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1

Reflections Interrupted

Mia Ford stared at her image in the mirror. It had been eight months since Sydney Beaufort had sashayed into her life, turning it upside down and shaking it liberally all about. Mia was a changed woman, inside and out.

She was wearing her Rose Air Services flight attendant uniform, which wasn’t quite the same as a regular airline uniform – but then RAS wasn’t a regular airline. The dusky pink boots reached to her crotch and had five-and-a-half inch stiletto heels. The dress was made of pale pink latex, knee-length and form-fitting, except for the holes over her chest that exposed her breasts. The long sleeves had loops on the end that fitted between her thumb and forefinger, pulling the rubber right down to cover the back of her hands.

A wide leather belt the same colour as her boots was cinched around her waist and the matching scarf (also latex) was tied elaborately and lay across her left shoulder. There was also a leather jacket and cap, but she wasn’t wearing them at the moment. But that wasn’t what was holding her attention. She was looking at her tits.

They looked huge – they were huge! As big as the surgeon would go in one step (she had been cheerily informed that she could go bigger still in eighteen to twenty-four months, whoopy-doo!) She had been a B cup and now she was an F cup. They were the consequence of allowing Ms Beaufort to choose the size.

Not that she hadn’t wanted a breast augmentation. She had become very self-conscious that she had the smallest tits among the RAS cabin crew, and saw how great the other women looked. But she could have chosen the size and it wouldn’t have been this big. She had plenty of money, she could have paid for the procedure, handled the whole process herself, yet she had ceded all control to the French woman who had recruited her to RAS.

Mia’s infatuation with Ms Beaufort was thrilling and terrifying at the same time. So irrational, and yet submitting to her felt so good, so addictive. The lady was so commanding, so compelling, and gaining her approval just felt right, somehow. Just thinking about the woman now was making her heart race and her pussy cream. Pleasing Ms Beaufort had become so important to her.

They looked good, having a creditable natural shape to them, unlike so many of the women Mia saw on on-line porn, who looked like they had two balls stuck on their chest. But they were out-of-proportion to her slim frame, surely no-one would think they could be real!

She thought they were an identical size to her colleague, Katya. Mia remembered the first time she met Katya. She had thought the Slovak’s oversized tits made her look like a bimbo or sex doll. Now Mia had the same.

Coming to terms with their size was taking time. She looked so different. She had to hold herself differently, her weight and balance had been altered. They also got in the way a lot, not to mention the attention they drew.

Undoubtedly she felt more feminine and sexual. She had to admit the extra attention she received gave her a thrill and satisfaction. Ms Beaufort had done to Mia what she had wanted to do, but didn’t have the courage to do, for herself. But she wished they didn’t have to be quite so big…

Two months earlier…

Mia was almost entirely covered in skin-tight latex. Her breasts were bare and her lips were forced out in an exaggerated pout by the reinforced mouth hole of the helmet that encapsulated her head, but they were the only parts of her that were visible.

Because there were no eyeholes in the helmet, she could only imagine what she looked like in the white, highly polished rubber, gleaming like porcelain, the light reflecting off the material with every move she made. The catsuit was shot through with a turquoise pattern to give it the effect of looking like marble. A short corset had been laced achingly tight around her waist.

Her feet and legs were sheathed in ballet boots that laced up to the knee, again in white. They had no heel at all, just a narrow point at the tip of her toes that had taken her full weight until she had been bound in place. They were absolute agony to walk in.

Her eyes danced wildly about inside the helmet as if somehow she would find some magical way to see through the opaque, cloying rubber. The scent of the latex filled her nose with every breath.

This wasn’t at all how Mia had expected this day to turn out. It was the second of two consecutive days off after a hectic period of work. The last weekend in August had been the AltGymkhana, one of the biggest human pony festivals in the UK. Afterwards, there had been three long, mad days flying many of the attendees back home and Mia had needed the two day break to recover, or so she thought.

It had been after eleven o’clock in the morning and she had been laying on her bed. Her legs were spread apart and her knees drawn up. In one hand she held her favourite vibrator. It was nothing special, about five inches long and narrow, with a smooth metallic coating. But its smallness allowed her to manoeuvre it subtly and place it exactly where she wanted it, controlling her masturbation precisely. It only had two speeds, but she found that perfectly adequate.

The fingers of her other hand were on her pussy, gently easing it apart as she pressed the head of the vibe against her inner labia, lightly moving it up and down, occasionally contacting her clit hood, which caused a sharp intake of breath and a broad smile to form on her lips.

Mia was becoming addicted to latex. On her days off she missed the caress of her flight attendant’s uniform against her skin. She had bought a bright red rubber robe online to wear around her flat. It was just long enough to cover her bum and had a tie-belt at the waist. She found it therapeutic to polish it and keep it shiny. She squirmed against the mattress, feeling the soft latex move against her. It felt so good.

She was remembering a particular episode from the Gymkhana last weekend, one she couldn’t get out of her head. There was a gameshow on the Saturday night that had been amazing. It was a regular quiz and puzzle competition with questions asked of the contestants and an astounding £150,000 first prize. The kick was that the loser would be auctioned off as a pony for a year, any surplus profits going to charity.

Before the show had started, with the contestants in place, last year’s loser had been brought on to the stage. The memory of that moment still made Mia cream. She closed her eyes, her hips gyrating at the recollection.

On the big screen above the stage had been a picture of the loser before her transition. A young woman with a mass of frizzy ginger hair and sparkling green eyes, rosy cheeked with a sprinkling of freckles that ran across her nose. No doubt the picture had been selected to show her in the most conventional of lights, a regular ‘girl next door’.

This was juxtaposed against the exotic creature that was led up the steps onto the stage. There had been a murmur of appreciation from the crowd, which must have been as least 300 in size, followed by a spontaneous round of applause. Could these two people really be one and the same?

The ponygirl pranced proudly across the stage, led by her handler, the horseshoes on her hoof boots thumping loudly on the boards. A sharp tug of the reins brought her to an immediate stop. The reins looped through the shanks of her bit and terminated at the sturdy rings through her nipples, the teats pulled up cruelly by the action which must have been acutely painful.

The pony stood rigidly erect, her hooves together, head kept high by the extreme collar that wrapped her neck and throat completely, curving around her lower face, restricting virtually all movement. Her arms were bound behind her – Mia couldn’t see how they were fastened, but it must have been in a severe position because her spine was curved unnaturally, pushing her chest forward as if she was excessively prideful, emphasizing her large, heavily strapped breasts.

Her harness was made of black leather with gleaming chrome buckles and rings that caught the light with the slightest movement. She was immaculately presented. Her breasts were bound with a series of bands descending in size, the widest and thickest around their base. This had the effect of shaping them like two abbreviated torpedoes, the restrained flesh swelling out from between the concentric rings of leather, trying to escape.

A metal collar had surrounded each areola, each with four rings attached. A chain from each of these rings was locked to her harness in a star shape. The chains were taut, pulling her breasts back against her chest, having the secondary effect of thrusting her nipples outwards prominently. They looked spectacular, but must have been terribly uncomfortable. It was very much an arrangement for display purposes, it wouldn’t have been practical to run the pony with that set-up, but it had certainly looked erotic.

The memory was so vivid and exciting, Mia’s arousal surged. She slid the vibrator further inside, along her vaginal wall to that favourite place that made her squeal with delight, gasping at the incredible pleasure it induced. She imagined what it must have felt like to be harnessed in that way, on display in front of hundreds of people. She squirmed inside her latex robe, feeling the rubber caress her.

The pony’s black leather and chrome bridle matched the harness, the strap under her chin so tight that it dug into the soft flesh under her jaw, her cheeks bulging either side of the black bands that linked to her bit rings either side of her mouth. Her lips had been enhanced quite substantially, puffy and swollen above and below the bit that was lodged between her small, even teeth that flashed brightly.

Drool was seeping from the corners of her mouth and collecting at the tip of her chin, falling in strands onto her chest and the inner slopes of her breasts. A large shiny ring pierced her septum and lay against the fat upper lip, moving every time her mouth moved as she continually fought the restriction of the device locked in place between her jaws. Mia couldn’t see the pony’s eyes as they were hidden by the large blinkers attached to the bridle.

Her mane was a vivid flame orange and resembled a crest more than hair. No more than an inch wide, it was lacquered into a series of spikes running along the centre of her scalp and down to the nape of her neck, each spike as much as six inches high. The rest of her skull was as bald as a billiard ball, polished to gleam like one, too.

The wide strap that wrapped around her head above the eyes had a V-shaped bar on each side which passed through a piercing in the top of the pony’s ears, stretching them slightly and holding them tensioned. Overall, the ponygirl looked simply stunning.

The handler reached between the pony’s legs and pressed hard against the crotch strap of the harness. The ponygirl’s full lips peeled back even further to display her perfect teeth and she made a convincing neighing sound. She writhed as much as her stringent bondage allowed, sending her long tail – which matched the colour of her mane – swinging back and forth bewitchingly. Tellingly, a trail of arousal had leaked from the side of the crotch strap and marked one inner thigh.

Mia pressed the vibrator harder against her G-spot and rotated her hips, moaning at the exquisite sensation. She wondered again what had been going on in the ponygirl’s head. What had Cassie Wilkins been thinking the year before when she had entered the gameshow? Had it been the genuine prospect of winning so much money – pound signs in front of her eyes – or had she secretly wanted to lose and be turned into a ponygirl? Had it been the jeopardy of the situation, the danger, that had given her the thrill?

Mia imagined being in Cassie’s position last year after she had lost, having signed the contract that had condemned her to the life of an animal for twelve whole months, stripped of her humanity, dignity and autonomy, allowing her to be transformed from the young woman in the photo to the incredible, fetishized being that had stood on the stage.

Did Cassie now regret entering the gameshow and signing the contract?

The thought of it all made Mia so aroused, as well as blowing her mind that this had really happened, it wasn’t a fantasy. It had been so real to see the pony on the stage… amazing… She squirmed energetically on her bed, in her latex robe, switching the vibe to full power, pushing it harder and faster into her sex.

The ponygirl had been turned side-on to the audience. Another brutal tug on her reins had forced her to her knees. The compère of the gameshow announced that the pony still had one hour left on her contract. The handler unfastened the bit and removed it. It was a frightening thing, with a tongue depressor and a port that had been hidden in the pony’s mouth. When the reins were pulled, the port would tilt up to press uncomfortably against the roof of the mouth. Mia had shuddered at the sight, it must have been awful to wear!

Mia manoeuvred the vibrator so that its tip was pressed against her clit through the hood. She moaned loudly, wriggling in delight.

At that moment, her doorbell rang.

She paused only momentarily. Fuck that! She was going to finish herself off.

The handler unzipped his leather jeans and pulled out a semi-erect cock, standing right up against the kneeling pony. The ponygirl had licked her lips. Her bridle was grabbed and her head pulled into the handler’s crotch. Mia had seen metal glinting on her tongue as it came out to scoop up the cock and pull it into her mouth.

The doorbell rang again. Mia ignored it, burrowing the tip of the vibe inside her clit hood, directly on to the nub. She gasped, her pussy spasming with excitement.

The ponygirl’s cheek had bulged as the cock became fully erect. The hands on her bridle pulled her head back and forth as her mouth was fucked. Then her face was fully buried into the leather crotch as her lips reached the base of the penis which was now buried in her throat.

Mia moved her hips urgently, her head rocking as she worked toward her climax.

The doorbell rang again, this time repeatedly. It pulled Mia out of the zone. She screamed in frustration, her mood completely spoilt. She pulled the vibrator away and switched it off, panting, swearing at the ceiling in exasperation. Still the doorbell continued to ring.

With more swearing, Mia got to her feet, re-tied her robe and stomped toward the door. She opened it a few inches and her eyes grew wide. Standing there was Jack, Ms Beaufort’s boi.

She was dressed in motorcycle leathers, black with flashes of red, heavily padded elbows and knees and with a big bulge at the top of her back. The pants were tight-fitting and as usual the massive bulge of her strap-on tented the leather from her groin toward her hip. Her boots had thick, chunky soles that added a couple of inches to her height, so she didn’t look quite as diminutive as usual. She was holding a full-face crash helmet in one hand.

Mia was shocked. No one from her work life had ever come to her home before. How did Jack even know where she lived? She opened the door wider.

“Hello, sir!”

