rhythm. Although they were standing on the simulator’s moving walkway, it was currently stationary. The surface was soft and rubbery, but somehow the simulator sensed the horseshoes hitting the floor and projected the clop of each step through the sound system as if the hooves were landing on flagstones. The trick was to get the noise of the hooves in sync with the metronomic tick-tock. It took some time, but eventually both ponies were hitting their cues.

It didn’t last. It required such concentration and that was hard with the tumult caused by their new crotch straps and the dildos and butt-plugs shifting and flexing inside them. After a short while, neither pony was capable of keeping time for more than a few steps and Joujou’s arousal was surging again. Whoever was sat in the sulky was flicking the whip across both ponies’ hindquarters regularly. Joujou could tell because the hum of the lash only ended with the biting sting some of the time, something she would no doubt get used to. At this stage, the strokes weren’t hard.

That was about to change. The inevitable was about to happen. The stimulation in Joujou’s crotch was incredible and she had waited so long for this moment. She could feel a massive orgasm spooling up and there was nothing she could do about it – there was nothing she wanted to do about it!

Learning the hard way over time, Joujou had become reasonably adept at maintaining her self-control as she climaxed, the ruthless whipping that was the result of losing her discipline proving a great incentive.

She remembered with pride that first time, out among the solar panels, pulling Sally in the sulky, when she had climaxed at a gallop and not faltered at all, holding her posture, maintaining her poise, experiencing the thrill of the orgasm as she ran on eagerly, euphoric in more ways than one that the fantastic pleasure of her cum was not spoilt by the cutting agony of the whip on her backside. Her legs were like jelly, but somehow she kept pounding forward smoothly, so pleased with herself.

But this wasn’t a normal cum. After so many days of denial and with her new crotch strap creating such extraordinary stimulation, she had no hope of being able to hold it together even without the complication of having to keep the timing as well. She just needed it so bad.

Moaning, shuddering, the crescendo hit her and she writhed, her prancing technique disappearing, luxuriating in the euphoria enveloping her mind and body, fighting the restriction of her bondage. Jerking, lurching, she must have looked a comical sight, but it felt fantastic.

Even as she was still contorting, the blazing agony of a vicious cut of the whip right across her backside tore into her reverie, a red mist that threatened to blanket her bliss. A second slash added further pain to the mix. It took a third stroke to clear the haze, bring her back to reality. She attempted to refocus. But the concentration required to get back in time with the metronome was still beyond her. She cried out as the whip bit her again, ferociously hard. It was so unfair!

She was also flinching as she heard the buzz of the whip and the snap of contact with skin, only to realize that it wasn’t her arse that had been hit. The pony next to her squealed. Panting, still light-headed, she worked hard to get her steps back in time with the ticking. She had it for a while, then lost it again. Her bottom was on fire, tears squeezing out of the corner of her eyes.

Her thighs were starting to ache, but she was so fit now that she knew she could easily go on for longer. The beat continued, monotonously. She applied herself, managed to get in time again. Only when both ponies had synchronized for a significant length of time, were the reins pulled hard to bring them to a stop.

She was gasping for air, chest rising and falling dramatically, her pussy still humming with arousal, buttocks throbbing. She could hear the ponygirl beside her sobbing. It had to be Chouchou. The spoilt bitch couldn’t handle the whip or the high-stepping.

Ginger was walking around out of Joujou’s sight, tapping her crop against her riding boot, probably in a deliberate attempt to intimidate both ponies. The groom put a hand on Joujou’s lacerated bottom, rubbing the fresh welts. She couldn’t help but flinch, they were so tender. The hand moved up, over the hip, across her abdomen.

The grooms did that all the time, handling her possessively, reinforcing the idea that she was owned and that her body didn’t belong to her, was available to be fondled on a whim, like a pet animal. Bizarrely, she had come to like it, found it reassuring and was disappointed when the groom turned her attention to the other pony.

They were given a few minutes rest, then Ginger was back in front of them.

“This time, high-stepping on the spot without the beat. The timing will be in your head. Joujou is the lead pony. Chouchou, follow Joujou. Tick-tock, tick-tock, tick-tock.”

After the third time, Ginger fell silent and let Joujou take the beat. If Joujou had the lead, all she had to do was keep prancing, it was up to Chouchou to keep in time with her. Or so she thought. But every time Chouchou fell out of sync, which she did repeatedly, both of them were getting the whip until she got it right again. As the lash fizzed into her buttocks multiple times, Joujou was getting increasingly distressed and angry, weeping, sobbing.

“In case you haven’t worked it out yet, a pairing is one entity. You succeed as one, you fail as one, you will be punished as one. From this you will learn that it is in both your interests to cooperate with each other. The quicker you learn this, the less you will suffer.”

Joujou was furious at this information. Why should she be punished for the incompetence of the pretend ponygirl! And she was nowhere near as fit as Joujou, she clearly would fail more times than Joujou. She kept prancing on the spot. For a while, Chouchou kept time, but then she began to tire and struggle and the whip became more prolific until eventually their reins were yanked, bringing them to a halt again. Joujou was breathing heavily, her backside felt raw, but Chouchou was panting loudly, whimpering.

With the added stimulation provided by the new crotch strap, Joujou was burning with lust again already. She wanted to move her hips to keep up the titillation, but with a groom in the seat of the cart behind her and eagle-eyed Ginger striding around her, she dared not. She didn’t want any more whip. She was beginning to comprehend how intense this new addition to her tack was going to make her life from now on. She was going to be in such a level of erotic need whenever she was active it was a frightening prospect. It would be unremitting. She shuddered.

They were allowed another short break, then the rolling road was used for the first time, initially with the metronome reintroduced, but after a couple of minutes that was dropped. First, they were prancing, then brought up to a trot. They were taught the speed and rhythm for standard high-stepping and trotting, learned to take their cue from the flick of the reins onto their shoulders.

Joujou thought the grooms became more lenient as time went by. She made an occasional error, Chouchou made a lot. They occasionally felt the bite of the lash, flicks of the whip rather than the strong-arm strikes of earlier – maybe they were just being practical, the ponies couldn’t have taken much more of the heavy whipping before it became counter-productive and effected their performance. The injustice of Joujou getting equal punishment for all of Chouchou’s deficiencies continued to rankle, though. Joujou was seething.

The exception was when they climaxed. Joujou came again, Chouchou came just the once as far as Joujou was aware – how the bimbo could cope with the new crotch strap better than her was a mystery (and another source of irritation.) Lacking in Joujou’s passion, she assumed.

Her second climax was significantly less intense, she controlled herself much better, shuddering, fighting the restriction of her bonds, riding the long wave of joy but keeping her discipline – mostly. Her legs became rubbery and her posture suffered. Her stepping briefly lost its rhythm, throwing Chouchou out of time with her. Her blissful reverie was interrupted by a pitiless cut low on her left buttock that brought a strangled cry, causing her to leap forward. Two more forceful strokes followed, interspersed with the hum and crack of the whip landing on Trolly Dolly’s arse.

She sobbed and wept, but got herself back into shape, her body still humming from the orgasm, the stimulation continuing, unrelenting. It was just incredible, how was she going to cope with it, panic simmering in the background of her consciousness, her own arousal so out of her own control.

Of course, the bimbo bitch handled her climax without any self-control. Her legs gave way altogether, the chains from the ceiling snapping taut, rattling as the rings on the shoulders of her harness took all her weight. She had shrieked as the whip laid into her, then seconds later Joujou was getting it too. The central shaft of the cart that was between the two ponygirls was pulled sideways as Chouchou struggled to get her feet back under her, the sudden tug upsetting Joujou’s balance too. They were both whipped fiercely and continually until they were both trotting again in tandem.

Joujou was fuming even as the tears rolled down her cheeks and her backside blazed like hellfire.
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Howling Belle

It was the furthest Chouchou had been away from Joujou since they had been paired yesterday afternoon. She was halfway down the stall, facing the wooden divider that separated it from the next along. A leash had been connected to her nipple rings and was tied to a hook fixed in the partition. It was so tight that the pony’s nipples were actually touching the wood, her slightest movement rubbing the stiffly erect nubs. The sensation was, conversely, both delicious and uncomfortable at the same time.

The continual use of her nipples to control her, principally with her reins, left them perpetually sore and tender, but somehow the wide grommets that had enlarged the holes through them had only made the teats even more sensitive. As a result, the slightest touch to them simultaneously created discomfort and pleasure. She couldn’t see how that was ever going to change. She spent several hours a day with the reins connected to them, and when not, they would still be used to leash her or immobilize her, as now. There was simply no respite for them.

Both ponies had been prepared for bedding down, out of their tack, but still in their boots and mitts. Their arms were folded wrist to elbow behind their backs and buckled into leather sleeves, heads strapped into the webbed helmets with integral wide, thick collar. Chouchou spent 95% of her life either in her bridle or this helmet, the sense of physical and psychological restriction an enduring part of her life, something she was having to get used to, as was having her arms bound uselessly behind her for the same amount of time.

It was scary how quickly she had adapted to a life without the use of her arms. She no longer instinctively tried to bring her hands around to her front to use them, though she still did it to try to protect her oft abused nipples and tits, and at times of severe discomfort and pain, her arms always tested their bindings to reassure herself they were restrained. She wondered how long that would continue.

She was really struggling to cope with her backside being unceasingly heavily welted and insufferably tender. Once more, there was never any respite or prospect of such. Every day it was lashed. She could feel the discomfort whenever she moved her legs, stretching and flexing the bruised muscles under the excoriated skin. When her buttocks were handled, which was often, they were so raw it could be eye-watering. There was always, in the background, a permanent burning feeling, except maybe first thing in the morning before she was moved.

The collar of the web-helmet did allow her to turn her head some, but it was uncomfortable to do so, more so the further she tried to move it – which was discouragement enough – but at the moment both Rosie and Sally were in the stall, so if she tried to turn to see what was happening to Joujou, Chouchou would only earn herself the crop. Instead, she held her posture, standing straight, feet together, back curved to push her tits out, eyes staring at the grain of the wood in front of her.

She guessed the other ponygirl was being mounted to the wall at the back of the stall. Chouchou vividly remembered when she had been suspended thus, upside down, in acute discomfort and forced to pleasure Joujou. That had been weeks ago, but the other pony’s cruelty toward her wasn’t easily forgotten, along with the trauma of being bound in such an extreme position. She shuddered. If it was Joujou’s turn to be mounted on the wall instead of her, she was grateful for small mercies.

The events of the last twenty four hours had been an extreme shock. She had been distraught to be put in a pairing. She had been so angry with herself, first of all. How foolish she felt. When you looked at it, it was such an obvious conclusion. Both her and Joujou had been made to look so similar. She had thought it was Ms Beaufort’s stable style and taste. She had hoped she was special to Ms Beaufort – too special to be put in a team. It had never occurred to her that it would happen.

Her owner must have been planning it for many months, if not from the moment she had bought Joujou. And to be fair, Ms Beaufort had never promised Mia anything more. Whether as a maid in the house, or a ponygirl in the stable, Mia was only ever going to be one more addition to Ms Beaufort’s harem of gorgeous, submissive women, physically and mentally shaped to her owner’s desires, modelled to fit the niche that the Frenchwoman had wanted her for.

Mia had chosen to become Ms Beaufort’s ponygirl, and that was exactly what she now was – nothing more and nothing less. Her owner could do whatever she wanted with her, that was what Mia had signed up for, consented to in full knowledge. It was entirely Mia’s aspiration and even hubris that there was something extra-special between them. Mia’s complete captivation for Ms Beaufort was always going to dwarf any reciprocal affection the lady had for Mia/Chouchou.

But now any semblance of individual identity that had remained for Chouchou was gone. She wasn’t even an individual ponygirl anymore. She was indistinguishable from Joujou, one of a pair. Whoever remembered or even knew the names of ponygirls that were part of a team! No one cared about that. They just admired the owner’s ability to get the ponygirls so closely matched and operating as a single entity.

She still possessed the overwhelming desire to please Ms Beaufort, to be owned by her. But… She felt hurt, slighted (Ms Beaufort would no doubt be delighted to have engendered such a response in Chouchou, she had taken such pleasure in humiliation and emotional cruelty in the past, as well as the physical. Chouchou should have expected nothing less.) But she was struggling to make peace with the situation.

She was now a drone. How appropriate that her black and yellow mane and tail were reminiscent of a bee, though it was undoubtedly incidental, they just happened to be Ms Beaufort’s stable colours. It wasn’t part of her fantasies to finish up like this. She dreamt of performing in the arena, watched by the crowds, cheered, applauded, admired and desired, the centre of attention. But she would be a bit-player, a component only.

Even worse was being paired with Joujou. The harpy hated Chouchou for some reason. She thought back to all the wonderful times she had spent with Sapphire and Ruby at Cacklebrook Farm. How intimate and precious those moments had been. Like-minds joyfully sharing their submission and sexual passion with one another, delighting in giving each other pleasure in a spirit of generosity. Even Diamond, the racing pony, who had been so dominant when together with Chouchou, had ensured that Chouchou received as much gratification as was taken from her.

There was nothing between Chouchou and Joujou. Not just going back to when Chouchou was on the wall and Joujou had refused to pleasure her, instead deliberately hurting her, but ever since they had been paired together yesterday, Joujou had shown Chouchou no affection whatsoever, despite such intimate contact. In fact, it was completely the opposite, she seemed intent on creating conflict.

It had been difficult for Joujou to find the opportunity. The ponies spent so much time heavily restrained and the little freedom of movement they gained was usually in the presence of the grooms, who watched them like hawks. But when the situation presented itself, Joujou had got physical with Chouchou.

When fastened tightly to the same ring in the wall with their reins, noses virtually pressed against the wood, shoulders and one breast pressed against each another, feeling one another’s breath on their faces, usually they weren’t hobbled (there was no need, the slightest motion inflicted pain on their nipples.) If Joujou was certain they were alone, she would shove Chouchou, causing her nipples to be tugged agonizingly on the reins and the port of the bit to push up against the roof of her mouth.

Doing such a thing must have inflicted a similar outcome on Joujou herself, albeit not to the same extent, but that didn’t seem to deter her. Once, she had kicked Chouchou. Her hoof had landed on the thick and supportive leather around the ankle of the boot, which had given Chouchou some protection, but it had still hurt. Another time she had stamped on Chouchou’s hoof, causing her to squeal, the metal of Joujou’s horseshoe landing forcefully on the relatively unprotected crown of her foot.

The mutual chastisement they were now subject to, together with Chouchou’s relative lack of experience, training and fitness compared to her teammate, inevitably meant that Joujou was taking more of Chouchou’s punishment than vice versa. Maybe that was the primary source of the animosity, but there had been enmity from the other ponygirl since their first contact.

Then there were the sleeping arrangements. They had been moved to a new stall across the other side of the concourse, a bigger stall so that they could be bedded down together. It was essentially the same sleeping position but adapted for two. There were still the two bands of leather suspended across the stall like hammocks, with the ponies lying across them. The narrower band supporting their shoulders and chests, the wider band for their hips and bellies, knees resting on the thick layer of straw on the floor, thighs held vertical.

The knee covers attached to the pony boots provided some comfort, but their breasts hung down between the two bands and after a few hours Chouchou found their unsupported weight caused her chest to ache. Frustratingly, her sex hung in the air off the end of the band in a position that prevented any chance for physical stimulation.

The two ponygirls were placed alongside each other, bodies touching. Normally their arms would be folded wrist to elbow behind their backs and held there by the leather sleeves. While the sleeves were still there, in this new arrangement, Chouchou’s right forearm was bound with Joujou’s right forearm against Joujou’s back, and Joujou’s left forearm was bound with Chouchou’s against Chouchou’s back. Effectively, they were held in a position with their arms around each other’s waist.

Chouchou’s left ankle, as per normal, was cuffed to a chain connected to the left side partition. She could move her hoof wide until it touched the wooden divider, but that was uncomfortable for any length of time. However, if she tried to close her legs, the chain would snap taut before she got anywhere near that point.

But instead of her right ankle having the same to the right side partition, it was now cuffed directly to Joujou’s left ankle. It was Joujou’s right ankle that was chained to the right side partition. In addition, another double cuff connected their thighs together just above the knee. The ankle double cuff also had a chain that was linked to a ring in the floor directly underneath. It allowed a little movement provided neither pony resisted the pull of the other.

As usual, a ring on the top of her web-helmet was chained to a ring on the back wall of the stall. This chain was taut, severely limiting the mobility of her head, but it did prevent her head from dropping down when she fell asleep. Also as normal, Chouchou’s braided mane was tied to the back wall as well, higher up. There was never any slack, but it didn’t actually hurt unless she deliberately pulled on it. Last night, as an additional punishment for Joujou’s behaviour earlier in the day, both ponies had an extra chain connected to their nose rings, locked straight down to the floor.

Sleeping this way every night on her own had taken a long time to grow accustomed to, it was so highly restrictive. She was now able to get some reasonable hours – though as she was worked to physical exhaustion every day, her tiredness meant she would be able to sleep pretty much anywhere.

But now she was back at square one with a whole set of new issues to deal with. Bound so closely to Joujou that their body warmth was shared, pressed together, virtually hugging one another, when the other ponygirl clearly disliked Chouchou was both bizarre and distressing. For this situation to work it required co-operation, mutual consideration, and there was none of that forthcoming from Joujou.

It had been such a long night. She had managed to doze off many times, but not for long. Joujou would fidget constantly and every time it woke Chouchou up. Joujou would move her legs to the most comfortable position for herself without any respect for her teammate. With their legs strapped together, this would pull Chouchou’s leg and Joujou resisted any attempt by Chouchou to move them into a mutually acceptable position.

Given how strictly their heads were chained in place, Joujou also had the ability to inflict discomfort and pain upon Chouchou at will by shifting her body, dragging on the other pony’s mane and nose ring chain whenever the urge took her, often with spite.

So in more ways than one, Chouchou’s last thirty hours had been miserable, despite her new crotch strap and the incredible pleasure it bestowed. There was a growing panic and despair at her plight. She was fearful of her fate, doubting herself, doubting everything, confused.

She heard Joujou whimper and felt some satisfaction, but she also knew that it could and would be herself in the same situation in the future, as it had been in the past. There was no point in celebrating Joujou’s current misfortune, the wheel was always turning, Chouchou would be in her place soon enough. The other ponygirl groaned. Chouchou just couldn’t help herself though, finding gratification in Joujou’s suffering.

The attention then turned to Chouchou. Her nipple leash was unfastened and she was turned to face Joujou. As she had suspected, the other ponygirl was suspended upside down against the back wall, legs folded at the knee, calves strapped to thighs, those thighs separated into a full splits, leaving her heavily pierced pussy so exposed and vulnerable. Her mane was pulled taut down to the floor, knotted around a ring. Their eyes met through the leather mesh of their helmets. Joujou’s eyes were watery from the extreme pose she found herself in.

One of the chains that hung down in the centre of the stall – used for tying a pony’s mane when they were fed – was this time used to re-tie the nipple leash. Again the leash was taut, twisting Chouchou’s nipples slightly upward. She was forced to stand as upright as she could to take as much tension away from them as she could. Rosie squeezed and plumped the pony’s breasts, causing her to gasp in both pain and pleasure. Smiling, eyes glinting with excitement at the pony’s predicament, the groom finally returned her attention to Joujou.

There was a canvas bag on the floor and Sally retrieved a little strap from it. It might have been small, but it looked devilish. About six inches long, two inches wide and a half-inch thick, it hung slightly curved under its own weight, revealing how heavy it was. The final two inches of the length were split into forks like a snake’s tongue. The very tip of each fork glinted in the light, tipped in some kind of metal. Sally took a couple of practice swipes through the air, the noise pregnant with pain.

“One of you is a stupid creature, a very dumb animal! Do you not know that there are cameras in the stable? In the stalls, on the concourse. You are always being watched!”

Sally turned, lifting her arm high, and brought the strap down viciously onto Joujou’s sex, which was open like a flower because of the extreme spread of her thighs. There was a sickening spalt as it landed and the ponygirl screamed in pain and surprise. Chouchou could see the corded muscles of Joujou’s groin pulsing as she tried to writhe, to draw her legs back together, but she was fixed rigidly in place and could do nothing.

“One of you has been here long enough to know our ponies get away with nothing!”

Again the strap smacked down onto Joujou’s pussy. She shrieked, the noise heart rending and disturbing.

“One of you… Should know better… One of you… Is a knucklehead!”

Four more times the strap smacked down onto Joujou’s sex as the groom spoke. Each hit delivered with fury. The ponygirl was making all sorts of desperate noises, screeching, sobbing, squealing. Her body twitching but able to offer no other physical response.

“How disappointed we are with you, Joujou! Your behaviour is not acceptable for an elite pony owned by Ms Beaufort. It will not be permitted!”

Sally turned around to face Chouchou, her face flushed, rosy cheeks glowing.

“And don’t forget, as a pair, what one gets, the other gets!”

Chouchou’s eyes grew wide, her face pale, as the groom stepped up to her.

“Legs wide apart, Chouchou!”

Chouchou was well-enough trained that hesitation or disobedience didn’t occur to her, despite the terror that she was feeling. She immediately placed her hooves more than two feet apart, even though that lowered her overall height, pulling strongly on her leashed nipples.

Sally swung the strap upward, right between Chouchou’s legs. It smacked into her labia, but the action was only moderately hard. The ponygirl genuinely gasped at the bite and the sting, but compared to what she had experienced during the past year, and what had just been inflicted on Joujou, it was relatively moderate and bearable.

As five more followed, the burning got increasingly worse. She sighed, then grunted, her hips dancing from the pain, but as she met Sally’s eyes and saw the humour in them, she realized that the two ponygirls were not going to be punished equally, despite what had been said.

“Good pony! So obedient.”

The groom squeezed Chouchou’s breast gently. Then she turned back around to face Joujou. Sally kept her arm low and focused the strap on Joujou’s breasts, thumping the implement back and forth hard.

The ponygirl’s inverted position left her tits hanging down toward her chin, the underside below the nipple exposed. The groom concentrated on that area, interspersed with attacks directly on the nipples. Joujou was squealing, her tear-filled eyes wild, but Sally showed no mercy, the barrage went on and on. The meat of the strap left pale red marks, but the metal-tipped forks left distinctive, angry red specks, largely clustered on the left side of the left breast and the right side of the right breast.

Finally, Sally stopped, breathing hard. She handed the strap to Rosie, who had been standing to one side, close to Chouchou, watching. Her face was flushed with arousal, as opposed to her colleague’s physical exertion.