Jack eyed Mia up and down. Mia became self-conscious of her appearance, realizing she was still flushed with being so close to climaxing, her rock hard nipples tenting the robe, her hair a complete mess.

“Busy, were you?” There was a knowing smile on Jack’s lips.

“As a matter of fact, I was, sir!”

The boi’s gorgeous blue eyes flashed with humour, so feminine against her masculinized appearance, which didn’t convince at all. Despite the severe crew cut and no make-up, it couldn’t disguise her innate femininity. You might think she was a teenage boy at a glance, but not beyond that.

In fact, Jack was a lot older, mid-thirties at least in Mia’s opinion. Sometimes you could see the maturity in those eyes, just a glimpse from time to time of the woman hidden behind the image.

“You’ve no time for that, Ms Beaufort wants to see you.”

“Now, sir?”

Mia looked behind Jack, out onto the street, where a flash motorcycle was parked.

A short while later, Mia was on the back of the bike, her arms wrapped around Jack’s petite form, clinging on for dear life. She had ridden pillion several times, but only around town, never on the open road. It was a bit scary. Jack had told her to leave her hair loose and she could feel it blowing madly behind her from underneath the crash helmet.

A couple of months ago, Ms Beaufort had suggested that Mia get extensions, even though her hair was already well past shoulder length. As always, what Ms Beaufort wanted, she got. Ever since starting at Rose Air Services, Mia’s hair had been looked after by a swish and expensive salon in the West End. She had been sent there by Ms Rose, her boss and the owner of RAS (Ms Beaufort was a silent partner.) The appointments were made by Ms Rose’s PA and Mia was never asked what was to be done.

Nothing drastic had ever happened – she had been a platinum blonde before starting this job and the changes made had been minor. It had been made sleeker, sexier. She had more product to apply than before, but she had always been happy with the results despite having no input into the styling.

Until a month ago, when she had received those extensions. They had thickened out her locks considerably and when loose they reached down to the apex of her bottom, brushing against it when she moved. There was no doubt that it looked spectacular, but it was also a royal pain in the arse, getting in the way all the time, as well as unnecessarily heavy and time-consuming to maintain.

Jack’s bike was a bright red Kawasaki Ninja. Not that Mia knew anything at all about motorcycles, but it was plastered all over the machine in large letters. It was too garish for Mia’s taste – a boy racer’s toy with lots of aggressive swoops and edges. The sort of bike a late-teenager would have. It fitted the boi’s persona perfectly (Ms Beaufort’s attention to detail was absolute.)

It seemed incongruous for someone of Jack’s diminutive stature to be at the controls of such a powerful machine, though. But in truth, the bike was quite light and she handled it with confidence, even if her legs didn’t seem quite long enough for her to be riding it. It also required her to crouch low in a bent-over stance, which in turn meant Mia had to bend forward, hands locked together in front of the boi, head resting on her back.

It became apparent that Ms Beaufort wasn’t nearby. They headed north, under the Thames at the Dartford tunnel. Whizzing along motorways past juggernauts was both exhilarating and a little frightening. They had been on the road for more than an hour and a half before they reached their destination, Jack turning off a single carriageway main road onto a lane that passed right through the middle of a large solar farm, shiny panels stretching away both sides of them. It was very rural.

As Jack slowed, Mia lifted her head. The lane was blocked by a large, white metal gate. A sign in a stylish script read Belles Larmes. After a short wait, the gate slid to the left to allow them to pass through. The bike cruised slowly around a bend to reveal an open space with beautifully manicured lawns enclosed by high hedges. The most amazing house lay in the centre.

It appeared like a collection of cubes and oblong boxes stuck haphazardly together at weird angles. The walls were white, but each box had at least one side that was entirely made of glass. It was more like a sculpture than a house.

The driveway split into two, the left fork leading directly to a massive garage extending out to the left that encompassed the entirety of one oblong box, the right fork sweeping around in a circle before the building’s main entrance. A fountain and pool were in the centre of the circle, the central feature being a dramatic statue of an armour-clad warrior woman posing with sword in hand.

Jack stopped the bike right outside the door. The entrance hall was a cube in itself, all three external sides made of glass, as well as the flat roof. The door was a huge sheet of plate glass at least ten feet high. Jack shifted impatiently and Mia finally let go of the boi, her arms stiff and painful after being wrapped around the woman for so long. Mia climbed off the bike and removed her crash helmet. Jack took the helmet from her and rode off toward the garage.

The breeze caught Mia’s loose hair, swirling it around her. The air felt good on her face after so long in the helmet. Jack had picked out the clothes for Mia to wear suitable for a long, high-speed bike ride. Leather jeans and her faux biker jacket, knee-high boots with a four-inch heel, tight-fitting leather gloves, all in black. She must have presented a sight on the back of the bike, her hair streaming behind her. Would truck drivers be wanking off to the memory of her as they lay in the back of their cabs tonight?

The gargantuan front door was swinging open. The hinge wasn’t at the side of the door, but about two feet into the width, anchored into the floor and the glass above it, something Mia had never encountered before – everything about this place was so ostentatious! Mia’s awe was suitably inspired.

A maid had hold of the massive handle, operating it with practiced expertise, her black and white latex uniform sparkling as the light refracted through the moving door. Mia stepped inside, unzipping her jacket, which had been fastened fully closed against the chill from the motorcycle, but it wasn’t as hot as it looked inside the glass atrium, being air-conditioned to a comfortable temperature. Her heels cracked loudly on the marble floor with each step.

The maid curtsied, but didn’t speak, swinging the door closed again behind Mia. Her lace-up shoes had incredibly high stiletto heels, taller even than those for Mia’s flight attendant uniform, her ankles were almost fully extended, only a tiny triangle at her toes actually in contact with the floor. Somehow she moved with ease and elegance in them.

Her uniform dress was knee-length with an extravagant white ruffled underskirt that was inches thick and slightly longer than the black overskirt. The weight of the combined skirts could be seen in the way they swayed, swinging conspicuously and artfully with the maid’s slightest movement, rustling noisily. The black rubber wrapped her torso tightly, the semi-rigid shape of a corset visible underneath, compressing her waist to form a dramatic hourglass shape.

An inverted triangular-shaped cut-out on her chest displayed a huge bust, fully half of her enormous breasts were exposed as well as the valley between them. The collar of the dress was white and appeared to be made of some kind of stiff plastic, rising to right under her chin and forcing her to keep her head upright. The same plastic was used for the cuffs wrapping her wrists. She was wearing fingerless latex gloves revealing long fingernails painted a glistening black. A large white apron was tied around her waist. All the rubber was meticulously polished to an immaculate shine.

There was an elaborate headpiece of black and white latex fixed across the top of her head, several white ribbons hanging down behind her. Her coal-black hair was cut into an angular bob that looked like a helmet framing her face. A fringe sat low across her eyebrows and the hair dropped to chin-length immediately either side of her eyes, hiding a large part of her face. The length grew shorter the further back it went so that by the time it reached the nape of her neck it was abbreviated enough to expose an area that was shaved.

Her lips had been given the full treatment, swollen and bee-stung to the extreme, giving her a permanent exaggerated pout, too puffy for her to fully close her mouth, pristine white teeth visible. Painted a deep red and glossed, the lips shimmered. All this, together with dark, very heavy make-up, made it difficult to recognize the woman underneath, her identity as a maid overwhelming her individuality. Mia guessed that was deliberate. She was a stunning, highly erotic sight.

Other than some small trees and plants in pots, the atrium was largely open space. This served to make the centrepiece all the more dramatic. This was another water feature, placed between two wide, curving staircases. Mia was open-mouthed as her eyes took it all in. She moved toward it for a closer look.

There was a large, semi-circular pool which had a massive vertical slab of marble set about three-quarters of the way back. The polished rock was shot through with vivid turquoise veins and patterns against the white background. It was at least twenty feet high and ten feet wide and water constantly ran down the entire surface, shimmering. It looked like a continuously moving sheet of glass.

Behind, there was a waterwheel that was even bigger than the slab. A succession of cups on the wheel picked up the water from the pool and unloaded their contents above the wall, into a trough that was overflowing, sending the water back down over the marble. It was beautiful and mesmerizing.

But that wasn’t even the most striking thing about it. A female form, clad entirely in white latex that had the same turquoise veins and patterns as the marble, was fastened to the rim of the wheel. Her arms were bound in some way behind her back, which pushed her chest out in an exaggerated fashion. Those breasts were bare and big - as large as the maid's. The only other part of her that was visible were her lips, pouting out of the mouth hole of the rubber helmet covering her head. Again, they looked identical to the maid’s, full and puffy.

As the wheel turned slowly around, the figure was plunged into the pool once every rotation, reappearing at the other end of the marble slab, mouth open and spluttering, chest heaving.

But there was worse. Hanging from the upstairs balcony, which was directly above the water feature, were a plethora of stinging nettle plants, the branches and leaves dangling down, almost reaching the wheel. They were close enough that every time the unfortunate woman reached the apex of the cycle, her naked breasts were dragged through the leaves.

Mia was stunned, her heart thumping in her chest, her sex moistening at what she was seeing.

“You like?”

Mia jumped, so engrossed in the sight that she hadn’t noticed Ms Beaufort arrive right beside her.

“It’s astonishing, Ms Beaufort, remarkable!”

“Yes… Yes it is. One never knows when looking at the design on paper whether it will be a success or not. This piece exceeded my expectations.”

They both watched in silence as the figure fastened to the rim reached the apex again and her breasts disappeared into the mass of nettles. Her mouth opened and twisted in anguish, but the rest of her rubber-covered face remained blank and anonymous as she was tipped upside-down in her trajectory toward the water. Mia shuddered at the thought of what the woman was experiencing.

Ms Beaufort’s hand found its way into Mia’s hair at her waist, fingers running through it. This was only the second time Mia had encountered Ms Beaufort since receiving her extensions. The lady had spent a lot of time playing with them during the AltGymkhana festival last weekend. She seemed pleased with them. After a few moments the hand lifted higher, still inside the hair. When she reached the nape of Mia’s neck, she grabbed a handful and tugged downwards hard.

Mia gasped at the sudden pain, but quickly realized what Ms Beaufort wanted and dropped to her knees. The lady stepped in front of her, the hand from Mia’s hair now held in front of her face. Mia leaned forward and kissed the back of it reverentially.

“I’m not happy with you, Mia, not happy at all!”

Ms Beaufort’s words sent a chill down Mia’s spine. This was not good. The consequences of upsetting the lady didn’t bear thinking about.

The Frenchwoman snapped her fingers and pointed at her feet. Mia immediately bent over and pressed her lips to the lady’s toes, exposed by the high-heeled sandals she was wearing, kissing first one foot, then the other, using her hands to hold back her hair.

“Repeated invitations to visit me not taken up, gifts not accepted, offers refused. One could take offence! I thought we had a special relationship, you and I!”

“I can assure you that no offence was ever intended, Ms Beaufort.”

Mia felt a growing sense of panic. She resumed kissing Ms Beaufort’s feet frantically. It was true that the lady had invited Mia to spend a few days with her as a ponygirl. She had made the offer several times. It was also true that a couple of months ago Mia had received two gift cards from Ms Beaufort. One had been for a two-week pony training course at Cacklebrook Farm, the other a voucher for cosmetic surgery (procedures at the discretion of the Frenchwoman.)

Mia vividly remembered her day as a ponygirl earlier in the year – she thought about it every day, wanked off to the memory regularly. She dreamed of taking it further, but was too scared. She saw daily on her flights where it could lead, being reduced to an animal, relinquishing all autonomy, all humanity, turned into a sexualized, fetishized object. 24/7, Indefinitely. It was terrifying. She just couldn’t contemplate it.

She also wanted to enhance her breasts, but hadn’t found the courage to go ahead with it. Under Ms Beaufort’s terms she would have no say in what was done to her. Again, she was too frightened. It was too disturbing, just the thought of handing control of her body, her fundamental appearance to someone else! She couldn’t deal with that at the moment.

So both gift cards lay in a drawer in her flat. She had examined them several times in the last two months, but always put them back. They were out-of-sight, but not out-of-mind. Likewise, she had not taken up Ms Beaufort’s offer to try a few days as a ponygirl. Mia had seen how intensely, how severely, the lady treated her ponies. It went way beyond a game. Surely Ms Beaufort could understand Mia’s hesitation!