“You might not love your teammate. We don’t care. To be successful, to be perfect for your owner, you must act as one, be as one, think as one. All that matters is pleasing your owner, and what your owner wants is seamless synergy, two animals acting as one, intimately connected, their physical and emotional closeness visible for all to see, indistinguishable in appearance and movement.”

Sally handled Joujou’s breasts roughly, kneading them like dough. The ponygirl whimpered.

“You are not an individual any more. Lose your sense of self. You are an identikit, a clone. You must convince everyone of your togetherness as a performing pair. That is how you please Ms Beaufort. That is all you need to worry about. It’s simple, even for a stupid cunt like you!”

Chouchou cried out as Rosie smacked the strap into her left breast. It was a flick of the wrist and could have been much harder, but it still stung and caught her by surprise, as well as causing a savage tug on her nipple ring as the tit bounced. The groom stepped right in front of Chouchou and began to snap the strap back and forth across both breasts. The pull on her poor, tortured nipples was the worst thing, though as the slaps piled up, so did the burning, enough to bring tears to her eyes.

“Are you paying attention to this too, ponygirl?”

Rosie stopped suddenly and handed the strap back to Sally. Chouchou’s tits continued to burn fiercely. She looked down to view them, blotched and reddened, speckled with darker pink dots.

Sally immediately put the strap to work on Joujou’s thighs, absolutely thumping the implement down on the soft, sensitive skin either side of her pussy. The strap cracked loudly at each contact and Chouchou could see Joujou fighting like mad against her bonds, face twisted in agony. She howled and squealed, but Sally continued. The ponygirl’s skin took on an increasingly darker hued redness, with the little dots left by the split, metal-tipped ends darker still and much brighter.

Both pony and groom were panting when Sally eventually stopped, but only one was sobbing. The strap was handed back to Rosie. Rosie waved the implement between Chouchou’s legs, slapping both thighs fast and lightly. It stung like mad, only escalating over time, making it increasingly difficult for the ponygirl to hold her legs in position. It was a great relief when the groom stopped. Chouchou was weeping.

Rosie stroked her cheek. “Good pony.”

There was another bag lying in the straw, this one plastic, and Sally had put on a heavy, gauntleted glove. She stuck the gauntlet into the bag and pulled out a handful of stinging nettles, filling Chouchou with dread. Her experiences on the waterwheel in the atrium of Ms Beaufort’s house meant she was well aware of their effect. Maybe Joujou didn’t. She went crazy when she saw them from her upside down position. She started neighing frantically in a pathetic imitation of a horse.

“No more kicking, stamping or shoving.” Sally bent over, her face a couple of inches from Joujou’s and her voice was quiet, but full of threat.

Standing back upright, the groom kept her arm held low and swept the nettles across the ponygirl’s breasts repeatedly, making sure both mammaries were stung over their entirety. She finished up by grinding the nettles into the pony’s nipples. Joujou was noisy, getting away with far more than would be allowed by the odalisques in the house. For the first time, Chouchou wondered whether life in the stables was actually easier than would have been her life in the house, had she chosen that option. Maybe she had dodged a bullet.

Sally, meanwhile, was now dusting Joujou’s thighs with the nettles, dragging the leaves over the reddened and tenderized skin. Her legs were shaking, fighting to free themselves, but she couldn’t move them at all. The ponygirl was getting louder still. Chouchou could only hope that this session would maybe produce an attitude change.

When Sally started to grind the nettles directly into Joujou’s open pussy, Chouchou had to close her eyes, it was too disturbing to watch. She wished she could cover her ears as well, the other ponygirl was squealing like a pig. It was truly upsetting, even though Joujou did deserve her punishment.

It was the sound of the resumption of the strap that caused Chouchou to raise her eyes again. Sally was standing right in front of her, now. Rosie was now the one wielding the strap, laying it onto Joujou’s blotchy white and red stung breasts. They were bouncing violently on her chest from the force. The ponygirl had quietened somewhat, her voice starting to sound hoarse.

Sally blocked Chouchou’s line of sight. Their eyes met again. There was no humour in the groom’s expression anymore. She had discarded most of the nettles, her gauntleted hand holding just three leaves on short stalks. She dragged them across Chouchou’s nipples and areola. The ponygirl took a sharp intake of breath as the familiar sting instantly fired up. She struggled to stay still. She could feel her teats swelling. She sobbed.

“Such a good ponygirl. So obedient.” Sally’s voice was virtually a whisper.

She lowered her arm, slowly but lightly dragging the nettles across Chouchou’s inner-thighs. Chouchou panted as the burning and the itching began. Her thighs were trembling, she had to fight so hard to hold the position. The leaves found their way to the ponygirl’s crotch, brushing across her labia. She whimpered, hips twitching uncontrollably, but the touches had been featherlight, caressing her only once, though the sting was still fierce. Sally’s free hand cupped Chouchou’s cheek and chin, fingers stroking gently.

“Good girl!”

The groom stood on tiptoe and softly kissed the ponygirl. How Chouchou missed such things. But all too quickly, Sally was gone, picking up a fresh handful of nettles from the plastic bag. She waited patiently as Rosie finished using the strap on Joujou’s thighs, still whacking it down repeatedly on the enflamed skin. Joujou was gurgling, her eyes wide and staring into space, jerking against her restraints with every smack. The groom took six hard strokes right into the meat of the ponygirl’s exposed sex and she became shrill again.

Rosie finally stepped back, breathing heavily, a sheen of perspiration on her forehead. Both the grooms had been absolutely merciless with Joujou. Chouchou was a little shocked that the junior grooms could be quite so cruel. She hadn’t expected it of them. It was more than a little unsettling.

She shivered in empathy for her fellow pony, despite how nasty she had been. But Chouchou also had problems of her own. She was also taking deep breaths, concentrating on holding her position as the stinging in her nipples, thighs and labia continued to escalate. The itch was infernal, her hips squirming.

Sally stepped back up to the inverted ponygirl, the fresh nettles scrunched up into a fist. She pressed them hard into Joujou’s right thigh, twisting them, grinding them, covering the whole area that was already scalded and seething from the previous punishments. She moved across to the other thigh without relenting and then started to focus on Joujou’s sex itself, pulverising the nettles on the open pussy. Joujou’s screeching became shrill again, but worse was to come. Chouchou couldn’t believe what she was seeing.

Rosie had a phallic-shaped vibrator in her hand. It had a rough, rubbery surface with pimples of varying lengths. While Sally held the nettles pressed against the sex, Rosie inserted the vibrator into the ponygirl, dragging some of the leaves in with it. Chouchou saw the greenery disappearing inside. Joujou looked like she was having a fit, twitching and shuddering to the limits of her bonds.

For a few moments, both grooms stepped back to admire their handywork, the bottom of the vibrator still sticking out between Joujou’s labia. The thighs framing it were a horrible deep red with patches of white, myriad white lumps raised on her skin.

“Be a good pony in future, Joujou!” Exclaimed Sally.

Rosie reached forward and switched on the vibrator. Chouchou could hear the hum. Then the groom pushed the device further inside the vagina until only an inch or so was sticking out. The ponygirl’s hips were spasming, juddering. She was moaning, now a mixture of pleasure and pain, the glistening sex revealing her helpless arousal despite all that had been done to her.

Now the grooms turned their attention on Chouchou. She was released from the overhead chain and suspended against Joujou. Her pussy was pressed against Joujou’s mouth, finally muffling her. Chouchou’s own mouth was pressed against Joujou’s red, enflamed sex. It was swollen, puffy, littered with the little white spots characteristic of nettle stings. The buzzing was really loud and the vibrations transferred on to Chouchou’s lips and mouth. The pussy was twitching and trembling, Joujou trying to writhe but unable to because of the severity of her restraints.

The hot flesh was slick, the odour of desire pungent. Chouchou could only imagine how it was itching. She was afraid that her lips on the sex would somehow be stung too, but that was not the case. Her legs were bent double and strapped calf to thigh, then pulled apart. She moaned into Joujou’s pussy as they continued to be stretched apart, until she was in a full splits position the same as Joujou, though at least she was the right way up. Her groin protested the strain of the position.

The straps on her helmet that held her jaw closed were unbuckled. She felt the same happening to Joujou. A chain to the ring on the top of the helmet fixed her head to the wall above Joujou’s crotch. Her braid was also tied to a ring on the wall. Now Chouchou couldn’t move at all, either, except her head and neck a tiny amount. Her breasts were pressed against Joujou’s belly. The other ponygirl’s tits were hot and pulsing against Chouchou, as well.

Suddenly, the vibrator inside Joujou stopped, just for a second. The ponygirl jumped and squealed. Then the buzzing started up again. The device had given her an electric shock. Chouchou felt it on her lips, a sharp pain followed by a tingling, but she couldn’t draw her head far enough away to escape it.

Now she felt her own labia being parted, just the fingers enough to get her pussy twitching, she was so turned-on. It felt like the same thing inside Joujou was being inserted into her (thankfully minus the nettles.) She could feel the rough texture, pimples creating friction, stimulating her delightfully. She squirmed in pleasure. She squealed as it was switched on, vibrating madly.

One of the grooms was handling her buttocks, cupping them, squeezing them. She flinched as the welts were stretched and pressed, gasping. There were so many sensations assailing her simultaneously. Meanwhile, something was stuck to her scalp either side of her temples, then onto her chest, and then onto her mound right above her pussy. A hand under her chin stuck something similar onto Joujou’s mound. She caught a fleeting glimpse of it, a flexible plastic disc.

It was at that moment that the vibrator that was causing Chouchou to squirm in such bliss cut out, instantly replaced with an electric shock. She jerked reflexively. Now it was her turn to squeal. It was awful, so deep inside her, spreading out through her lower body. Then the vibrator was back, but the dull, nagging ache hung around long after the shock itself.

“We have put sensors on your body. They register when you cum. You both need to climax three times before you will be released.”

Chouchou’s backside was spanked hard.

“This is your chance to show us you are a team, helping one another, giving each other the pleasure and satisfaction you both crave, shortening the length of one another’s suffering. Mutual needs. Mutual respect.”

Chouchou was spanked again. Then they were alone. Chouchou’s tongue lapped at Joujou’s tangy pussy. The ponygirl was so aroused the first cum would be easy to achieve (the third one probably not so much.) She felt Joujou’s tongue on her own sex and was disappointed at the crudity of the touches. The other ponygirl’s oral skills were surprisingly clumsy. It was enough for now, she was so horny, but even as she gasped in delight, Chouchou felt a growing panic. They could be trapped in this position for a long time!
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Protégé

It had been raining and the paving stones were still wet, but the clouds were thinning, patches of blue sky visible and occasionally the sun was breaking through. It was quite windy, but the ponies appreciated its cooling effect.

They were travelling in a procession, the show pony pair at the front, pulling a cart driven by Sally. Behind them, Swift and Jester being driven in sulkies by Rosie and Ginger respectively. They were at a trot. The rigorous training the pony pair had been subject to was evident in their precise, synchronized movements, their identical, perfect posture. Heads high, spines curved concavely to thrust their large tits forward, their torsos were held still while their legs did all the work, moving together in perfect harmony. To untrained eyes, the two ponygirls were indistinguishable.

It was a short journey, across the gardens of Belles Larmes and around the house. The amazing building was a collection of square and oblong boxes joined together in the centre at strange angles to each other. The walls were either smooth white or glass, the rooftops flat. It was stunningly futuristic. The longest box was the garage block, which had space for at least four vehicles, and the procession circled it to come to a stop on the tarmac in front of its huge double doors, both of which were open.

The ponies stood straight and proud, chests lifting up and down gently. They were all so fit, the brief run had hardly affected their breathing at all. Parked in front of the garage was a large truck. The back door had been dropped down to form a ramp. A sign above the door read:

Caution! Horses

The grooms dismounted and wrapped hobble chains around the ponies ankles. The carts were detached from the ponies and wheeled up onto the truck. With the help of a couple of the house’s maids - in their pristine, gleaming latex uniforms - various boxes and bags were loaded onto the back of the truck. After a couple of minutes, there was the rap of more stiletto heels coming out from the garage, two pairs, but none of the ponies could see because of their blinkers, though their ears pricked up at the sound of their owner’s voice.

Ninety minutes earlier

There had been a lot of activity in the stable that morning, it was different from normal. The regular routines that governed the life of the show pony pair made most days pretty predictable and so when there was a change, it was usually obvious something significant was about to happen.

The days ran one into the other. The weeks past. It was impossible for the pair to keep track of time in any meaningful way except by the changing seasons and temperatures. There were no clocks, no TV, no radio. It was warmer now. The weather was better. They must be into summer, it was much more pleasant to be outside – even if it was raining, that bone-chilling cold was gone, for a while, at least.

Today, they had been tacked-up early, which in itself wasn’t uncommon. Some mornings they went straight into the gym before being harnessed, depending on what equipment they would be working out on. Other days they would be tacked-up first to be taken for a run outside or in the simulator, or on the treadmills in the gym. With four ponies to share the facilities, it was necessary to vary the routines to accommodate them all.

But today none of these things had happened. Once tacked-up, they had been returned to their stall. They were always tacked-up together, standing side-by-side, facing the big mirror. One would be harnessed, then the other. One’s arms would be locked into the reverse-prayer position, then the other.

Whether by luck, or some adjustment incorporated into their custom-made pony boots, the two ponygirls were the same height. With their identical manes and shiny bald scalps, carbon-copy breasts and lips, sleekly toned and muscled bodies, they really did look like twins. Joujou’s nose was slightly bigger, her chin slightly longer, face slightly wider – but these things were lost against the extreme features that identified them as a ponygirl pair, against their overall appearance.

Sure, if you studied them, you would work out that facially they really weren’t that alike. But without a considered assessment, the optical illusion worked. It even worked on the ponygirls themselves as they were forced to confront the image they presented every day, have the conceit indelibly marked into their psyche. They were a matching pair. Everyone saw them as such, treated them as such. It was now their identity. No one regarded them as individuals any more.

The only time they weren’t next to one another was when they were fixed to different equipment in the gym. Even for their morning washing down and enemas they were suspended alongside each other, bumping gently against one another as they swayed. They slept every night in the same stall, bodies pressed together, arms entwined. They were fed kneeling beside each other, knee pressed against knee.

Wherever they were led, they would high-step or run in tandem, perfectly synchronized. Weeks of daily training under the whip and crop had honed them until it was second nature, neither had to consciously think about it anymore, their minds running a perpetual tick-tock beat with every movement. They were psychologically groomed to be dependent on one another, to experience genuine distress when apart.

So they were back in their stall, where they were placed on their knees facing one another, thighs in between one another’s, touching, kneecaps pressing against each other’s crotch straps, pushing the dildos deeper into their pussies. Their breasts were squashed together, nipples touching. Their bridles had been locked together, bitted mouths touching, noses bent against one another’s cheeks, drinking in their combined scent of leather and the particular soap that had been used to scrub them a short while earlier.

The two ponygirls’ relationship had evolved quickly after Joujou’s severe chastisement. It had effectively corrected her attitude and behaviour. That seemed a lifetime ago. Their shared predicament, and their shared, ceaseless sexual hunger drew them ever closer emotionally to match their physical intimacy. Working together not only lessened the punishments, but also gave opportunity to dramatically increase their pleasure, as in this moment.

Left alone in their stall in this position, they immediately began to press and rub their kneecaps against each other’s crotch straps, micro-fucking one another on the dildos embedded inside them, while massaging their pussies. Hips rotated to exaggerate the sensations and they squirmed and shuddered, eyes meeting, both pairs fierce with the depth of their sexual thirst.

Their pierced labia, locked into the crotch strap for so much of their lives, had raised their arousal to a new level (as impossible as that would have seemed before the procedures.) It induced such a constant, unrelenting sexual need whenever they were tacked-up, an overwhelming craving. They were addicted to the sensation, the thrill, always hungry for their next climax. Lust begat lust. Once they achieved release, the need was back again in a few short minutes, as strong as ever. They were trapped in a glorious, yet torturous, never-ending cycle, living moment to moment.

The world had shrunk around them even more in the last few weeks. They had to focus on being obedient, being found pleasing, to reduce the pain and discomfort that gripped their lives. But they were also driven by the desire for ever more sexual pleasure, using every opportunity to savour the satisfaction that could be achieved. Nothing else mattered. Reduced to primeval basics, avoiding pain, attaining pleasure, feeling rather than thinking.

Their breathing deepened as their lust rose higher, chests rising and falling, writhing their torsos against each other, nipple bars and rings clashing as their tits merged between the tight strapping and chains that wrapped them. They moaned into one another’s mouths, eyes becoming unfocused as bliss overpowered their senses, their arms pulled against the ruthless bindings, reassuring themselves of the severity of the restraints which added to the thrill of their situation.

Knees becoming increasingly animated and forceful, their sexes were pulsing and twitching, clit hood piercings rubbing against their clits. The dildos flexed and shifted to the motion of their jerking bodies. The butt-plugs filling their rectums pressed against their bowel walls, agitating their sphincters delightfully. They pushed harder against each other, grinding their pussies on the conveniently placed kneecaps, humping like bitches, shameless, devoid of human dignity, just needing their fix.

One climaxed a few seconds before the other, growling and moaning, panting, shuddering. They fought their bonds frenziedly, pushing ever harder against the other, jerking spastically. Then the crude coupling ended and they slumped against each other, gasping for breath, enjoying their post-orgasmic haze, conscious of every aspect of their strident bondage, their helplessness and their shared fate. The padlocks linking their bridles together forcing them to remain with their mouths pressed together, noses buried in one another’s cheek.

Unable to kiss, they nevertheless tried, puffy lips fighting the bars of their bits to mash together, sliding against each other from the lubrication of their drool, celebrating their intimate physical and emotional connection and the mutual pleasure it offered.

It only took a few minutes and they were ready to go again. They started to gently hump against the knees, initially subtly, softly, moaning and murmuring in delight, but their revere was broken when Sally returned to get them and fix them to the cart.

Seventy five minutes later

The two show ponies didn’t know when they had last had any contact with Ms Beaufort. It was many days, weeks. It was a source of some resentment and distress. They loved to be with their owner, it validated their respective decisions to give themselves up to be owned, especially to one who was so charismatic and sexually powerful. They desperately wanted her attention, felt neglected and insignificant for being ignored for so long.

There was another woman with Ms Beaufort, they could be heard discussing Jester and his cock. If there remained any noticeable differences between the pony pair, the level of discomfort experienced in the presence of strangers was not equitable. Joujou had an entire summer season behind her already, attending festivals and competitions, being exposed to large numbers of people, and while that had been before she had been incorporated into a team, with the additional humiliation of losing her individual identity, her unease to be in the presence of outsiders was only moderate.

The truth was that during the winter and spring, Joujou had been ensconced in the stables of Belles Larmes and had rarely been exposed to new people, just the stable staff and occasionally the others who lived on the estate, while that existence was the entirety of Chouchou’s experience since becoming a full-time lifestyle pony. Neither ponygirl had given serious consideration to how things were likely to change now the summer season was upon them, although some of the scenarios inside the simulator were good preparation.

Consequently, as Ms Beaufort and her companion came into the restricted eyeline of the pony pair, only one of them was flushing with embarrassment, showing obvious discomfort at her status as an identikit ponygirl in the presence of a stranger. Only one was struggling to keep her eyes forward, continually glancing down at the ground in hope that it would swallow her up.

“Wow!... Just wow!... They’re amazing, Ms Beaufort!... They look so…authentic, so real!”

Ms Beaufort was wearing a bright green silk dress with wide straps over the shoulders, the bold colour looked stunning against her complexion and her black hair. Her eyes were as direct and sharp as ever, examining the show ponies’ appearance, an inscrutable smile slightly curving her lips upward.

“They are real, Emmy. It is not a game. They are highly trained creatures – you mustn’t think of them as people playing a role, they are genuine equines, ponygirls stripped of their humanity, reduced to their most bestial base urges. Remember to treat them as such.”

The young woman beside Ms Beaufort was slightly shorter than the Frenchwoman, reed thin, with long skinny legs. A curtain of black hair, sleek and shiny, hung around her to midway down her torso. She was wearing a white leather dress with narrow straps over the shoulder and a wide plastic belt drawn tightly to her waist, the glossy black band a distinct contrast. A push-up bra made the most of her modest bust. The dress was very short, fitting tightly to the waist with a little flared skater skirt laying close to the top of her thighs.

“Are they real sisters, Ms Beaufort? They look so alike!”

Ms Beaufort had her arm around Emmy, her hand on her back. She pushed the woman closer to the show ponies. Emmy was very young, younger than either Joujou or Chouchou. Her pretty face was flushed with excitement and arousal. Wide, curious eyes ran up and down the dramatically presented ponygirls.

“Alas, no. If they were, their value would be colossal, that is so rare. Not that they wouldn’t fetch a fantastic price at auction, they are a couple of superb specimens, natural fillies.”

Ms Beaufort met the eyes of both ponies, making sure they understood the threat implicit in her words.

“Don’t be shy, it’s ok to handle them. They especially like their tits to be groped.”

The Frenchwoman demonstrated, grabbing a breast of each ponygirl, squeezing, sinking her fingers into the flesh bulging out from around the straps and chains, grinding her palm against the rock-hard nipples projecting out prominently. Both ponies murmured in pleasure.

“Wow! They are so big!”

Emmy’s hand tentatively reached out, brushing against Chouchou’s other breast, featherlight across the pony’s skin, the leather straps, the chains that worked so hard to contain them.

“They’re not finished yet. In a few months we’ll make them bigger still. They will look spectacular. I like my toys with big tits, they give such a dramatic shape to their figures, so sexy. And nothing reinforces sexual objectification on the toy better than huge knockers!”

Even as the show ponies shuddered with fear at the prospect of what awaited them, they noticed a similar reaction in the young woman. Was this Ms Beaufort’s latest muse, her latest project, beginning to grasp the implications of becoming ensnared in the lady’s world?

There was amazement in Emmy’s eyes as she studied the arrangement for holding the ponygirls’ breasts and nipples, fully realizing the brutal control they were under. Her fingertips touched Chouchou’s nipple as if she thought it would explode, but became more confident when it didn’t. She held the thick metal ring between thumb and forefinger, feeling its weight and its strength piercing through the ponygirl’s flesh. She rubbed the tip of the nub where it protruded from the clamp of the nipple bar. She tugged on the bar, causing Chouchou to gasp. Both pony and woman quivered.