But Mia remained infatuated with the lady, despite her sadistic cruelty (or because of it?) Her heart always skipped a beat when she saw Ms Beaufort again, her pussy always creamed at the prospect of what the woman would do to her this time. She hoped they had a special relationship, but did that mean she had to submit to the lady in totality? She shivered at the thought.

Mia looked up at the woman towering over her. At least fifteen years older than Mia’s twenty four, the lady epitomized the image of Parisian chic (even though Mia had no idea if she actually came from Paris. In fact, Mia knew absolutely nothing about Ms Beaufort at all other than she was incredibly rich, powerful and a silent partner in Rose Air Services.)

Her dark hair was worn in an angular, highly stylized crop that framed her face and emphasized those luminous blue eyes. She was always immaculately and tastefully made-up, expensively and stylishly dressed. Today, she was wearing a lilac-coloured silk dress pulled in at the waist by a wide purple belt. The knee-length skirt shimmered and swayed beautifully with each movement she made.

Ms Beaufort just oozed confidence and authority. The steep heels of the matching lilac sandals ensured she remained several inches taller than Mia even when the flight attendant was standing up. From her knees, the lady looked like an amazon and Mia felt small and inferior.

“I’m deeply sorry if there has been a misunderstanding, Ms Beaufort.” Mia said earnestly.

Their eyes met. The sparkle of humour that usually characterized the Frenchwoman’s expression was absent. Mia shuddered, fear gripping her. Why was it so important to her that she have Ms Beaufort’s approval?

“I am very grateful for your attention and generosity, Ms Beaufort. It has always been greatly appreciated!”

“And yet you choose to ignore it! I’m upset. I thought you had more respect for me, Mia! I thought we had a common understanding of what was good for you, what you needed!”

“I’m sorry, Ms Beaufort. Please forgive me.”

“I think you are someone who needs to be regularly reminded of your place in this world, Mia.”

“Whatever you think best, Ms Beaufort. How may I make amends?”

“Funny you should ask!”

Ms Beaufort grabbed a handful of Mia’s hair and lifted her head. At the same time, she stepped slightly to the side. She turned Mia’s face toward the water feature.
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The Turn of the Wheel

So, this was not at all how Mia had expected her day to turn out. A day of rest, of laziness, of jilling off to her favourite memories… Instead, she was at Ms Beaufort’s house and enveloped in skin-tight white latex, fastened uncomfortably on the rim of the wheel of the lady’s unique water feature. Expect the unexpected, that was her life now.

Her arms were fixed in place high up behind her back, curving her spine convexly, pushing her exposed breasts outwards extravagantly. A wide strap across her throat held her head pressed against the wheel, against one of the cups that lifted the water from the pool below and dropped it at the top of the marble slab. Another broad band covered her stridently corseted waist, holding her torso in place. Her legs were bound together above and below the knee and at the ankles.

Each of these straps was bolted to the rim of the wheel so that her body was contoured to the curve, stretching Mia out. She could move her head very slightly to the left and right and her mouth was free, but that was all the movement available to her.

She opened her eyes inside the darkness of the helmet, her eyelashes brushing against the rubber that covered them. She was trembling. She swallowed hard. Inside her pussy, a huge dildo had been inserted, stretching her uncomfortably, before the catsuit had been zipped closed.

“Mia needs to learn some respect.”

Those were the last words Ms Beaufort had spoken as she was supervising her maids fastening Mia to the wheel. That had been some time ago. Mia waited in apprehension, in terror, and in sexual excitement. Her muscles were instinctively contracting around the dildo, trying to generate sensation. Her helplessness only fuelled her lust. She was such a pervert!

Without any warning the wheel kicked into motion and Mia felt herself moving upward. She whimpered in both fear and arousal. As she reached the apex, she began to tilt backward, felt leaves and a branch stroke across her latex covered cheek. Immediately after, her breasts ploughed into the jungle of nettles that hung above the top of the wheel. It was natural to recoil and her body tried, but she didn’t even have that much wriggle room. The now familiar sting, the sharp burn of the nettles took her breath away. She gasped.

The skin of her breasts, and especially her nipples, were much more sensitive to the nettles than her buttocks, shocking her, panicking her, as she knew it was going to get much, much worse. Her arms tugged desperately to free themselves from her restraints, to attempt to protect her tits that were so vulnerable. She could do nothing to alleviate the situation.

The pain only increased after she had passed through the foliage, it was ferocious. She was now upside-down, feeling the blood rush to her head, gravity forcing her body against the straps holding her in place.

Then the next shock. Her head plunged into the cold water of the pool. It shot straight up her nose. Petrified, she fought her bonds manically as her whole body slid under, expelling bubbles of air from her mouth. It was so disorienting, so scary.

It felt like she was under the water for an age, not just a few seconds. Then her head broke free of the surface and she was coughing and spluttering, blowing the water out of her nose, consumed by an aching chill that didn’t recede as she lifted clear of the pool, but her concentration was channelled toward clearing her airways, getting a breath.

It was at that moment that the dildo inside her burst into life. She hadn’t known it contained a vibrator. It was powerful, violently shaking, radiating pleasure throughout her pussy. On top of that, it was spinning. Mia cried out in surprise, the device adding to the multiple sensations she was attempting to cope with.

She was completely clear of the water now, feeling it slide off her slick, latex form, drawing in as heavy breaths as the restriction of the corset permitted. Then, in no time, she was going over the top, her head falling again. She braced herself, but still wailed as her breasts were dragged through the nettles once more. She writhed, mouth twisting in agony as her nipples, the highest part of her, were enveloped in a succession of leaves, stinging her innumerable times. It was hell.

As she dropped down again, she tried to anticipate entering the water, drawing in a deep breath. But she had panicked and held her breath too early. The wait was interminable before the cold wrapped her head, still shocking her despite the expectation. At least the chill on her breasts soothed the stinging somewhat, but it was teeth-chatteringly raw. Her head re-emerged and she spat out water, gasping desperately again, shivering.

And the vibrator rumbled on, her hips spasming repeatedly from the double whammy of the shaking and the spinning, her arousal a growing tsunami. It wouldn’t be long before an orgasm was forced from her.

She waited with dread to reach the top of the rotation, bracing herself. This time a stray leaf dragged across her lips, stinging them. The tightness of the helmet’s mouth hole, pinching around them, forced them out in an exaggerated pout, they were hopelessly vulnerable. She cried out in distress just as her tits were smothered in the nettles yet again, utter hellfire!

She started to pray for this to end. How long would she have to endure it? She had a horrible feeling anyone fixed to this wheel was in for a long haul. Please let her be wrong, Please! Again her head hit the cold water and she struggled uselessly against the straps holding her rigidly in place.

Then, while still submerged, her orgasm hit her like running into a brick wall. She gurgled and squirmed, suffused with ecstasy despite all the other terrible sensations assailing her body. It was incredibly intense, so powerful, wracking her body. She screamed, blowing bubbles, riding the euphoria.

She was coughing violently as she emerged from the pool once more, blowing water out of her nose urgently, swallowing large amounts of it, fuzzy headed. She had no time to prepare herself, still spluttering and gasping as she passed through the nettles again. Still the vibrator continued, unrelenting, caressing her vaginal walls as it spun around. Her eyes were wide and pitiful underneath the latex, tears streaming from them.

This couldn’t continue. She couldn’t take it. But of course she did. She had no choice.

Some time later…

“Do you remember me telling you once that some people are made to serve and others are made to be served, Mia?” Ms Beaufort asked.

Mia briefly paused in kissing the lady’s foot to answer.

“Yes, Ms Beaufort.”

“I thought we had clearly established to which category you belong. Are you in any doubt about it?”

“No, Ms Beaufort.”

“Humour me by clarifying the situation.”

“I exist to serve, Ms Beaufort, and you exist to be served.”

“And yet you somehow conclude that your desires supersede mine, instead of pleasing others you would rather please yourself. Can you spot the disconnect?”

The Frenchwoman withdrew one foot and replaced it with her other. Mia immediately pressed her lips to it, drinking in the odour of nail polish.

“I can now, Ms Beaufort, thank you for enlightening me.”

Mia had never felt so submissive in her life, so desperate to please someone.

“I have taken such an interest in you, Mia, because you have such potential and I would hate to see it wasted, but if you are not prepared to reciprocate the commitment, I will let you be. You can continue to work for RAS, but your development would no longer be of concern to me, you would just be another regular employee who I would see occasionally on a flight. If that is what you want, so be it!

“If on the other hand, you would like to continue our relationship and reach your full potential, you will need to be receptive to my guidance, attentive to my desires rather than your own, dedicated to pleasing me. That is the decision you need to make today. There will be no ill will, either way, but your vacillation cannot continue.”

Mia was back on her knees in front of Ms Beaufort, still in the full white rubber outfit. She had no way to quantify how long she had been turning on the wheel, but it had been so long…so long, even if her perception of time had been warped. Finally, she had been removed.

Mia’s breasts had been on fire. It felt like they were swollen to twice their normal size but she didn’t know if that was just her imagination. Now that they were not getting a regular dip into the cool water, the burning was rising exponentially, they itched like mad.

There were steps at the back of the pool that allowed her to be walked out of the water, but she had required constant support, unable to stay upright in the ballet boots that pinched her toes agonizingly with each step. She was beyond desperate to pee. She had swallowed so much water and she knew that when the body was cold, the size of the bladder shrank. She had been holding on, not wanting to face the ultimate humiliation of wetting herself. Still blind in the rubber helmet, she had no idea who was present.

“Please, Ms Beaufort, I have to pee!”

“Of course, mademoiselle.” It was the voice of the maid who had opened the door to her, who had dressed her in the latex costume. Her name was Dinky. She had a French accent as well.

Mia had been teetering in her boots on the marble floor of the atrium, shivering violently, so cold.

“Please squat, mademoiselle.”

Here! Mia was too desperate to worry about the implications. She heard the rustle and crackle of the maid’s uniform, then felt the zip of the catsuit being unfastened at the crotch, her labia pushing aside the metal teeth. She gasped as the enormous dildo was pulled out of her, squirming, pleasure shooting through her. The vibrator had died some time ago, gradually running down, but not before it had forced three orgasms out of her. The viscous slurping sound made her blush inside the helmet. Her pussy felt so empty after being filled for so long.

“Please empty your bladder, mademoiselle.”

In a glass cube atrium, in front of who knew! But that faded into insignificance, she couldn’t hold on any longer. She heard the tinkle of her piss hitting a metal pan between her legs and it felt so good to release, despite the shame of doing so in front of an audience.

Shortly after, she found herself on her knees in front of Ms Beaufort again. The lady’s hands had cupped Mia’s breasts.

“Ai!” Mia’s keening wail echoed through the atrium.

After so many stings, they were so sensitive. The slightest touch felt like sandpaper sliding across skin. Instinctively she writhed and fought to pull away, but the maid was holding her shoulders, keeping her in place.

“Shush!” Ms Beaufort’s voice was very close, she must have been leaning over, her head close to Mia’s.

The lady squeezed the tits with increasing strength, rolling the flesh in her hands, pressing them against Mia’s chest, grinding her palms onto Mia’s inflamed and swollen nipples. Mia gurgled and whimpered, trying to obey Ms Beaufort but not fully succeeding.

“I said quiet! You don’t want to upset me even further, do you, Mia?”

“No, Ms Beaufort… Sorry, Ms Beaufort!” Mia gasped, panting, still squirming, tears streaming from her eyes inside the helmet.

“A little tender are they?”

“Yes…Ms Beaufort!”

Mia’s lips had also been stung several times. They also felt swollen and burned, but to nothing like the level of her breasts. Ms Beaufort began to focus on Mia’s nipples, rubbing them between her thumb and forefinger, twisting and pinching them. Mia locked her mouth shut in an attempt to dampen her squeals, unable to prevent herself from continually flinching.

“That’s a shame. Because we haven’t finished yet. There are consequences for displeasing me, Mia, you need to be more mindful of the issue!”

Suddenly, the fingers were gone from her nipples and the hands holding her shoulders withdrew. At the same time a foot pressed against Mia’s corseted abdomen, hands grabbed her rubber-covered face, pushing her backward so that she was laying on her back on the uncompromising marble, her lower legs and bound arms trapped underneath her. she slid backward a few feet. She cried out in shock and alarm. The foot remained pressed against her waist, against the stays of the corset.

“Take a deep breath, mademoiselle.” Dinky’s voice.