Emmy’s hand then dropped lower, fingers pressing into the bulging six-pack abs in wonder, across the pony’s belly and harness, before coming to rest directly on the ponygirl’s brand. Chouchou shivered at the contact, it was such an emotionally sensitive area of her body and it was rarely touched.

“Wow! Is this, like, real?” Emmy couldn’t keep the awe out of her voice.

“Of course. They have to understand they are actually owned. Feeling the iron removes any possible doubt.”

“They are awake when it’s done?” Emmy was even more shocked.

“Of course.”

Emmy snatched her hand away as if the agony and trauma present in the creation of the mark would pass on to her just from the touching. In a way, maybe it had.

“This one seems a little shy and nervous?”

“She’s only had her brand a couple of months, she’s not quite right yet. There is still a part of her that thinks of herself as a person, not an animal in perpetual heat.”

Ms Beaufort put her hand against Chouchou’s crotch strap, pressing firmly, rubbing hard. The ponygirl gasped and her hips squirmed uncontrollably to the stimulation.

“See how aroused she is. She will hump herself off on your hand right here, without a second thought, if you let her.”

The ponygirl’s face flushed red at the truth of the statement. Her movement at her owner’s touch caused a string of drool that had been gathering on the tip of her chin to drop, hanging down, making slow progress to the top of her breasts which were already slick with her dribble.

“But she really needs exposure to people to finish off her training. She needs to be used to being on display and being handled by strangers. That’s why we are taking the pair to SecretPonyFest today even though they are not ready to compete yet. The experience will be so valuable for them.”

They’re both leaking from their cunts!” Emmy pointed at the thighs of both the show ponies which glistened with their pussy juice. After their earlier humping orgasms, there was quite a lot of it reaching some distance down their inner-thighs.

“Of course. They’re just animals in heat.” Ms Beaufort repeated.

The Frenchwoman stroked the cheek of each pony in turn, for the moment her eyes and smile were warm, affectionate.

“They are where they belong, able to fulfil their potential in a way that few ever get the chance to.”

“But… Wow!... It’s just so cruel, Ms Beaufort!”

Emmy reached up a hand and grabbed the sturdy chain that linked Chouchou’s ear to the shoulder of her body harness. It was a clumsy act that ended up tugging the chain harder than she intended, pulling the earlobe harshly, stretching it downward. She snatched her hand back, expecting the ponygirl to react, surprised when the pony remained impassive and still, back curved, pushing her breasts at the women as if pleading to have them groped.

“Sometimes we have to be cruel to be kind, Emmy, to give them what they need.”

Ms Beaufort grabbed a little piece of breast meat from both ponies where it bulged out between the straps. The nails of her thumb and forefinger sunk into the flesh, pinching hard, producing a gasp from both ponygirls, but again they both remained unmoving.

Emmy’s hand had returned to Chouchou’s head, fingers exploring the straps of the bridle and the chains on the ponygirl’s cheek. As always, there was a fascination with the chains that linked the pony’s ear to her nose ring. A finger slid underneath it, pulling it away from her face. This time the young woman was undeterred by the ponygirl’s sharp intake of breath. She held onto the chain until she saw tears spill from the filly’s eyes.

“Wow! Do they not have any dignity or self-respect, Ms Beaufort? Allowing this to be done to them!”

“They have immeasurable dignity and self-respect, Emmy. Courage you can only aspire to!” The lady snapped, clearly upset by the comment. “To follow their hearts, be true unto themselves despite the prejudice and contempt they would receive from so many people. To give full autonomy of their lives to another individual. I can’t think of anything that takes more courage!”

“I’m sorry, Ms Beaufort, I didn’t mean to offend.”

Ms Beaufort’s arm wrapped around Emmy’s shoulder and she hugged the younger woman, kissing her. Both ponies eyes watched with envy.

“I know you didn’t, Emmy. Just remember to keep your mind open and not be so quick to judge.”

The Frenchwoman turned away, taking Emmy with her. They moved out of the ponies’ eyeline. The ponygirl pair heard Ms Beaufort’s final words.

“Load them on the truck, time to get going.”
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Exhibited

It proved to be the longest day for the show ponies, and stretched right into the night as well, on their feet, in full tack, a real trial of endurance. First fastened standing in the back of the truck to the airport. Then waiting a long time in the hangar of Rose Air Services for their flight to arrive.

Though there was nothing exceptional about a herd of ponies in the hangar (an everyday occurrence for the airline) the presence of a former employee of RAS among them was certainly remarkable, thus the ponies – more particularly, one of them – attracted a lot of attention. To Chouchou’s humiliation, a procession of her former colleagues came out of the offices to examine and pet her, handling her casually, teasing her, revving up her arousal but giving no thought to finishing her off.

But it was not how she expected her return to be. Instead of the prima donna show pony, Ms Beaufort’s treasured favourite, she wasn’t even an individual ponygirl, just an anonymous clone in a team, wholly unremarkable and no different from the other ponies in Ms Beaufort’s stable.

Even Ms Rose’s PA, Kendra, found time to come down, smirking and sneering at her without speaking to her at all. Words weren’t necessary. She spanked Chouchou hard several times before feeling up her buttocks, dragging her fingernails along the freshest welts, delighting in making the ponygirl flinch. She dug her fingernails into the pony’s breasts, twisting them, deliberately trying to hurt her. It was the same old Kendra.

Ms Beaufort’s ponies found themselves sharing the aircraft with Ms Aella’s stable, this was usual when they travelled abroad. The show pony pair found themselves chained in place directly opposite Ms Aella’s show ponies, Ruby and Sapphire. As always, they looked spectacular with their vividly coloured manes and tails, their perfect posture.

Katya was serving on the flight. At one point she did approach Chouchou, squeezing her tits, stroking her scalp, giving her a peck on the cheek. She didn’t speak, either. The other flight attendant was a petite East Asian with bright blonde hair. She was eye-catching and knew it, striding confidently, effervescent and happy to be the centre of attention. She glanced curiously at the ponies several times, but never approached them.

There was another drive in the back of a truck after they had landed and it was very late by the time they reached the campsite. The pony pair had been on their hooves without respite since the morning. At the stable, there was always plenty of rest time, periods back in their stall on their knees, off their feet. They were always out of their tack by late afternoon.

That day, it was late into the night by the time their tack was finally removed. For Chouchou it was by far the most taxing time she had spent in full harness. Her feet and arms were killing her – she had never spent anything close to that amount of time in the reverse-prayer position (she had only recently been able to achieve the full position, forearms pressed together in a straight line down the centre of her back.)

Somehow, her arms were both numb and aching abominably. The infernal bit had been in place the whole time as well, except for a few minutes at the hangar when it had been removed to feed them smoothies. Her nipples were so sore, tugged so much, the nipple bar clamped on them the whole time. They ached unrelentingly. She had been tired, hungry, thirsty and, of course, horny as hell.

The large tented stable complex was familiar to both ponies from last year’s SecretPonyFest. A large cordoned-off open area with Ms Beaufort’s sizable personal tent in one corner away from the others and the stable tent enclosed on three sides but completely open on one. There were stalls, of a sort,  against one wall of the canvas, with waist-high partitions and a thick layer of straw.

For the first time since becoming a full-time pony, Chouchou was not going to be sleeping in the normal suspended arrangement used at Belles Larmes, though they were dressed in their usual night-time rig of strappy, mesh helmets and the leather sleeves that held their forearms pressed together wrist to elbow across the small of their backs (though individually this time instead of with their arms wrapped around each other.) Before that, they did at least get their arms and shoulders properly massaged and oiled, a welcome but short respite.

They were laid directly on the straw, as usual sharing a stall, but neither was quite prepared for the extremely intimate and intense way they were bound together. Pressed face to face, their mesh helmets were linked together by two short chains, cheek to cheek, plump lips pushed against plump lips. If they both pulled back to the limits of the chains, they could just about separate their mouths, but it required effort and wasn’t sustainable. It was easier to let the pillowy lips merge together.

A chain also linked the integral collars of the helmets to rings under their chins. Again, the slightest movement to pull their faces apart snapped the chain taut. Further down, their nipple rings were padlocked together, holding their heavy breasts squashed together between their bodies. The slightest motion by either pony instantly pulled on the other’s nipples. Neither wanted to put any more strain on them than they had to, they were so tender and sore.

Then, to both ponies’ consternation, a leather cord was used to lace their pierced labia to one another. The cord zigzagged across from one lip to the other, one body to the other. The cord was drawn tight, their two sexes merged firmly together. The minutest shift of either body immediately yanked resolutely on the other’s pussy.

Finally, a wide strap was wrapped around all four of their ankles, drawing them tightly together. After they were left alone, it took some moments for the pair to come to terms with their predicament. They were both sore and thoroughly exhausted from their day and the amount of time spent in their full tack, they just wanted to sleep.

But both were, as always, highly aroused and that wasn’t going to lessen with their intimate connection. Just the act of breathing provided a continual titillation of their nipples and breasts. They kissed, first gently, then with increasing ardour, hips lightly grinding. There was no question that Joujou was the more assertive of the two, despite that severe treatment she had received weeks ago to adjust her attitude. She remained the more stubborn and strong-willed of the two, the dominant between them.

The show ponies’ relationship hadn’t changed overnight. There had been an uncomfortable few days before Joujou had begun to accept Chouchou’s attempts at affection, even though the outright hostility had ended on that hair-raising evening. Both came to realize they shared the same disappointment. Both had wanted desperately to be Ms Beaufort’s special one, both were distraught to discover they were not, though they handled the revelation differently. Both had to confront the sudden and unexpected loss of their individual identities. In the end, they just needed some time.

One evening, a few days later, they had been left alone for an hour in their stall. They were in their mesh helmets, but the buckles under their chins were loose, allowing full articulation of their mouths. Their arms were free, though they still wore their mitts, of course. Both were chained to the same ring on the back wall, but with separate, long chains linked to their collars. Neither could remember ever having such freedom of movement since becoming ponygirls.

Chouchou gently pushed Joujou’s thighs apart and dipped her head between them, mouth locking onto the heavily pierced pussy. Afterward, Joujou showed her first sign of affection back, taking Chouchou in her arms and kissing her hard and long while her mitt sawed into her teammate’s sex until she came as well. The kiss had been dominant, Chouchou had been pressed to the floor with Joujou on top, Joujou making it clear who was in charge. Chouchou didn’t mind that, rather, she welcomed it.  

This time, as well, she rolled Chouchou onto her back, the prickly straw particularly unpleasant on the ponygirl’s hypersensitive, welted bottom, but the pent-up lust from the day was irresistible. They squirmed against each other, grinding tits and pussies forcefully, occasionally continuing to kiss, but as they became increasingly breathless they tried to angle their mouths apart to draw in as much air as possible.

Their humping soon became animated, desperate, pushing their sexes against each other frantically, gasping and panting. They were so horny they both came quickly, writhing, jerking frenetically, wiggling like some alien worm, so closely connected. Then they slumped still, breathing heavily, murmuring wordlessly.

Once they had their breath back, they kissed tenderly, affectionately, not lustfully, and Joujou even turned them both so they were back on their sides, relieving Chouchou’s buttocks. Their shared plight, their physical and emotional connection, was so overwhelming, so inescapable that neither could deny it. To live fulfilled lives they had to co-operate, to find the joy in one another’s company. They took succour in the shared warmth of their bodies, feeling each other’s hearts pumping, slowly returning to normal. They squirmed fondly together.