No sooner had Mia obeyed than another foot was against her forehead, forcing her head back and down. She was hit by the shock of the cold once more as her head submerged, she must have been placed right on the edge of the pool, her head and neck hanging over it. It was so unexpected, she spluttered, releasing bubbles.

Almost immediately something slapped into her chest, onto her breasts. The pain was even more shocking than the water, the surprise causing her to release the air from her lungs in an explosion of bubbles this time. She was consumed by agony, thrashing desperately.

Straightaway the foot lifted, allowing her head to rise, her mouth to ascend clear of the water, gasping. The pain in her breasts was searing. Her arms fought to free themselves but she was utterly helpless in this awkward, uncomfortable position, easily held in place by the two feet on her.

“Un, deux, trois!” Dinky’s voice again.

Mia’s head was pushed under again. Another slap across her breasts. She writhed in agony. This time she was struck three times before she was allowed to surface. It was a flogger with many wide strands being lashed down with force. She recognized the impact, flattening her tits, knocking the air out of her. She gasped and spluttered, only to be pushed under yet again.

This time the flogger was being swung in a continual rotation, smacking into her tits continuously in quick succession. Each strike was not as hard, but the speed of each smack soon built up to an agonizing intensity of pain, drowning out all other sensations. She wasn’t aware the beating had paused until her mouth and nose were taking in air instead of water. She was given slightly longer to recover this time.

“Un, deux, trois!”

Back into the water she went, the whip swatting repeatedly across her breasts. Her nipples hurt so much. Mia was defenceless, impotent against Ms Beaufort’s wanton cruelty. The flogging went on and on, reverting back to powerful, individual strikes, three at a time before she was let up to breath, always only receiving the blows when her head was in the water.

Mia was so disoriented, consumed with pain, that she wasn’t aware the punishment had finished until she was pulled back upright onto her knees again. She was sobbing, water blowing out of her nose, mouth wide to draw as much air as the restriction of the corset permitted. Still she continually pulled on her confined arms futilely.

She squealed as Ms Beaufort took her tormented breasts in hand once more, wriggling and twitching.

“Don’t you dare pull back from my touch! Curve your back, offer me your little tits!” Ms Beaufort’s voice was threat laden.

Mia tried her hardest to obey, but it was so difficult to do, the slightest touch to her tits felt like a hot poker pressed against them, they were raw, livid. The Frenchwoman squeezed them, sinking her fingernails into the flesh. Mia threw her head from side to side in anguish, choking back a cry.

“Push them out, Mia!”

The lady’s hands pressed Mia’s breasts against her ribcage, palms spreading to cover as much of the abraded skin as possible, before rolling and tugging the nipples between her fingers, stretching them out excruciatingly, holding them there. Finally, Ms Beaufort released them to spring back. Mia continued to sob, to tremble, to squirm.

“My foot is right in front of you, Mia. Kiss it.”

Mia bent forward and pressed her lips against Ms Beaufort’s exposed toes.

*

Still on her knees, Mia was now facing the other way, the pool in front of her. Her legs had been pulled wide apart, the zip of the catsuit unfastened from above her mound to the top of her buttocks. She was bent over low, the top of her head touching the water, her nipples and areola pressed against the cold, hard marble which both soothed and hurt them simultaneously, if that was even possible.

“I’m sure you believe that Jack deserves a reward for taking all that trouble to go and fetch you today, don’t you, Mia?”

In her current position, Mia’s corset was cutting painfully into her ribs and making it even harder to breathe unencumbered, forcing her to take short, quick breaths.

“Yes, Ms Beaufort.”

Mia knew that Dinky was kneeling beside her. She could feel the maid’s skirts pressing against her, the latex snapping and crackling with every movement.

“So you have no objection to offering your arse to her, then?”

“I offer it with pleasure, Ms Beaufort.”

“Wonderful! Enjoy yourself, Jack!”

Hands cupped and stroked Mia’s rubber covered buttocks for several seconds, then two sharp spanks to each cheek caused her to gasp and squirm. She felt fingers pushing into her pussy. She was so turned-on she groaned and pushed back as best she could. The fingers were so small they had to belong to Jack. They were scooping out her juice and depositing it on her rosebud. Then the digits were pressing through her sphincter, inside her, lubricating her bowel with her own vaginal secretions. She groaned, rotating her hips.

She felt the head of Jack’s strap-on parting her labia. She moaned as it sank deeply inside her, stretching her exquisitely. But she knew it was only a brief invasion. After four deep and full pumps the dildo was withdrawn, now nicely lubed up as well, and immediately pressed against her bumhole.

Mia exclaimed in surprise when she felt something else burrowing between her labia. This was bigger. This was the massive vibrating dildo that had been inside her when she had been on the wheel. It stretched her lower lips apart, just the head slipping through.

“Un, deux, trois!”

It all happened at once. Jack sunk her big strap-on into Mia’s bowel, the dildo thrust into her pussy and a hand on the back of her head pushed it down into the water. The sensations were overwhelming. She had never had two such big things in both holes at the same time, stretching both of them, distending her inside. The thin membrane separating her vagina and intestine was pulled and pinched, flexing, it felt extraordinary. Her body was wracked with extreme pleasure and discomfort simultaneously.

The renewed shock of the cold water couldn’t prevent her from breathing out, blowing huge bubbles. Her head was allowed to rise again and she gasped for air, eyes wide under the rubber covering her face.

Jack began to fuck her arse, grabbing her hips, pulling back until only the head was left in her rectum and thrusting deep. The friction on her sphincter was wonderful even as the expansion and contraction of her bowel was the opposite. She felt so controlled and used and she loved it. Suddenly, the vibrator in the dildo exploded into life again – they must have changed the batteries. She screamed, writhing, consumed with lust.

“Un, deux, trois!”

Mia’s head was pushed face-down into the pool again. This time she tried to hold her breath in, but within seconds she was hit with a powerful climax, shuddering and wriggling, gripped by euphoria, her head thrashing around, more bubbles escaping her mouth. But she was held under until the orgasm had passed.

Out of the water again, she breathed as deeply as the corset would allow. She could feel Dinky stroking the back of her head. Jack was fucking her arse hard now, her body rocking from the thrusts. Her so tender breasts rubbing back and forth on the unyielding marble beneath her. She felt so full, penetrated so deeply. Her whole insides were reverberating to the powerful vibrator, flexing to the rotating device. It was just incredible.

Then she moaned as a finger inveigled itself between her labia and the dildo, pressing against her clitoris. Her hips spasmed, squirming frantically. Another finger joined it, rubbing energetically on her clit, moving it back and forth.

“Un, deux, trois!”

Her head was submerged again, the chill instantly transferring to the latex wrapping her skull. It was too much, too much sensation, every little part of her felt something – the latex flexing to her movements, sensuously caressing her all over, her feet extended to a full en pointe inside the ballet boots, the corset compressing her waist, exacerbating the feeling of fullness, her arms bound high up her back, unable to be moved in the slightest, the helmet blinding her, turning her into an anonymous sex object.

And still the vibrator hummed away, spun around inside her pussy, Jack’s strap-on reaming her bowels. The two fingers had trapped her clit between them, crushing it, squeezing it as it toggled back and forth. Yet another climax hit her like a barn door. She thrashed wildly as ecstasy consumed her again, for a few moments losing all track of reality. It continued, she thought it was never going to end. Then her head emerged from the pool. She could feel the dildo in her arse flexing as Jack orgasmed, her hips slapping into Mia’s backside, moving Mia about violently.

Everything went still. Jack had stopped fucking Mia’s arse, but her strap-on was still fully embedded in Mia’s rectum, her hands resting on Mia’s buttocks. The vibrator had been switched off. There was the sound of both Jack and Mia panting. Mia’s holes felt so dilated, so open. One finger with a very sharp nail continued to gently manipulate her clit and it felt good, but her breasts still burned, throbbed and itched interminably.

“Un, deux, trois!”

Mia’s head was pushed under once more. She felt the strap-on pulled out of her, leaving her arsehole gaping. She was so exhausted she just lay still. The vibrator dildo was pulled out and she felt suddenly so empty. The finger returned to her clit, gently stimulating it again, enough to keep her arousal simmering even though she had now cum five times. She was an insatiable slut.

At last the hand was gone from the back of her head and she lifted it clear of the water, her breathing gradually returning to normal. She could hear Dinky getting to her feet, the rustle of her latex uniform. The finger was gone from her clit and she missed it. Her hips squirmed.

Ms Beaufort laughed.

“You still want more?”

“Yes, Ms Beaufort.” Mia felt herself blushing.

She felt a foot press against her bottom, still prominently presented by her splayed knees and bent over posture. She gasped as she felt the stiletto heel slip inside her still open bumhole, its tip touching the wall of her bowel. She shuddered once more.

“No! No more fun for you today.”

The stiletto circled the rim of her sphincter. Mia shivered. Though it was sore and tender it was still deliciously pleasurable. But soon it was gone, the foot was gone. Seconds later the flogger slammed into her left buttock, the muscle bouncing under the impact, the pain slowly escalating.

Splat!

This time her right buttock.

Back and forth the strokes came, alternating between each cheek, delivered with venom. Mia’s hips were dancing as the pain grew.

“Don’t recoil! Present them for the whip!” The lady snapped.

More tears spilled from her eyes under the helmet as the beating went on. Then Ms Beaufort targeted her exposed arsehole and pussy. Three time the flogger landed on them. Mia Squealed and sobbed. Now the strands of the flogger were being dragged back and forth across her enflamed holes. Her hips were writhing.

“No more riding the fence, Mia. You are either in or you are out. You must decide which. I’ve made an appointment for you to see a cosmetic surgeon. I’ve sent you the details. The rest is up to you. There will be no animosity, whatever you choose.”

One final time the whip slapped into her holes, the hardest, most ferocious strike yet. Mia’s hips danced wildly, her mouth twisted in agony. As the crescendo of pain abated, she heard Ms Beaufort’s final words.

“Put her back on the wheel, no dildo this time.”

“Yes, Ms Beaufort.”

Mia heard the tap of the Frenchwoman’s heels on the marble, gradually receding.

Beneath the cloying, damp, humid helmet, her eyes grew wide, her mind filled with panic and terror. And down below her pussy pulsed with arousal in a helpless, perverse response to Ms Beaufort’s cruelty.
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Pussy Galore

Two months later…

The memory of that day was etched into Mia’s brain. Just thinking of it now made her heart thump, the tendrils of panic lick around her consciousness, but most of all her arousal to surge. She had to resist the urge to rub her hand into her crotch. It had been one of the most intense experiences of her life. Ms Beaufort was an utter sadist and Mia was trapped by her captivation for the beautiful, dominant woman.

After all that, Mia hadn’t even been taken home. She had been strapped into a crate, her mouth filled with a penis gag that had been used to fuck a maid immediately before it was locked onto her, filling her mouth with the secretions and tastes of a complete stranger. Fixed immobile in the crate, it had been nailed shut. Mia was literally shipped to Rose Air Services overnight in the back of a truck, being unpacked in time for her shift in the morning.

Her great fear all along, the reason she had not taken up Ms Beaufort’s offers and invitations, was because she knew she wouldn’t be able to resist the lady. And that was exactly what came to pass when the Frenchwoman had given Mia a binary choice. The thought of being excluded from the lady’s erotic world couldn’t be contemplated.

So Mia was wet clay in Sydney Beaufort’s hands, ready and willing to be shaped to the lady’s desires. She would be drawn ever deeper into the woman’s cruel control, into her own helpless submission. The idea was so thoroughly terrifying, but at the same time hypnotically attractive. It was what she had fantasized about but not had the courage to follow through. She had needed a nudge and she had received one.

Now she had big tits. The tits that Ms Beaufort wanted her to have. But that wasn’t all. While she was at the clinic her lips had been enhanced, too. At first she had been horrified at the size of her swollen mouth, but the doctor and nurses had assured her that the swelling would go down and they had been right.

She had kissed so many women with plump, bee-stung lips and they always felt so good, so soft and pillowy and so different from kissing a man. She had secretly wanted a mouth like that and now she had one and she loved it.

They were just right, not excessive and dominating her face, but full and delectable, irresistibly kissable and so soft. Yes, they gave her a perpetual pout unless she consciously drew them back, but they unquestionably made her even more attractive and still retained the possibility – if unlikely – that they could be natural.