Twenty four hours later

The show pony pair were marched into Ms Beaufort’s tent full of anticipation and excitement. This was an honour they weren’t expecting. The inside was rather grand. There was a real king-sized bed surrounded by deep-pile rugs and scattered with cushions. Two ottomans draped with throws against two sides of the canvas. Several lamps hanging from the struts lit up the space brightly. There was a heavily padded armchair and a long, leather-upholstered bench. It really was fit for a queen. To their mutual disappointment, that queen wasn’t actually present.

Today, the show ponies were in their new show tack for the first time, making them a breath-taking sight. They were brought to a halt with a sharp yank on their nipples from the reins, every movement perfectly synchronized, spines curved, tits thrust forward, feet together. Drool was hanging off their chins. Everything matched, they looked like identical twins.

They had new pony boots in gleaming patent leather, black with a wide, bold yellow stripe down both the front and the back. Their harnesses matched, the shiny leather having a broad yellow band down the centre of each strap. Their rigid, unyielding collars and bridles were also of black patent, but without any yellow, but from the centre of the forehead strap rose a plume of bright yellow feathers, adding more than a foot to their height.

Also from the centre of their foreheads projected a springy strip of metal with a bell on the end. The bell hung about six inches away from their faces, between their eyes. The arrangement bounced with the slightest movement, causing the bells to jangle loudly, a high pitched tone. Their black and yellow manes were gathered high on their heads, fed through a tube, whereupon they exploded up and outwards in a spray, tumbling over their bald, polished scalps.

Both ponies were heavily made-up, eyes surrounded by dramatically shaped black paint, lips black too, covered in a thick layer of gloss that gleamed under the artificial lights. To finish off their striking look, they were wearing contact lenses that turned their eyes a bright yellow. These, along with the strange equine steps enforced by the pony hooves, removed any remaining vestiges of their humanity. They appeared deeply erotic but alien creatures, unreal, yet so real.

There was no big mirror in the camp, so the ponygirls hadn’t been able to fully appreciate the dramatic image they presented, though a small hand-held mirror had shown them their faces to give them a sense of how bizarre they looked.

Before being dressed in their show tack, earlier in the day, they had been taken for a run around the festival site, attracting some attention, but that had been nothing to the roar of the crowd when they had entered the arena as part of the Saturday night parade in their full show regalia. Ms Beaufort had been driving them, thrilling them and filling them with confidence. They knew they looked amazing and basked in the applause and cheers.

They had pranced around the edge of the arena, right alongside the rail, so close to the crowd. They bounced proudly and energetically, concentrating hard on being perfect for their owner. This was the moment that they had trained so hard and so long for, the relentless hours under the whip and the crop, their opportunity to prove their worth to Ms Beaufort, to make her proud of them. There had been so many people, the adrenalin had been flowing as they circled the entire enclosure at a prancing trot in perfect time.

Not only the adrenalin was flowing. Their excitement and raw lust was irresistible, the physical stimulation of the dildos and butt-plugs, the sensations of their pierced pussies locked to their crotch straps as they high-stepped so dynamically, both ponies climaxed during the lap. Many weeks of constantly cumming while pulling their cart had trained them to keep their discipline. They kept their timing and their shape even as they shuddered and quivered, as their legs threatened to give way beneath them.

A very highly trained eye might have noticed the orgasms – the brief increase in upper-body movement, the eyes losing focus for a few seconds, the tremors passing through their oiled, toned muscles - but to the vast majority watching, the climaxes went undetected. The ponies themselves could hear the increase in the ringing of the bells on their bridles in time with their well-disguised convulsions, but that noise did not carry above the cheers and applause of the crowd.

After the lap was completed, they took their place in the centre of the arena, awaiting the parade to finish, standing tall and proud. Then the crowd spewed into the enclosure to get a closer look at all the attractions. There were so many people around the ponies, handling them casually. Up to six or seven hands on them at once, playing with their manes, feeling their scalps, tweaking the chains linked to their ears irrespective of the discomfort they caused. Their tits and bottoms were squeezed and pinched, their crotch straps tugged and rubbed, fingers on their brands and nipples.

It went on for so long. As soon as one got tired and stepped away, another took their place. Ms Beaufort was stood beside them, answering questions, purring at the attention they were receiving. Both ponies were raging with sexual need again already, the evidence of their sexual excitement seeping down their thighs, a fact noted repeatedly and with glee by the audience.

Eventually, the crowd thinned and then they were alone. They were trotted back to the tented stable, both cumming again on the journey. It had been an exhilarating, but exhausting evening. Ms Beaufort was pleased with them, petting them, praising them. They were on such a high. And now they had been brought to their owner’s tent, praying they were going to get the chance to serve Ms Beaufort sexually, but alas, they were to be disappointed.

They were present only for decoration, to add to the opulence inside the tent, so Ms Beaufort could admire her acquisitions and how she had transformed them to her desires, the successful results.

There were two stout posts in the central area of the tent that held the canopy up high, situated about three feet away from the bottom of the bed, about six feet apart. Each ponygirl was backed against a post. Wide straps around their ankles, waist and collar fastened them tightly to the posts, leaving them unable to move at all, placed so they were facing the bed.

Both ponies experienced a little separation anxiety. They truly lived as one, now. They were so used to being together, constantly dependent on one another. They felt a little bit lost and disconcerted, even that small distance that they were apart.

Then their nipple bars were removed. This was always one of the worst moments of the ponies’ day. The agony as the clamps released their teats was just unspeakable. The fact that they couldn’t bend forward to relieve some of the strain, or pull their hands around to cup and massage the tortured nubs made it even worse. Nipples thrusting forward, rigidly hard and completely exposed just exacerbated the pain.

Their reins were also removed. Then the grooms returned their attention to the actual nipples themselves. Sally was preparing Joujou, Rosie Chouchou. All four nipples were taken between thumb and forefinger, tugged and squeezed longitudinally (as opposed to the lateral squeeze of the bars’ clamps.) They were rolled and stretched, pinched. The ponies gasped and moaned, powerless and vulnerable to the cruelty.

Long lengths of chain were then locked to each nipple ring. Initially, the chains lay pooled on the grass in front of the ponygirls’ hooves, but then they were drawn out to their full length, fastened to a ring high in the side of the tent behind the bed, at least ten feet away. Slowly, the length of the four chains were adjusted until all the slack had been removed. But it didn’t stop there. The chains continued to be shortened, pulling hard on each nipple, stretching them out, away from the ponies’ breasts.

The body harnesses were designed to hold the ponygirls’ tits as tight to their bodies as possible, they had little give – each breast remained held in place, putting all the stress on the actual nipple itself. The ponies could see their teats elongating, distending further and further away from their bodies, the discomfort and outright pain growing incrementally with the lengthening. Piteous noises of distress did nothing to stop the process.

At last, the grooms were satisfied. Both ponies were panting, gasping at their predicament – but at the same time they needed to keep their chests as still as possible to avoid increasing the torment on their poor, abused nipples even more. The grooms continued to fuss around the ponies for a few minutes more, making sure they looked perfect, touching up their make-up, ruffling their feathered plumes and manes.

The last thing they did before leaving was to squirt some oil onto each of the four elongated nipples, rubbing the lotion thoroughly into the teats with gloved hands. At first, it made the nipples throb and swell fit to burst. For the tiniest time it was pleasurable, but then they began to burn with increasing ferocity as the minutes past and the ponygirls remained alone in the tent. They became increasingly agitated, but still tacked-up and bound so rigidly, there was nothing they could do except sob and pant, further escalating the tugging and distress on the nubs.

They squirmed desperately, plaintively, gaining enough friction against the posts to set the bells jangling in front of their eyes, bitted mouths spread wide, the only way to physically express their anguish.

“Stop that! No noise!”

Ms Beaufort had entered the tent. She was still wearing her formal riding rig from the parade – drum-tight white leather britches, knee-high riding boots. The red hunting jacket was unfastened and she slipped it off her shoulders, letting it fall. Emmy was behind her and caught it. Under her jacket, Ms Beaufort was wearing her white riding silks.

Emmy had watched the parade from the grandstand and joined Ms Beaufort in the arena for the close-viewing. She had been one of the countless faces, two of the countless hands, that had examined the spectacularly presented pony pair intimately.

Emmy was dressed in a latex catsuit that was silver and black, patterned to look like scales. It was extraordinary and made her legs look like they went on forever. Her long hair was still loose and swirling around her. Her knee-high black boots had thick, chunky, flat-soled platforms that added three inches to her height. She had worn the outfit to the parade.

There was quiet in the tent as Emmy undressed the lady, the only sound the snap and squelch of the young woman’s latex. Once naked, the Frenchwoman strode around the tent without a trace of self-consciousness. There was a bucket of steaming, perfumed water and Emmy delicately and intimately washed Ms Beaufort from neck to toe. The sight of their owner’s toned, svelte body being pampered by her pretty companion did nothing to quell the lust or jealousy of the restrained, displayed ponygirls.

But their eyes grew wide when the lady picked up one of her beloved shock sticks. She stood at the bottom of her bed, eyes flicking between the two ponies, the tip of the shock stick resting on her chin.

“Beautiful! Simply stunning! The pair of you have turned out better than I could have hoped. I’m very pleased and you’ve done well tonight and deserve a reward! Fetch the magic wand, Emmy!”

After retrieving the device from one of the ottomans, Emmy handed it to Ms Beaufort.

“Full power, maximum vibration, maximum oscillation!”

She switched it on, the drone was intense, full of potency. Her eyes met Emmy’s, full of mischief. She pressed the bulb of the device against the younger woman’s crotch. Emmy’s squeal was shrill, she almost hit the roof of the tent. The Frenchwoman laughed, then handed the wand to her.

“Would you like to give my ponies their present?”

Tentatively, Emmy approached the nearest pony, Joujou. She pressed the device against the six shiny studs that attached her labia to the crotch strap, gently moving the bulbous head of the wand up and down. It was so powerful the whole strap was oscillating keenly. Joujou gurgled, her bizarre, alien yellow eyes opened wide as her body shivered and squirmed against her bonds, mouth drawn back widely, showing her perfect, brightly bleached teeth and the rubber covered bar sunk deeply between her upper and lower jaw. Her puffy, glossy black lips making her look very strange and exotic.

Ms Beaufort was now beside Emmy, her shock stick waving ominously. Joujou was whimpering in pain and pleasure simultaneously, in glorious bliss, but her helpless shuddering was only irritating her painfully stretched, burning nipples even more. Her little bell was ringing lightly but persistently.

Snap!

The tip of the shock stick had been touched against Joujou’s inner thigh. Ms Beaufort had pulled the trigger. The ponygirl squealed. The bell increased its volume as she jerked. The Frenchwoman lifted the stick higher, touching it to Joujou’s earlobe. There was a long pause.

Snap!

Joujou mewed piteously, the shock passing down the chain to her nose ring. Ms Beaufort laughed at the ponygirl’s desperate response. Then the two little prongs projecting from the tip of the stick came to rest against one of the pony’s elongated nipples. There was another long pause, eyes of ponygirl and owner locked on one another.

Snap!

Joujou squealed again. Ms Beaufort put a hand to the ponygirl’s cheek, fingers gently caressing. She leaned forward to briefly kiss the pony’s bitted mouth.

“Good pony! You are very pleasing!”