Then there had been the piercings. Performed a few days after the surgery and all at the same time so that the healing could run concurrently, reducing the amount of time she was out-of-action. Her nipples and septum had been pierced and the holes in her ears enlarged slightly. All of them had grommets fitted, pressed into her flesh tightly, perpetually squeezing so their presence was hard to forget. They were bigger than normal piercings, but not freakish – except the one in her nose which was large, but couldn’t be seen normally, anyway.

Her tongue also now had a large stud close to its tip – that had taken some getting used to. Mia knew that these were the piercings that Ms Beaufort’s ponygirls had. She was being made pony ready, which made her shudder with fear and lust. She wasn’t too worried about the piercings, the grommets could be removed, the marks that they would leave would be negligible, but she shivered at the thought of how they could be used to physically control her.

And then there was the mini barbell through her clit hood. Once this had healed it did nothing to quell Mia’s near perpetual arousal. She was now virtually permanently wet. It moved in the hood constantly. At times it pressed directly on her clit, sometimes through the hood, always sending shocks of pleasure radiating from her groin. Just walking could make her weak-kneed, fighting to control her hips. It was often too much even for Mia’s rapacious sexual thirst. She was so horny all the time anyway, she really didn’t need this extra stimulation.

It was an incessant reminder of Ms Beaufort’s control over Mia’s mind and body, like a virtual finger on her clitoris, keeping her in thrall to the Frenchwoman, tormenting her and thrilling her at the same time.

When Mia had first started at RAS, Ms Rose had put her on a strict fitness regimen of gym work and yoga. Mia had never been in such great shape in all her life as she was now, so limber and toned. she had been a knockout, super-hot babe before these changes, now she was hyper-sexualized, a living, breathing sexual fantasy figure created to Ms Beaufort’s specifications. And this was only the start. What more did the lady have planned for Mia…

So the woman that Mia was looking at in the mirror had been radically altered, both physically and psychologically, in the eight months since meeting Ms Beaufort, and despite the tumultuous, dizzying events, Mia didn’t have regrets… She had never felt so alive, so vital.

Once more she cupped her breasts, lifted them, still shocked by the weight of them. Her thumbs rubbed back and forth over her nipples, causing her to quiver. The grommets made her nipples a little unsightly when she didn’t have anything through them, but it wasn’t significant.

Her hands moved lower, sliding over the polished latex of her uniform, moving around to cup her buttocks and rub them. She turned sideways to view her breasts in profile… So big!

Grabbing her make-up case, she unlocked the door of the aeroplane toilet and stepped back out into the aisle. Her new tits swayed back and forth from the movement. Her nipples were rock hard, sticking out prominently, continually visible to her, now.

The plane had just taken off after a refuelling stop in Maine. They were on their way back to the UK from Las Vegas. The Airbus had an extended range because it was never required to be fully loaded, but the 5,000+ miles between the two locations was still too much in one stretch.

In Vegas there had been a convention for human puppies and kittens. At the back of the plane, the spaces usually used to hold ponies were mostly stacked high with cages. There were currently twelve puppies and kittens back there. They had also just taken on two ponygirls while in Maine.

It was the first time Mia had been on a flight with rubber ponygirls, though she had seen them before at the events she had attended this summer. This matching pair were spectacular, clad in gold latex with white tail and mane, as well as a white blaze, palominos. The latex covered them completely except for eye, mouth and nose holes, nipples protruding from little peepholes at the tips of their breasts, and cut-outs to bare their buttocks (their crotches were hidden behind the wide strap, presumably they were exposed as well.)

Mia particularly liked the way their helmets had been designed with a slit right across the middle of their scalps, front to back, so that their manes could be pulled out. They were both tall and powerful-looking, which Mia didn’t quite understand. Presumably, how hard and long you could run a pony in full latex must be limited, surely they would quickly overheat? She had understood they were primarily for display purposes.

With big events like the convention, compromises had to be made to accommodate the demand, so exclusive booking of the flight by one party was not possible, even though that was normal practice for the airline. All the caged puppies and kittens at the back were travelling without their owners – though there were two grooms to look after them. The owners had to fly on a regular airline. That was a much cheaper method of getting your puppy to Vegas.

At the front of the plane were those who were travelling with their pets - who were currently out of their cages. It was cramped for space, especially since the guy with the ponygirls had taken occupation of the bench seat running alongside the window with his PA in tow. Even when special events were on it was unusual to be this crowded, the guy must have significant influence with Ms Rose to have claimed his place.

Mia thought that she recognized him from somewhere, maybe he was famous and a genuine VIP, but she had no interest in celebrity culture, so didn’t really care. The names of the passengers were never revealed to the cabin crew – discretion was of the upmost importance for RAS customers. She guessed he was in his late forties, reasonably in-shape and well groomed, though he did have a goatee that reminded her of a garden gnome – was that why he seemed familiar?

He certainly seemed to have a thing for latex. As well as his ponygirls, his PA was also decked out in rubber, a fetishized version of formal office attire. A black jacket and short skirt combo worn over a white top with quite a stiff collar and a wide black and white striped tie. Her legs were sheathed in black latex stockings and even her cute little steeple-heeled ankle boots were made of latex. Her bright blonde hair was long but fixed up in a formal bun.

She was on her knees on the bench seat beside him, facing away from him, bent forward. A briefcase lay open on her bottom and lower back. The guy was tapping away on a laptop, ignoring her.

Before using the bathroom, Mia had served both of them a glass of wine – red for him, white for her. After storing her make-up case she picked up the empty glasses that lay on the windowsill, leaning over the seat beside the man. Her right breast dangled close to his face, within his peripheral vision. Seemingly unable to resist the temptation, a hand rose to cup the tit, feel the weight of it, squeeze it. It was all quite brief, no more than a few seconds and he was back tapping at his keyboard.

“Can I get you anything else, Sir?” Mia asked.

“Not for the moment.”

Mia made her way to the galley behind the cockpit with the empty glasses. Three of the four luxurious armchairs at the front were occupied. To her left a man had his puppy boy wrapped around his feet, seemingly sleeping. The puppy’s costume was elaborate and of high quality, especially the mask. Both his legs and arms were bent double within the outfit so that he walked on his elbows and knees, which Mia found particularly comical.

Given her own preoccupation with ponygirls, Mia couldn’t be one to judge others in their particular kink – each to their own – but she found no sexual interest in the puppies at all, especially the majority who similarly waddled around on their elbows and knees. It looked so clumsy and unconvincing.

The same could be said of the puppy girl to her right. Her costume was almost non-existent. Essentially naked, she had flesh-coloured sleeves that doubled over her limbs and padded paws at the end of her elbows and knees for walking on. The only other pieces to the outfit were a short tail protruding from her bumhole – which she seemed to be able to keep wagging furiously – and a prosthetic snout that appeared connected to her nose and upper lip by several piercings.

A thick and multiply-studded black leather collar around her neck had a leash which was in the hands of her owner, sat in one of the seats. The puppy girl was short and heavily set, her hair cropped very short and excessively spiky, which together with the snout gave her a very aggressive appearance that was in no way deceptive. The puppy growled anytime Mia got close and would lurch forward to the end of her leash, barking, jaws clashing, lips pulled back to expose her teeth.

Mia swerved as the puppy girl leaped at her. At first she had been genuinely frightened of her, but was now more confident her owner had her under control and that there was an element of pretence to the performance – her bark really was worse than her bite!

The owner was sat with her partner. They were polar opposites. She was very butch with a crew cut and a stocky build, her tight-fitting t-shirt bulging with the muscles in her upper arms and shoulders, her black leather jeans and chunky boots having a distinctly masculine cut. Her dark eyes were hard and intimidating.

In contrast, her companion was very pretty, subtle make-up enhancing her soft features and with long blonde hair hanging loose over her shoulders. There was a choker fastened tightly around her throat, partially made of black leather, partially of a super-shiny metal that glinted under the lights with every tiny movement she made. A bolero-style leather jacket covered her arms, shoulders and upper back, but its abbreviated front was not wide enough to cover her large cleavage that was lifted and thrust forward by the severest of corsets.

She had possibly the most narrow waist Mia had ever seen, a literally breath-taking hourglass shape that forced her to sit very upright in her chair, held in a rigid position. The black leather skirt was knee length but very tight and narrow, a true hobble skirt. Legs sheathed in dark, smoky stockings led to feet laced into bright red oxford-style shoes that had needle-thin stilettos almost as high as Mia’s, the colour matching the vertical stripes in her corset. She really gave off a vibe of old-fashioned femininity.

Around her wrist was the leash to her kitten girl. It was long and most of it lay coiled on the floor at the moment. Now, that creature was something that had caught Mia’s imagination.

The woman signalled with her other hand to get Mia’s attention.

“Another bowl of milk for Hobnob, please!”

“Right away, Ma’am.”

The kitten girl was curled up in a ball beside the lady’s seat, making a great show of licking her paw and then running it across her head, over one of her ears, capturing the languid, haughty demeanour of a real cat completely.

As Mia negotiated her way around the snarling puppy girl while trying not to spill the contents of the bowl, Hobnob rose up onto her hands and knees, then rubbed herself against Mia’s boot as she approached, purring loudly and very realistically. She looked up at the flight attendant with utterly convincing green cat’s eyes, then opened her mouth to reveal incisors shaped like daggers and a tongue that had a line of three metal studs running longitudinally down the centre, the first right at the tip. She squeaked impatiently.

Mia crouched down and put the bowl on the floor. The kitten immediately began to lap voraciously at the liquid. Earlier, the butch woman had unzipped the back of Mia’s skirt right up to the waist, consequently Mia’s actions caused the rubber to part and reveal her bare buttocks. Using the leash to her puppy girl as a whip, the butch woman brought the leather down hard on Mia’s bottom, catching the attendant by surprise. She gasped and very nearly fell forward.

The woman chuckled. The diagonal weal that crossed both of Mia’s cheeks throbbed, but she resisted the urge to put her hand back and rub it. She waited a few moments in case the woman wanted to continue. When a second stroke wasn’t forthcoming, she stood up again, feeling the latex slide back over her buttocks, caressing the mark. She briefly glanced at the woman who had hit her, who had a smug smile, before looking back at the kitten girl at her feet.

The costume was an absolute work of art, made of a very fine fur in a tortoiseshell mixture of black and ginger that covered her body completely except for an oval in the centre of each buttock, where a part of her bottom cheeks projected plumply. Her breasts were also exposed – small, but high-sitting and shapely. The suit closely surrounded her sex, forcing her labia to poke out quite obscenely, and it appeared as if the outer lips had been enlarged somehow, looking red and puffy, unnaturally swollen.

The outfit was contoured to Hobnob’s body, displaying her slim, toned, leggy form to perfection, the curve of her calves, biceps and shoulders clearly visible, giving her an authentically feline aspect. Mia just wanted to run her hands over the furry body.

Placed either side of the bowl of milk, her little front paws were heavily padded. Her fingers were folded inside so that her knuckles formed the edge of the paw, curving claws sat between each knuckle, while the back paws reminded Mia of pony boots only in the way that the foot was held steeply raked with the heel having no direct contact with the ground, the weight of the whole foot somehow transferring toward the toes that were heavily padded. Each toe had a separate little pocket, again with the claws set in between them. It caused Hobnob to look like she was perpetually waiting to pounce.

The thing was, this particular kitten girl didn’t have her limbs doubled over so that she was forced to totter around comically on all fours. She had boarded the plane walking upright – still on the end of her owner’s leash. To Mia’s eye she looked much more sensuous, graceful and feline moving around this way, much more erotic. Mia had the hots for her from the moment she stepped on board, more so once she had got a good look at Hobnob’s face.

The detail in the mask over her head was exquisite. The ears sat perkily on the top of the head, slightly to each side, fur lined inside and out (but the fur inside was a pale grey) and were soft and tractable, bending when the kitten rubbed her head against Mia’s shin.  The whole mask fitted skin-tight (it must have been made from a mould of her head) shaping her face into credible cat features, whiskers curling out from either side of her nose, the shape and texture perfect.

However, it wasn’t until Mia had got really close that she could see the succession of studs piercing the kitten’s nostrils and lips that actually fixed the mask to the woman’s face, keeping the nose and mouth holes perfectly aligned with her real features underneath.

But it was the eyes that really sold the look. They had to be contact lenses, all green except for a narrow oval of black in the centre, they really did look like cat’s eyes. The first time the kitten had met Mia’s gaze she had shivered and the hair stood up on her neck, they were so convincing and alien, no trace of a human in them, beyond strange.

And then there was the tail sprouting from between Hobnob’s buttocks. It was easily three feet long, curling up at the tip so that when she was standing on two feet it didn’t drag along the ground. Mia was perplexed how it worked, but it seemed alive, swishing and curling around as if it had a life of its own.

Mia was so intrigued, had so many questions, but the flight attendants at RAS had to respect the privacy of the passengers, it would have been inappropriate of her to bother the kitten’s owner with a barrowload of questions, but still… Did Hobnob really spend 24/7 in that outfit, acting like a cat? What must it be like to have sex with her? Mia so wanted to stroke her all over… as well as other things…

Mia made her way back to the galley. On this trip she had been paired with Nyomi as her fellow attendant. She reminded Mia of a young Halle Berry, of mixed race with a beautifully proportioned face. She looked stunning in the RAS uniform. They had spent four nights in Vegas while the convention ran, a welcome break from the grey skies and dampness of an English November.

Nyomi was extrovert and fun to be around, rather like Mia had been when she had first joined RAS. Mia realized her personality had changed in those months. She was significantly more subdued and introspective now, self-absorbed and possibly narcissistic. She had always spent time on her appearance, but now she was fixated on it, as well as seeking continual sexual gratification to the exclusion of virtually everything else, but she was so happy that none of this concerned her.

Mia sensed that working for RAS had not had the profound effect on Nyomi that it had on her herself. Sure, the girl was very sexually adventurous, even hedonistic, with a high tolerance threshold (you wouldn’t last five minutes on this job if you weren’t) but it wasn’t obsessional for Nyomi, just water off a duck’s back. She found it fun and she earned huge wads of cash and that was all there was to it. That would be true for most of the cabin crew at RAS, actually, but not for Mia. For Mia it had been transformative in so many ways and her life would never be the same again.

They had shared a hotel room, and a bed for a couple of the nights. It had been four nights virtually kink free – the longest period back in the vanilla world Mia had experienced since joining the airline (if you could call the Vegas experience vanilla.) It had been a novelty to just sleep with a woman, bodies entwined, making regular love without any frills or power exchange. But the days had been strange and alien to her.

She missed that edge that had been a constant part of her life these last eight months, the perpetual fear, excitement and arousal that came from being under Ms Rose and Ms Beaufort’s authority and moving in their perverse world. She yearned to return to it. And her new look created a lot of unwanted hassle from men, though she should have expected nothing else – it was Vegas – but it got tiresome to constantly bat the flies away from the honey.

She just found everything so banal, so dull. She couldn’t contemplate going back to her old life. She had been so ignorant of her own desires, her own capabilities, her own capacity to feel, of what life could offer. She pitied others their drab, humdrum lives, she knew better now, it was behind her.

Just to satisfy herself, she fucked a guy who came onto her at the Golden Nugget. He had been gorgeous. She was a sucker for dark-haired men with amazing blue eyes, the sort she would pick up every week when she had worked for a regular airline. The one thing missing in her new life was that she didn’t get as much real cock as she would have liked. She had previously had a ratio of about 75% men to women, at RAS it was at least the reverse of that. She just wanted to confirm to herself that she really didn’t miss this part of her old life.

And she didn’t. It was fine, but no more than that. She would have been happy with it before, but not anymore. It was just a fuck, a little dull, a little unsatisfying. She found herself thinking about Hobnob to help her to cum. She had been thrilled to get back into the latex of her uniform and get back on the jet. It was where she wanted to be.


4

Seeing a Man About a Dog

It was a week after her Vegas trip. Mia had just finished her shift, returning from Milan to the RAS headquarters based at an airfield in Kent, a few miles south of London. As she started down the stairway from the plane her phone chimed with a message. When she reached the bottom she stopped to read it. She led such a closed-off life these days, revolving around RAS, that she no longer got many calls or messages. The number wasn’t recognized.

Reception. Immediately.

She was in the hangar where the passengers boarded and disembarked. The RAS offices were attached. It was normal for cabin crew to change out of their uniform before leaving, but Mia obeyed the message and made her way straight to reception, pulling behind her the little carry-on spinner case that RAS suppled to the cabin crew. She was wearing the full uniform as was normal when disembarking, including her jacket, cap and gloves, all made of the same dusky pink leather to match her boots.

The jacket had an asymmetric zip that fastened diagonally from her hip to the opposite shoulder. On the inner lining were two squares of a very rough material that lined up with her nipples, constantly rubbing against them as she moved, keeping them nearly permanently erect, enough to dent the thin, supple hide. Since her boob job the jacket fitted much tighter and the squares pressed against her significantly harder, and because her tits stuck out further into her eyeline her rock-hard nipples were constantly visible to her, as well as everyone else.

The cap sat on the front of her head and had a half-mask attached that covered her face to below the eyes, wrapping her nose about halfway down its length. Two oblong cut-outs provided slightly restricted viewing. It looked smart and very kinky.

As she pushed through the door into reception, she saw Bruno sitting on the long seat in the waiting area. Bruno was Ms Beaufort’s man. Mia wasn’t sure of the exact nature of their relationship, possibly toyboy+, possibly PA+, maybe more. He was under the Frenchwoman’s thumb, but had authority in her name.

He also had the most enormous cock and sight of him immediately stirred her lust, remembering the feel of the thing inside her. That was enough to engorge her clit, which she could clearly feel now with her new clit hood piercing. Just walking across the open space toward him, the barbell pressed against the nub, moving, and she felt the thrill of sexual desire.

He was busy tapping on his phone.

“Good evening, Mr Vicci!”

Mia hadn’t seen Ms Beaufort since that day in the first week of September when she had been put on the wheel. It was now late November. She had been expecting some contact imminently, since she was now healed from the cosmetic procedures. Her heart was racing with the usual mixture of excitement and terror.

"Ms Beaufort wants you for a few days. It's been cleared with Ms Rose."

Bruno didn’t look up from his phone. He didn’t talk much at any time, and was generally abrupt when he did, but Ms Beaufort didn’t have him around for his personality. He came from the German speaking area of northern Italy and his accent was quite pronounced.

Mia had the next two days off, anyway, and didn’t think the timing was a coincidence. Of course, she hadn’t been consulted.

Within a couple of minutes, Mia was sat beside the man in a Range Rover and they were heading north.

“Suck my cock!”

Mia didn’t hesitate to obey. She was well trained now and knew that if she didn’t follow an order from Ms Rose or Ms Beaufort and their underlings she would be in big trouble. Unfastening her seat belt, she reached her gloved hand over to Bruno’s crotch and undid his fly.

Every part of the Italian was sculpted and hard as a rock, his thighs thick, his hands huge. She remembered an expression she had once heard – even his eyebrows have muscles – that fitted Bruno perfectly. He was classically beautiful, physical perfection. He must spend hours a day in the gym to be in that shape. But his blond hair was really short, little more than stubble, and she thought it was too severe. And while his eyes were a striking blue, she found them cold and hard, rather like his disposition.

What he did have was the biggest cock Mia had ever encountered in the flesh. It was barely starting to swell yet, but she still had trouble extricating it. She wrapped her leather-covered hand around it and began to squeeze, feeling it grow rapidly. She wanted it inside her, but not particularly in her mouth, that was a challenge.

Bruno said nothing about a condom and didn’t produce one, so Mia proceeded without one. That was very rare. The cabin crew were not permitted to engage with male passengers unless they were wearing one (they had to take their chances with the women) but very occasionally men close to the bosses didn’t rubber up, usually for oral only.

Mia lifted her bum out of the passenger seat, leaning right over, dipping her face into the guy’s crotch, taking the circumcised cock between her lips. It was already uncomfortable and he wasn’t fully erect yet. Bruno was always scrupulously clean so it tasted OK. She ran her tongue around the glans, sucked hard, feeling it continue to grow.

He grabbed the back of her head, his finger and thumb squeezing the top of her neck.

“Easy, there’s plenty of time.”

She took the head deeper into her mouth, lips sliding down the stem. The hand moved from her head to her bottom, first stroking the tightly-stretched latex, then grabbing a buttock and squeezing. He was fully erect now. Her jaw was stretched uncomfortably wide and soon hurting. She had taken Bruno down her throat before, but at this awkward angle that wasn’t going to be possible, to her relief.

Obeying his order, she gently worked her tongue around his glans, occasionally taking him deeper, blowing and sucking. Her tongue stud was designed more for use in a pussy, but she still managed to get it into the groove under his glans and feel the response it drew. This went on for a long time. They were in heavy traffic, continually speeding up and slowing down. Her jaw was aching abominably, so she was more than happy when she heard his next words.

“Finish me off.”

She immediately became more animated, her tongue working hard and fast, lips sealed tight on his shaft as she bobbed her head up and down. Still it took an age to get him to fire into her mouth – she had never known a man who could maintain such control. Her mouth filled with his spunk and she swallowed urgently and repeatedly, struggling to cope.

She kept him in her mouth as he slowly shrank, tongue continuing to wipe at the cum still oozing from his pee hole. Eventually she lifted off. Her jaw was numb. She got him back inside his trousers and zipped him up, sitting back in her seat, her mouth still full of the taste of him. The traffic was clearing and they were moving faster now.

“Get undressed.”

Again, Mia obeyed without hesitation. It was dark outside and now they were moving freely it was unlikely she would be noticed. She pushed the seat back to give her more room. Getting out of the dress was a bit awkward. She put her uniform on the back seat in a crackle and squeak of latex.

“There’s a bag behind you, put that stuff on.”

Behind her seat was a large plastic bag. It contained three items. A pair of thigh boots in glossy white with a two-inch platform and spike heels. They were made of cheap plastic and fitted badly – she could fit her fist in the gap at the top between the boot and her thigh. The second item was another rubber dress, but this was much different from her work outfit.

It was made from moulded latex rather than sheet latex, again cheap and nasty. It was bright red, but as she struggled to get into it (there were no zips) and it stretched to her form, it became virtually transparent. She could see that just from the lights of the passing traffic. It had two straps that went over her shoulders and was incredibly short. No matter how much she pulled, in her seated position, her sex was on display. The bust had also been crudely hacked away so that her breasts were completely exposed. It felt like it would fall apart at any moment.

The third item was a white, studded leather collar with a chain attached. It wasn’t until she had put all the gear on that she noticed there was a piece of paper in the bottom of the bag with a photo on it, a close up of a woman’s face.

“Do your make-up like that. Wear your hair loose.”

So that was why Bruno had told her to put her make-up case in the footwell when she had climbed into the 4x4. It was a heavy and crude look, thick black shadow caked her eyelids and above, blusher on her cheeks like warpaint, the requisite bright red lipstick and gloss. She was almost unrecognizable by the time she had finished.

“We’re making a stop-off on the way.”

It occurred to Mia that she was going to be turned out onto the streets. Surely even Ms Beaufort wouldn’t do that! And they weren’t near a city, they were in the middle of nowhere. After a few minutes they left the motorway. A few minutes after that, the SUV slowed and pulled off into a lay-by. It was nearly full of cars, which seemed extraordinary on a cold, dark November night, miles from anywhere. There were a lot of people milling around, torches and lights. Bruno took one of the few remaining parking places.

Bruno got out and came around to her side of the vehicle, opening her door.

“Out!”

As the chain attached to her collar swung out, Bruno caught the leather loop on the end. He wound the leash around his wrist until the chain was taut, walking off, pulling Mia after him. There must have been a dozen cars and vans parked haphazardly in the small space. There were four men gathered around one. Mia glimpsed a woman on her knees between a man’s legs, her face buried in his crotch.

Bruno led her on a walkaround. A van with a sliding side-door open had a couple fucking inside, three men standing outside watching, two of them shining lights on the couple, then there was a women bent over the bonnet of another car, being screwed from behind by a guy, being watched by two men and two women.

But Mia and Bruno were quickly attracting attention of their own – or Mia was. She kept tugging the cheap dress down but it just kept riding up again, covering her buttocks and no more. She was struggling to walk in the stilettos on the rutted ground and was so cold she was shivering. The crowd was overwhelmingly male, their eyes locking onto her displayed body, shining their mobile phone lights onto her.

They finished off back at the Range Rover and within five minutes Mia found herself kneeling on the edge of the open hatch at the rear of the 4x4, her face looking into the car, knees wide apart, her bottom hanging over the edge. Her wrists had been cuffed together behind her back and two straps led from them to the top corners of the hatch, holding her hands quite high up her back, elbows bent. It was almost a semi-strappado position, forcing her to lean forward to some degree and thrust her buttocks out. The leash from her collar had been tied around a headrest on the back seat.