As the wand continued to press against her pussy and she trembled and quivered, moaning, Joujou was both relieved and distraught as her owner moved away, out of her restricted, narrow field of vision. While she craved the attention of Ms Beaufort, she was glad that the shocks would stop.

Ms Beaufort turned her attention to Chouchou, lips curved in that mischievous and malicious smile that meant only one thing - she was about to hurt the helplessly bound, wonderfully exotic ponygirl that she had created. The Frenchwoman placed the tip of her stick on the tip of Chouchou’s nose. She waited an age before she pulled the trigger, leaving the pony quavering in dreaded anticipation.

Snap!

Chouchou’s strangled, pathetic cry was heart-rending. Her body jerked dramatically. The little bell danced and chimed loudly, alien eyes desperate and wet. The pony was shaking as the stick moved across her body and face, threatening to unleash its agony at any moment. Ms Beaufort laughed gently as she teased her ponygirl.

From their right there was a howl, the violent jangle of the other bell went on and on as Joujou was brought to a shattering climax.

The tip of the stick came to rest on Chouchou’s brand. The ponygirl shuddered. Ms Beaufort smiled, her delight evident.

“Mine now, to do with as I please… And I will!”

Snap!

Chouchou’s mouth twisted in a grimace, revealing the same bright, bleached teeth surrounded by glossy black, puffy lips as her teammate. Tears spilled onto her cheeks as she gurgled in pain.

Emmy appeared beside Ms Beaufort, her eyes shiny for a different reason, from the excitement of the situation. They met the extraordinary yellow irises of the bound ponygirl, so desperate and pleading. The tone of the vibrations of the wand changed as it pressed firmly against Chouchou’s crotch strap, against her pussy, Emmy more confident and energized now. The pony moaned, shivering in pleasure.

But Ms Beaufort placed the tip of her stick against the cruelly distended nipple of the ponygirl, which already ached abominably and burnt ferociously. Again, she held the device there for an age before she finally pulled the trigger. Chouchou squealed, squirmed to the limits she was able, her bridle bell ringing frantically.

The lady leaned forward and kissed the ponygirl’s bitted mouth.

“Good pony! You are just as I want you to be, very pleasing!”

Ms Beaufort stepped back, her eyes switching between the two ponygirls, but spending more time on Chouchou as the pony jerked and wiggled from the effects of the vigorous vibrations being applied to her pussy, to the studs embedded in both the crotch strap and her sex lips. Her mouth was open wide, chest heaving as her arousal was taken ever higher. She was fighting her tight bindings, trying to move her body against the wand, gain any little control over her sexual stimulation, but it just wasn’t possible. She was powerless, being played like an instrument.

Her eyes darted around the tent. The tent post wobbled only slightly from her struggles, but the bell on her bridle continued to tinkle away. As the orgasm was forced out of her, her eyes found themselves locked on those of her owner. She released a strange, shrill neighing, a genuine horse-like sound as her body convulsed, forced to its third climax of the evening. Then her eyes rolled up into her head.

Ms Beaufort reached her arms up, her hands grasping the chains that passed over the bed and linked so savagely to the ponygirls’ nipples. She yanked on them forcefully multiple times, causing the ponies to screech in agony, their eyes beseeching mercy from their owner. It was not to be forthcoming. The lady didn’t know the meaning of the word.

Both the show ponies were to spend the entire night fastened to the posts in their owner’s tent, in their tack, arms locked into the severe reverse-prayer position, nipples stretched out on the chains that passed above the bed. They watched as their owner shared her bed with Emmy.

Ms Beaufort had a matching latex helmet for Emmy’s catsuit which she pulled over the young woman’s head. It had holes for her nostrils and mouth, but not her eyes. Ms Beaufort left Emmy’s hair down, spilling out from under the helmet over her back and shoulders. She cuffed Emmy’s wrists behind her back.

First, she put Emmy on her knees between her legs, allowing the woman to bring her to orgasm using her mouth, all the while watching her ponygirl pair, tugging on their nipple chains occasionally. They kissed for a while, grinding their bodies together, but then they moved onto the bed. Emmy was laid flat and Ms Beaufort lowered her bottom onto the anonymous, latex-sheathed figure’s face. She wriggled her hips, getting the best position, ensuring her buttocks parted so that Emmy’s mouth and tongue found her rosebud.

The Frenchwoman began to ride Emmy’s face, starting slowly and softly, but getting increasingly more forceful and animated as her excitement rose. She had the magic wand in her hand, humming away on a lower setting than had been used on her ponies so that she could take her time – there was no rush. She alternated the bulb of the vibrator from her own sex to the latex-covered pussy of the woman underneath her. Her face was flushed with her arousal, and Emmy’s body was writhing and twitching, legs opening wide so that Ms Beaufort had full access.

The lady had placed herself still facing the tightly-bound teammates, able to continue to admire the stunning show pony pair displayed in front of her, their presence undoubtedly adding to her excitement. Surely, the fact that she herself had created them was adding to the thrill even more.

Her eyes moved from one ponygirl to the other as her body undulated sinuously, luxuriating in the moment, in her power, in the three bodies around her that were in her thrall, performing or displayed to her desires. Her free hand rose from time to time, still able to reach the chains that pulled on the ponies nipples, her expression taking on an extra satisfaction as she caused their faces to twist in torment.

As Ms Beaufort came, her eyes bore into Chouchou’s, so full of passion, fire, cruelty. The satisfaction was replaced by euphoria. Her gratification at the sight of her new show ponies, at their full realization of their place in the world, in her world, was apparent. Chouchou shuddered, consumed with both horror and a profound, perverse fulfilment at her situation, the destination she had chosen for herself.

The two sated women drifted off to sleep on the bed, Emmy still in the latex, including the hood, her arms still cuffed behind her, Ms Beaufort’s arms and legs entwined with the polished, shiny body. The rigidly bound, erotically displayed ponygirls watched, grabbing an occasional doze now and again until their discomfort and pain awoke them with a start once more.

Eventually, the batteries in the lamps died and the tent fell into darkness, but the ponygirls’ ordeal continued without respite.


Epilogue

One Year Later

Ottilie just couldn’t believe all the things she had seen and experienced at SecretPonyFest. She was  so turned-on, so excited, and the sights just kept coming.

She was seated in the third row of the main stand in the event arena, just far enough back for the canopy to shield her from the sun. Her seat was pretty central and she had a fantastic view of the ponygirl dressage competition. She had witnessed a succession of beautiful and elegant ponies performing (even though she didn’t understand the finer points of the rules of dressage.) Just watching the stunning creatures being put through their paces, under such rigorous bondage and discipline, was bewitching, thrilling!

It was her girlfriend Rosanna who had persuaded her to come and bought the tickets. She would never have dared consider it without her (well, she wouldn’t have even known such events as this existed at all!)

Rosanna was sat beside her. She put her hand over Ottilie’s, threading their fingers together and they both looked at each other and smiled. Rosanna leaned forward and kissed her – she was such a great kisser, Ottilie just wanted to melt into her arms. She shivered with desire, everything was so erotic. What a wild adventure this was turning out to be.

It was their first trip away together and they had built a whole week’s holiday around the festival, using the opportunity to see Bavaria properly, visit the fairy-tale castles (like the one that overlooked the festival site) a couple of days at a spa, then finishing up in Munich next weekend.

Surreptitiously, Rosanna’s other hand slipped between Ottilie’s thighs and her fingers pressed against what should have been Ottilie’s pussy, but it wasn’t. Yesterday, Rosanna had bought a chastity belt at one of the stalls on Marktstraße, the festival site’s shopping alley, and Ottilie was wearing it. It was locked in place and Rosanna had the key. The fingers pressed against the metal front panel of the belt and Rosanna smirked knowingly and Ottilie shuddered, an erotic frisson passing right through her.

After they had made love last night in their tent, Rosanna had put it on Ottilie, having her sleep the night in the thing. She had taken it off briefly this morning for their ablutions, but then put it straight back on again. It was mostly metal and physically quite uncomfortable, and it had a prong – or three balls of gradually decreasing size all stuck together in a line – that projected inward. The only way the belt would fit was for Ottilie to take the protrusion into her bottom. All three balls needed to be inside her sphincter for the belt to close.

It made sitting troublesome, the compression on her backside shoving the prong really deep into her bowels, she felt properly stuffed. It also pinched her sphincter disconcertingly. There was no chance of her forgetting she was wearing it. It did make her feel sexy, though, but she did hope Rosanna wouldn’t expect her to wear it for the rest of the holiday, she thought the novelty would quickly wear off, and imagine the embarrassment of trying to get through airport security wearing it! But she was confident Rosanna wouldn’t demand that of her… sort of.

Gradually, Rosanna was taking a more dominant role in their relationship and Ottilie welcomed that, she was enjoying it and knew she had a submissive streak in her. But she was also a little scared about where it would lead – how far Rosanna expected her to go? What she was looking at now was a case in point.

There were a pair of ponygirls prancing immaculately straight toward them. They were absolutely spectacular, a genuinely breath-taking sight, so wonderfully exotic. But what had possessed the women to allow themselves to be so radically transformed, to modify their bodies in such a shocking way?

Tacked-up in shiny black and yellow harnesses and hoof boots that forced them to adopt a real pony-like gait, their bald heads gleamed with lotion to protect them from the afternoon sun. In the centre of their scalps, their manes (also black and yellow) sprouted upward and then down like a waterfall.

But what was most disturbing was the size of their breasts. They were simply huge, all the more pronounced on such honed, svelte frames. They looked so out-of-proportion, thrusting far out in front of them, despite the intricate and brutal arrangement of straps and chains that tried to contain them and hold them against their chests.

Ottilie could see the leather and metal cutting deeply into the flesh of the boobs, which bulged out of the gaps in between. They must be so heavy and uncomfortable to have to run and prance around with – completely impractical – and their size must also interfere with their forward vision, they would be unable to see where they were stepping! They dominated the ponygirls’ appearance even though both women were genuinely beautiful.

The ponies were brought to a stop quite close to the barrier, no more than ten feet away from Ottilie. She could see their chests rising and falling heavily from their exertions, emphasizing their tits even more. Both ponies had abnormally large nipples, wide and so long, projecting so far out from their breasts, looking swollen and fit to burst. A heavy metal bar was clamped between the teats of each woman and heavy rings pierced them with barbarically large holes, to which their reins were attached, used to control them.

Their lips had also clearly been enhanced, they looked just too perfect, so full and bee-stung, pouty and painted a glossy black that was striking. Their bridles were more elaborate than the other ponies Ottilie had seen, more straps criss-crossing their faces and there were chains everywhere, linking their ears to just about everything. It was shocking to see this close. She could imagine the discomfort they must be suffering.

The thing was, they had almost been turned into caricatures of what was perceived as a sexy woman, their features were so exaggerated. Almost. They were undeniably, powerfully sexy, turned into unsurpassable sex objects. Ottilie shuddered with horror and shock, but at the same time, she could feel the heat growing in her locked-up pussy. They were just so kinky, so profoundly carnal. Her imagination was running riot. What must it be like to be one of these creatures?

Both ponies were heavily made-up, which helped to make them look alike, but Ottilie couldn’t help wondering if they were real sisters or twins. They were such a close match.

They were both wearing contact lenses (she assumed) that turned their irises bright yellow. Exotic, but also disconcerting. The pony on Ottilie’s right looked directly at her and she shivered at the strange, alien experience as their eyes met. They didn’t seem human.