She couldn’t see who was now behind them, but there had been quite a crowd building up as she had clambered up into position and she could hear murmured voices, the continual flash of camera phones.

“Give it to her! She’s asking for it!” Someone called.

Bruno pushed her long hair away so that if fell either side of her bottom. He spanked each buttock twice, really hard, the contact on the rubber producing loud cracks that reverberated into the cold night air. Her hips writhed from the pain. He was so strong, it hurt much more than a normal spank.

His huge hands grabbed her bottom, squeezing, palms grinding into her cheeks. They slid over the latex, up to grasp her around the waist. Once again he squeezed, this time harder, compressing her waist uncomfortably, before moving on to her breasts, cupping them, lifting them, like he was trying to assess their weight. He grunted in approval.

“Much better! Suits a slut like you!” He whispered, his mouth close to her ear.

His thumbs moved back and forth rapidly over her nipples and Mia groaned in pleasure.

When his hands eventually let go of her tits, it was only so he could start slapping them, first one side, then the other. The force was more measured this time, but it still hurt like mad. He knew just how to catch them to inflict the maximum pain. They began to swing alarmingly with each contact, pulling against her chest. It was a whole new experience for her. She hadn’t thought about how much more vulnerable they made her, increasing her capacity to be hurt.

As he continued to strike them, the burning became intense and she squirmed, gasping. But at the same time it also felt strangely pleasurable. When Bruno got bored of that, he started handling them again, squeezing, pinching the nipples hard until she squealed.

“Put on a good show for the audience!” He whispered.

Then he returned his attention to her backside, stroking, pinching, before delivering another volley of hard spanks. Her hips were dancing with both pain and arousal.

Despite her heavy, panting breaths, she heard the zip of his fly. In the position she was in, the purse of her sex was dangling below the hem of the dress, completely exposed to Bruno and those around him. She was so turned-on, her mouth and pussy watering at the prospect of having his giant prick inside her again. This time she heard him unwrap and put on a condom. Her mouth still had the taste of his spunk from earlier. He started to slap his cock against her sex. She started to shake her arse impatiently.

Her arms fought their bindings, they were starting to ache quite badly. Despite this, she loved the feeling of helplessness and vulnerability engendered. She saw her silhouette on the back of the seats, there were lights shining on her from several different angles. She felt a surge of lust and embarrassment as she thought of the crowd watching her.

At last, Bruno parted her labia and she groaned loudly as he pushed into her, stretching her wide. The discomfort of something so big entering her swamped by the ecstatic feeling as he sunk deep. She shuddered, pushing back. He started to pump slowly, holding her hips. She rotated her backside to increase the sensations even more.

He leaned right over her, she could feel his hard body against her own. His hands moving back to her breasts, grabbing and squeezing and in that moment she loved it that her tits were now so big. He began to fuck her harder and faster, the force of his strokes moving her back and forth harshly, putting extra strain on her awkwardly placed arms. His hands were now mostly on her hips for leverage, occasionally slapping a breast. Then he grabbed her waist and started pulling her hard onto his cock with each thrust.

She felt so small, like a toy in his hands, helpless against his power as he slammed into her, possessing her. It was glorious. She cried out with each thrust. The fact that people were watching her get fucked just added to her excitement. Bruno had so much stamina, he could keep up the pace seemingly indefinitely. She writhed on his cock, feeling her climax approaching all too soon.

She screamed as the orgasm crashed through her. She thrashed, fighting his hold on her. The chain to her collar snapped tight as she threw her head back, delirious with pleasure. She rode the wave of euphoria for a long time, flailing about like she was possessed, singing a wordless song. Finally, the moment passed and she slumped forward, gasping for air.

He immediately pulled out of her. She felt the rubber dress being peeled off her buttocks, dragged up to her waist. It seemed he couldn’t resist the target that her presented backside offered, spanking her twice, very hard, making her moan. Then his fingers were inside her gaping pussy, dragging out her wetness, depositing it onto her rosebud. Multiple camera flashes added to the surrealness of the situation. She knew what was coming next.

Her buttocks were spread wide apart and she felt his rock-hard cock press against her sphincter. Still breathing heavily, she pushed back, aiding the entry of the mammoth prick into her rectum. He forced his way deep inside her. She groaned from the initial pain as her bumhole was stretched so wide and she felt her intestines distending. Holding firmly on to her hips this time, Bruno quickly got up to the same speed and force as he had been using on her pussy moments ago.

She was rocking back and forth violently this time, each push forward pulling agonizingly on her bound arms. He was reaching so deep inside her that it took her breath away, but gradually the pleasure began to overcome her discomfort. He kept the pace up, fucking her like a machine and her excitement began to rise again. She began to squirm, fight his hold on her, but he was so dominant, so in control of her she could do nothing but accept the arse-pounding on his terms, shuddering every time he pumped into her

She began to moan, frustrated that she couldn’t be fingered at the same time, desperate to cum again. Then she felt his rhythm stutter, he grunted. She could feel him pulsing inside her as he ejaculated into the condom. He almost lifted her off the floor so that she was truly impaled on the huge cock, shaking her, his grip on her waist painful. She was suspended like that for a few moments before he dropped her down again and was still, buried in her to the hilt, hips pressing against her bottom. She could feel his breath blowing hard on her hair.

Eventually he stepped back, pulling out of her. She could feel the cold night air rushing into her gaping bowel. She gave a cry of frustration, her hips dancing, wanting her own satisfaction (again). She heard the muted burbling of the crowd, camera flashes still going off, their attention still held by the sight of her used holes.

“She wants more!” someone exclaimed, much to Mia’s embarrassment.

“Ask her if she wants to be finished off with your fingers.” That was Bruno’s voice and he didn’t sound that close to her.

“Really!” The guy was disbelieving.

“Ask her!”

“You want me to wank you off?” The voice was closer now, the guy was standing right behind her.

“Yes please, sir.”

Mia felt herself blushing profusely. How humiliating and degrading, like she couldn’t help herself, could never get enough. But her predicament only turned her on even more.

She cried out as another powerful spank thumped into her backside, catching her by surprise.

“You can do better than that, slut!” Bruno’s voice again, closer this time, loaded with menace.

“Please sir, would you masturbate me? I’m desperate to cum!”

She felt a hand on her buttock, touching the mark just left by Bruno’s palm. It was tentative at first, but as she pushed back against it, squirming, the guy’s confidence grew. He stroked the skin where it was still burning, then squeezed it with his fingers. Mia groaned and wriggled.

“Feel her tits, as well! They look amazing!” Someone called.

When neither Bruno or Mia objected, hands came around her body from both sides, grabbing and hefting her breasts. Her nipples were squeezed. Mia moaned, squirming, pulling at her bound wrists.

“Is she a porn star?” Someone called out. “She looks like one!”

Mia blushed even harder. The guy’s hands came back behind her, grabbing and rubbing her buttocks more forcefully, before his fingers pressed against her slick, dripping pussy. She reflexively spasmed to the touch. The fingers pushed inside and Mia shuddered, hips dancing once more.

“She’s absolutely sopping!” The guy exclaimed.

The fingers fumbled around, exploring, but not seeming to know what to do.

Fucking amateurs! Mia shouted the words out in her head, but kept her mouth shut. She pushed back hard against the hand.

“Is she pierced?” Someone asked.

“Yea.”

The guy started to play with the barbell through her clit hood. Mia gasped. It felt amazing, she loved the piercing so much. He twisted it, pushed it against her clit, causing her to spasm again. She moaned and wriggled in delight. Fuck! She was so sensitive down there now!

Seeing the response he got, the guy continued manipulating the metal, grinding a finger on her clit, the barbell trapped in between. She writhed, pleasure flooding through her, her excitement building once more. The guy’s other hand started to stroke her bottom, as he increased the pace and force of the finger on her bud, wanking her energetically.

She was being groped and masturbated by a random stranger, in a lay-by at the side of the road, in the middle of nowhere – and she hadn’t even seen his face…

She jumped suddenly when her right buttock was spanked, crying out. It couldn’t be the guy, both his hands were already on her. Again the palm landed on her cheek, a glancing blow that stung. She squirmed, pulling at her bound arms, pushing back against the finger on her clit.

“Cum, you slut!” It was Bruno.

Mia screamed as she orgasmed again, thrashing, shuddering, thrilled, consumed by bliss.
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Parisienne Ponygirl

The whip bites into Chouchou’s bottom once more. It is not a hard strike, but applied with real skill, with a flick of the wrist to create the maximum sting. It lands diagonally across both cheeks, the tip curling around the curve to catch her painfully just below her hip bone, just under her brand. Ms Beaufort’s brand. A thin circle two-and-a-half inches wide containing a smaller S to the top left and a larger B to the bottom right, both in a heavy, bold font. The stroke smarts and brings fresh tears to the ponygirl’s eyes.

It is only the third time the whip has struck, but Chouchou’s backside and thighs are still sore from five hits with a cane last night. The whip is landing on already tender lines, lighting the fiery pain anew. She knows the lashes will get harder. These are just occasional taps to keep her perky.

“Canter!”

Simultaneous to the verbal command, the reins slap on her shoulder. The ponygirl increases her pace, her large breasts moving and jumping on her chest despite the extensive network of chains and straps trying to contain them. Additionally, a heavy metal nipple bar is clamped on to the hard, protruding teats to ensure that her tits move neatly together rather than flapping around untidily – it makes her look more attractive as she runs (even if there is no one to see it.)

It is the first time she has run since her breasts were enlarged significantly and she is very conscious of their extra weight and the considerable extra discomfort that comes with them, much of which transfers to her nipples, which are vessels of agony. As well as the nipple bar, heavy gauge rings pass through the grommets in the nubs, to which the reins are attached, causing huge distress every time they are yanked.

Further metal bands have been closed around the teats at their base, slightly constricting the nipples, causing them to swell a little more and make them acutely sensitive and tender, exacerbating the effects of everything else. In such a state, she can be comprehensively controlled just by them alone, helpless to resist. They leave her feeling so vulnerable. 

An inexperienced ponygirl, this is only her second time running in pony boots and it still feels unnatural and unfamiliar to her. The hooves and metal horseshoes feel cumbersome as well as adding several inches to her height. Her feet are held at a steep angle even though the boots have no heel and it feels bizarre that each step remains sure-footed despite the lack of support – that doesn’t seem possible. But the thick leather provides strong support for her ankles and calves, and though her toes are at a sharp angle to the rest of her foot there is heavy padding around them. They are surprisingly comfortable.

Her hands are in leather mitts that prevent her from bending her fingers and her arms are folded behind her back so that her wrists are fastened to the back of the collar that wraps her entire neck. It is an awkward position that puts a constant strain on her arms and curves her back, pushing her chest out as if she is trying to show off her big tits.

A strap has been passed through the crook of her elbows and drawn taut, pulling them as close together as they will go – which currently isn’t very far, a sign of her rookie status, being closer to her hips than her spine. The elbows are also attached to the harness that criss-crosses her torso, keeping them tight to her back. It is a very uncomfortable position, causing a perpetual dull ache that is occasionally made worse by the sharp pain of muscle cramps.

But that remains just one of the multiple causes of distress for a pony not yet reconciled to the fundamental harshness of ponygirl bondage and the physical control to which she is now subject.

The collar, so high that it is curving around her jawline, holds her head rigid, tilted slightly backward.

Her bridle is an elaborate affair, a web of straps covering her scalp and especially her face. She can feel the leather pressing into her cheeks and forehead. Two curving, shaped pieces of leather surround the outside and above her eyes, reducing the breadth of her vision dramatically, the blinkers allowing her to see only that directly in front of her. With her face pointing somewhat upward and her big breasts thrusting forward, even looking down to in front of her feet is not possible, very disconcerting while running.

The rings through her ears are also heavy gauge. Each of them has three chains attached. All the chains are taut, stretching her earlobes enough that she can feel the constant tension on them. The heaviest chains are each attached to the shoulder straps of the harness, dragging her lobes downward. The first of the lighter chains are connected to the bit rings of the bridle, either side of her mouth, pressing into the flesh of her cheek.