Then the ponies were prancing backward, away from her, before turning hard to the right. All their movements were seamlessly synchronized, postures identical, upper-bodies not moving at all except for the inevitable bounce of their large tits. The practice and training to which they must have been subject to be able to perform to this standard was mind-blowing, they were so controlled and disciplined.

As they passed by, Ottilie saw how their arms were secured behind their backs, forearms in a straight line down their spines. It looked impossible to achieve. It must be so painful. But she had seen this on several other ponies, it was not uncommon.

The driver of the sulky was a tall, leggy woman, very beautiful, with an aristocratic air. She was in full costume like she was a showjumper, red jacket and white silk scarf, black peaked hard hat. She must have been baking in that outfit in the heat and direct sunshine. Appearances were so important in the dressage, though, it seemed.

She waved her arm back and forth, the whip in her hand whizzing through the air, biting diagonally across the bottom of each ponygirl – forehand stroke to the pony on the left, backhand to the one on the right. Both ponygirls’ buttocks were heavily welted with livid, fresh red lines and darker, older marks, some almost black.

Ottilie felt sympathy for the unfortunate pair, trying to imagine why they would want to put themselves in that position, quivering at the very thought, but it was so incredibly erotic to watch, making her so horny. She grasped Rosanna’s hand tighter and they briefly shared a knowing glance.

The team did one last circuit of the arena at a faster pace, though still prancing, lifting their knees high with every step. They were so fit! They finally came to a halt dead in the centre of the enclosure. This particular pair had been very popular with the crowd. A great roar went up at the finish of the routine from the audience of several hundred people. There was cheering, wild applause. Those seated in the stand rose on to their feet, Ottilie pleased to be able to follow and gain a brief respite from the prong lodged in her rectum, the ever-present reminder of her chastity belt.

The ponygirls stood so proudly, basking in the adulation of their audience, pushing those overlarge tits as far forward as they could. The rise and fall of their prodigious bosoms visible even from this distance as they took gasping, heaving breaths. Their patent leather harnesses and boots gleamed in the sunshine. They looked magnificent. The driver waved her whip to all four sides of the arena, acknowledging the crowd.

It was a stunning, awe-inspiring spectacle.




The End
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Inversion

Swot Turns into Slut!

Oona Calista




Student Charlotte Cain is in the midst of a personal crisis and deeply unhappy. She becomes obsessed with Crimzon, a leather clad Exotic Performance Artiste who she notices in a coffee bar, and in who she sees an outlet for her latent submissive fantasies. Crimzon is at first scornful that the studious, dowdy and shy Charlotte understands the true implications of giving herself to the cruel and dominant redhead, and challenges her to get a job as a topless waitress at the club where Crimzon is the star performer.

So, a game begins, with Charlotte dared to give total obedience to Crimzon. The initially cynical Crimzon takes total control of the young woman’s life, changing her inside and out, controlling how she dresses and presents herself. She sets a succession of harsh emotional and physical challenges in an attempt to break Charlotte and get her to flee. 

Charlotte is sent to live with Magenta, a waitress at the club, whose job is to train her to pass the interview to work at the club. Under Magenta’s guidance and Crimzon’s orders, Charlotte is transformed from a wallflower into a blatantly sexual woman.

Crimzon is relentless in Charlotte’s sexual objectification, but still Charlotte does not break. Increasingly, Crimzon is forced to respect the strength of her submission, her ability to accept excessive cruelty, humiliation and sexual use. Charlotte continues to fight to be accepted fully by Crimzon - her one and only goal, but can she crack the rock-hard carapace that Crimzon has erected to stop her heart getting broken ever again?

The first of two volumes charting Charlotte’s life-changing adventure features more than 61,000 words. 

Main theme is lesbian domination. Explicit sex, F/f, M/f, public humiliation, body modifications, exhibitionism, leather and latex fetishism, bondage, use of canes and belts.

[Excerpt]

The bouncer smiled at her and waved her through. Steps led down, curving around. There was a box office with a bored looking bleach blonde in a PVC bra behind the glass. She smiled at Charlotte as she passed. As the daylight faded, so the heavy base of dance music got louder. At the bottom was another set of double doors, this time black and opaque. Taking a deep breath, she pushed through and entered the club.

It was an immediate assault on the senses. The full blast of the music, darkness, yet the bright flashing lights, different colours and the stink of alcohol and sweat. There was a stage at each end of the room with a pole. The nearest one was empty, the spotlights switched off. The farthest one had all lights flashing, bathing a naked woman in alternating colours as she spun around a pole. Along the left side was the bar. There were no more than ten customers in the place, most clustered around the active stage. A couple of men were sat at the bar, watching from further back.

A nearly naked woman approached Charlotte, she was wearing a bizarre waitress uniform all in pink. Her long blonde hair was held back by a headband that glowed in the dark. Around her neck she wore a collar – like a shirt collar, but without the shirt – and from it a tie fell between her bare breasts. High heeled ankle boots, fishnet stockings and a little apron around her waist completed the outfit. Charlotte took a few moments to recognize her, but the waitress had also been at the coffee shop yesterday, she had been the one dressed conventionally in jeans and a T-shirt.

She flashed Charlotte a false smile.

“Hey! Follow me.”

She turned and headed for the bar, placing one foot in front of the other, swinging her hips exaggeratedly, suggestively. Charlotte saw that under the apron the waitress was wearing a tiny black latex skirt that hugged every square inch of her bottom. Across her buttocks, in pink fluorescent writing were the words Spank Me! The shape of the words flexed with each step, drawing even more attention to them.

Charlotte felt sorry for the woman, having to wear such a degrading outfit.

They walked right past the bar, which had a barmaid in the same uniform, except her headband and tie were yellow, and Charlotte followed the waitress through a swing door. Things were very different here. The floor was unburnished concrete, the breeze-block walls hadn’t been plastered, but they had been painted white once, which had turned to a dirty pale yellow with age. The corridor was lit with a bare bulb. The waitress held open the first door on the right and nodded Charlotte through.

“Thanks, Mage!” A voice called from deep in the room.

It was a big, long space. All down the right side were tables with brightly lit mirrors and stools. On the left of the isle were endless racks from which hung lingerie and costumes in gaudy colours, under which was the most bizarre collection of footwear Charlotte had ever seen.

There were three women in the room. One at the very far end, with coal dark hair, was standing looking bored, her arms folded across her prodigious chest. Charlotte’s arrival seemed to spark a mild curiosity as she turned towards her. She was wearing a porno parody of a schoolgirl uniform, her midriff bare and the skirt so short it barely covered her crotch. The nearest woman, with a big, platinum blonde hairdo, was sat buck naked on one of the stools, using the mirror to apply make-up to her face.

Crimzon was behind her, sat on another stool, leaning an elbow on the table. It was she who had spoken. Today, she had her hair in a single ponytail and was wearing a red leather waistcoat that laced up the front, her huge breasts threatening to burst out of the top of it at any time. Her skin-tight leather trousers were laced up at the crotch. She looked stunning, genuinely taking Charlotte’s breath away.

“You actually showed up! You surprised me! You’ve got some balls; I’ll give you that!”

She stood and walked towards Charlotte. In her knee-high stiletto boots, she towered over the student.

“Come!”

Crimzon took hold of Charlotte’s hand and led her out of the dressing room, down the corridor, around a corner and up some stairs.

“We can use the boss’ office for now.”

This room was plush. One wall was all glass, looking out into the club – one of those see out but can’t see in things.

Crimzon pushed Charlotte onto a huge couch and then sat astride her, her bottom resting on Charlotte’s thighs. Her leathers creaked and groaned as she settled, her breasts almost engulfed Charlotte’s face.

“So, the nice little posh girl wants to play with the white trash slut!” Crimzon spoke quietly, her eyes flashing with humour. Crimzon studied Charlotte for a few moments.

“Do you think you are the first to be infatuated with me? I’ve a queue a mile long, boys and girls both, all goggle-eyed, creaming their pants at the thought of getting into mine. I’m sex on a stick. I’m the ultimate object of desire, everybody wants me!”

“I would guess so. So why did you invite me here?”

“To give you a chance to prove yourself. Everyone deserves an opportunity, even though you will fail, like so many before you. If you are what you seem, a nerd looking to get her teenage rocks off before running back to mummy and daddy with her tail between her legs, back to her safe comfortable life, you won’t get very far with me.”

“My old life is what I want to escape! And for the record, I’m twenty.”

Crimzon laughed.

“How many boys have you fucked?”

Charlotte felt herself colouring at the personal question.

“Three.”

“More than I thought! How many boys have you sucked off?”

Charlotte looked down, hesitating before answering.

“None.”

“And you are an anal virgin?”

“Yes,”

“And how many women have you been with?”

“I’ve kissed two, including you.”

Charlotte squirmed in embarrassment.

Crimzon cupped Charlotte’s cheek in her hand.

“You are sweet, and you are naïve, and I am not a nice person. I would want to do bad things to you. You should go before you get hurt.”

Crimzon lowered her head and kissed Charlotte gently. Charlotte kissed back more forcefully, her hands rose to take hold of Crimzon’s head but the redhead pulled away and pushed Charlotte’s arms down.

“You don’t touch me without permission! You don’t do anything without my permission.”

“I’m sorry…”

“I do things to you and you accept them, that’s the way it would be. Total obedience. It would be nasty.”

“Maybe I want nasty!”

Crimzon laughed again.

“Baby, you don’t know what nasty is!”

She kissed Charlotte again. This time it was an altogether different kiss, like the one in the coffee shop; forceful, penetrating, dominating. Her hands wrapped Charlotte’s face. Charlotte wanted to reciprocate, to grab Crimzon, but she didn’t dare.

When Crimzon eventually broke the kiss, Charlotte was breathless. She had never felt so alive and excited in her life.

“You’ve made an effort. You look good. I appreciate that.”

Crimzon’s hands moved down from Charlotte’s face, brushing across her collarbones. She pushed the dress off Charlotte’s shoulders, tugged it down until her breasts were revealed. Charlotte hadn’t worn a bra. At her age and with the size of her bust, she didn’t need one with her LBD.

“Small, but delightful!”

Crimzon cupped each one in a hand, gently stroking them, flicking her thumbs across the nipples occasionally. Charlotte quivered, pushing her chest forward to increase the sensations. She couldn’t prevent a whimper escaping.

“What would mummy say if she could see what her daughter is getting up to? Half-naked in a strip club, making out with an erotic performer!”

“I don’t give a fuck what my mum thinks, she’s a homophobic bigot!”

“What about when she turns the taps off, how will little CC fend for herself without the bank of mum and dad?

“I would get by.”

“Uh huh!” 

Crimzon pushed Charlotte right back hard against the sofa and dropped her head to take a nipple into her mouth. Charlotte squeaked.

One of Crimzon’s hands slipped into Charlotte’s dress where it had bunched at her waist, her fingers rubbed Charlotte’s crotch through her tights and panties. The student thrust her hips forward in response, grunting.

“Can’t deny that you are hot to trot! Your knickers are soaking already! I bet you’ve been diddling yourself off thinking about me, haven’t you?” Crimzon spoke as she moved her mouth to Charlotte’s other nipple.

“Yes!” Charlotte gasped as Crimzon’s fingers pushed her panties between her labia.

Crimzon raised her head.

“Yes, Miss Crimzon!” She corrected.
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