The second of the lighter chains connects to the large nose ring laying on her top lip. The ring itself passes through the grommeted hole in her septum and she can feel its sturdy presence in her nostrils. The tension on the chains constantly pulls down on the ring, which is a deeply disconcerting and discomforting sensation, keeping her eyes on the verge of watering. She can’t bear it, but is unable to do anything to alleviate it.

And then there is the infernal bit that is locked into her mouth. The thin, rubber-covered bar fixed horizontally between her upper and lower teeth that holds her mouth open, causing her to dribble profusely, is the least problematic part of it, even though it cuts uncomfortably into the corners of her mouth whenever the reins are pulled.

There is a tab attached to the bar, midway along its length, on the inside. It projects into her mouth a couple of inches. There is a hole in the tab that allows the stud piercing her tongue near its tip to be fastened to it. This depresses the muscle to the bottom of her mouth and leaves it near immovable. Her persistent, instinctive inclination to fight against the restraint cannot be quelled, as futile as it is.

Either side of the tongue depressor, two narrow rods project deeper into her mouth. Each is connected to the end of an oval metal plate that lies flat on the tongue more than halfway down its length. It’s called a port, and Chouchou hates it with a vengeance. Whenever the reins are pulled, spools at the bottom of the bit’s shanks turn, rotating the bit up to 60o. The port is lifted up, pressing into the roof of her mouth far back, tugging her attached tongue painfully up with it and sometimes triggering her gag reflex. It is deeply unpleasant.

Chouchou runs on. She can feel her long mane, beautifully plaited and with a large, black latex bow braided into the tip, swinging back and forth behind her, brushing her bound arms. Lower down, her tail, sprouting directly out of her anus, sways and bounces too, but this hair is loose, stroking and caressing the back of her knees. She knows she looks stunning, but she is in such great discomfort. And yet…

Under the crotch strap of the harness, a large dildo is inserted deeply into her sex. It is quite soft and flexible, bending and shaping itself to her constantly moving lower body, each little shift stretching and caressing her vaginal tunnel, sending never-ending ripples of exhilarating pleasure throughout her body. It feels incredible.

The crotch strap itself is buckled so tightly in place that it squeezes her labia, effectively massaging them as she runs. The barbell that pierces her clit hood is continually vacillating with the motion of her legs, rubbing exquisitely, sometimes brushing directly on her clit itself. Chouchou is nearly delirious with the extraordinary, delightful sensations.

She is in heaven and she is in hell, simultaneously, and she doesn’t know how to process such extreme contradictions, such a profound dissonance, such powerful and intense sensations and emotions.

One thing is inescapable, she is heading toward an inevitable and shattering orgasm.

The whip lightly licks her bottom once more, this time a forehand flick. The tip bites into the edge of her right buttock like a viper, causing her to gasp. Again, it’s only a reminder to stay focused, keep up the pace of the canter. She is running over cobbles, has just crossed the river Seine over the Pont de la Concorde (though she couldn’t see the water because of the blinkers) and has now passed the famous Egyptian obelisk in the Place de la Concorde.

She is in the most amazing simulator, running on a rolling road. All around her, 360o, is Paris. The conception largely benefitting the driver, the full impact unable to be appreciated by the pony with such a limited field of vision. But it is so realistic! Chouchou is there! Even a breeze is blowing cool air onto her face. It’s incredible.

She is pulling a sulky, a lightweight cart of tubular construction with bicycle wheels either side of a single bucket seat. She is being driven by Ginger, Ms Beaufort’s pony groom. There are chains hanging from the ceiling connected to her harness and to the sulky. If she should fall, the chains will keep her and the cart in place. And she believes falling is a real possibility as she fights to hold back a looming orgasm.

She is circling the Place. As the road winds around in a 180o arc, the left rein is pulled and held, steering her around the long bend. Her left nipple is twisted painfully upward, the bit digging into the left corner of her mouth. The extra hurt and distress temporarily quells any thought of a climax. As she turns, the rolling road rotates with her, it is uncanny. As she comes out of the bend the pressure is finally released. She sees the obelisk again, now to the left of her, but as she gets closer the blinkers block it from her view once more.

They are approaching traffic lights, currently they are green and Ginger keeps her at a canter, but they turn to orange and then to red. Chouchou must obey the reins and stay at the canter. The groom takes her right up to the line before pulling savagely on the reins. Both nipples are twisted upward fiercely, agonizingly. She can see them elongate, the nipple bar turning up. At the same time, the bit is pulled back deeper into her mouth, burrowing into her lips, drawing them back to expose her teeth. The spools on the shanks of the bit turn.

Behind the bit’s bar, her tongue is pulled upward and the port jumps up to press on the roof of her mouth. She fights to control her gag reflex, gurgling and spluttering, her face contorting. It takes several steps before she can stop dead. She hates it. It is so cruel, painful and effective in compelling instant obedience, rendering her so utterly powerless. The traces that connect her to the shafts of the cart shift forward from the momentum, the weight of the sulky pushing her forward an extra step.

The whip slices into the inner slope of her left buttock. The is a much more forceful stroke, delivered vertically and downward, the tip biting high up. It is pure agony. She cries out.

“Position!”

The reins are tugged again to bring her upright. She had stopped with her torso bent forward, partly from the push of the cart behind her and partly in a futile attempt to alleviate the pain in her nipples. Her feet are apart, one further forward than the other. She had forgotten that when at a standstill she must be straight as a rod with her feet together.

Now in the correct pose, she stares ahead, vision blurry as the tears spill out onto her cheeks. She cannot see the traffic lights, but she must not respond to them anyway, only to the instructions of her driver. She is breathing heavily after running several hundred yards. She is by no means an experienced runner, but the fitness regimen she has been placed on for the last few months, including time on a treadmill, means she has a reasonable level of fitness now that she didn’t have before. Nevertheless, her stamina is limited and there is panic at what will be expected of her.

The respite is brief. The reins slap her shoulders.

“Trot!”

She moves forward again and almost immediately the tug on her right nipple steers her in that direction. They are leaving the Place, turning on to the Avenue des Champs-Élysées. At first all she can see is trees and people at the side of the road, but as she reaches the Avenue proper and swings around, the full, perfectly straight length is revealed to her limited view, and it is so long… Her eyes grow wide with fear. The Arc de Triomphe sits at the top of the hill at the end and it is so far away…

“Canter!”

The reins slap her shoulders again and Chouchou speeds up. There are a lot more people here walking alongside the road. Their heads turn to look at her and stare. Bizarrely, she feels a deep sense of shame and humiliation to be seen as she is, turned into an animal, pulling a cart, in heat and on a public road in the middle of a city centre, even though it is a simulation. They cannot really see her. There is no one actually there!

With the increased speed comes the increased stimulation that throws oil onto the fire that is her arousal. The dildo caresses her insides, the crotch strap the outsides, her clit hood piercing moves perceptibly, the butt-plug twists, stretching and rubbing her sphincter. It feels amazing. Less pain and more pleasure and again the cum that temporarily receded threatens to explode at any moment.

She strides on, gasping as the occasional flick of the whip catches a buttock or hip, knowing she will have no choice but to run all the way to the Arc if that is what her driver wants, the whip will force her onward. She shudders in fear and helplessness and erotic need.

Her wrists and arms fight the restraints holding them tight against her back. It is so hard for her to run with them in this position. It exaggerates the left-right movement of her torso with each step, which in turn increases the movement of her breasts, putting further strain and discomfort on her nipples. The Arc looks bigger now, but is still so far away.

She has fought so hard to hold back her climax, but the physical manipulation is just too much, she has to let it go. Like a dam breaking, her attempts at controlling her body crumble away and the euphoric wave explodes from her sex to encompass her entire consciousness. She wails and stumbles. She tries desperately to stay on her feet but her legs won’t obey her. She feels the sharp jerk as the chains connecting her harness to the ceiling snap taut, taking her weight as her legs give way.

She is conscious of every little part of her strictly bound, constrained body, from her imprisoned, nearly fully extended ankles to each of the straps and chains wrapping her face, her metal and rubber filled mouth. She has been turned into a beast, a dehumanized sexual object and it is thrilling and terrifying.

Through the ecstatic haze, the sharp sting of agonizing pain is like a laser light. She is being whipped and ruthlessly hard. There is a loud buzzer sounding – use of the safety chains automatically stops the rolling road and sends out an audible emergency warning. The lash falls repeatedly onto her backside until she is cognizant again, forcing her to take her own weight and start to run again.

“Canter!” Ginger’s voice is loud and exasperated.

Even as the rapture of the orgasm dissipates she is back to a canter, her bottom throbbing from the whipping. The VR flickers as the simulator resets itself. She is sobbing, gasping for breath, but pounds forward in an attempt to avoid more strikes as if she can actually outrun the whip. Each hit feels like molten metal on her skin.

She focuses on the Arc and runs on, she must use it as a target, one step at a time. Hopefully, that will be the finish, she has to believe that. Gradually she gets her breathing regulated but her lungs hurt – everything hurts, everything is so incredibly intense.

But still there is the muted hum of her arousal. The cum has not sated her. It is beyond her ability to control, the implacable bondage controls it.

The Champs-Élysées had been flat, but it gradually has turned into a slope, first a gentle one, but it gets steadily steeper as it reaches the Arc. The rolling road matches the contour of the Avenue, progressively tilting and Chouchou really is running up hill, finding it increasingly difficult to maintain the pace as she tires. The whip continues to strike her, frequently and hard, and the pain makes her weep and lunge forward again. Her legs are aching, the pony boots feel like huge weights on her feet. Her lungs are burning.

Mercifully. Ginger finally brings the ponygirl back to a trot, but Chouchou is looking at the hill, the distance to the top. There is no way she will make it.

But, of course, she has no choice in the matter. The whip flits back and forth, backhand then forehand strokes and her bottom cheeks are perfectly presented by the harness straps that pass from the crotch strap up to the waistband, wrapping around the top of her thighs, lifting her backside to create a provocative target, compelling her to keep moving forward.

One of her cane strokes last night was right in the crack where her thighs meet her buttocks. The harness strap has been constantly rubbing against the weal and now it is unspeakably sore, yet another source of massive discomfort.

Either side of her now are all the shops with their prestigious designer logos. The pavements are crowded and many are staring at her. She feels strangely obliged to put on a good show. She is Ms Beaufort’s ponygirl and she wants everyone to know she is proud to be so. She gains a second lease of life.

This does not last long. The slope continues to get steeper and her legs are leaden, her length of stride falters, her speed is continually slipping, her lungs ache so. Now the whip is fizzing through the air, slicing into her bum, forcing her ever on. The strikes are relentless, the pain of not moving forward greater than not taking the next step, she is pushed way beyond what she thought were her limits. There is no alternative but to keep going.

And then she has reached the top. The floor drops flat beneath her and she is trotting into the Place Charles de Gaulle. Tears are pouring down her cheeks, her backside feels skinned. She has put so much hope into this being the finishing line that she is consumed with despair as she continues to be driven on. The pull on her right nipple, the tug on the corner of her mouth, then to the left as she circles around the Arc de Triomphe, still needing plenty of whip to keep moving. She is almost in a daze.

Then the sharp tug on the reins turning her hard left. She is leaving the road. The Arc is right before her, she is being steered straight underneath it. It is crowded with people. There are hundreds. They part to make way for her, all turning to stare at her. She feels such embarrassment in her bondage, in the drool hanging off her chin. She is nuts! This is not real. They cannot see her! But it is so authentic… her mind is in turmoil.

The reins are yanked hard to slow her to a walk. She gurgles as the port makes her retch, as her nipples protest. There is to be no relief. Walking means she must high-step. The pain in her thighs is so deep. It feels like they are burning from the inside out. They are so heavy as she tries to raise them high enough to be at right angles to her body, parallel to the ground. Every time she fails, the thigh of her standing leg is lashed, cutting into the welts from her caning last night. There are so many sources of pain and discomfort her mind cannot process them all.

She is right under the arch, but the blinkers hide it from her. She continues to prance on. Then the savage pull of the reins to bring her to a halt, her face twisting in agony and frustration that she is unable to do anything to alleviate this cruelty in even a minute way. She stops dead, this time remembering to put her feet together, to stand as straight as she can. Her legs are unsteady. The ache is atrocious. Her chest rises and falls dramatically as she gasps for air.

As people move across her eyeline, she glimpses the Champs-Élysées. The long, long road all the way back to the Place de la Concorde. The entire length she has just run. She can’t believe she has achieved it. She feels herself swelling with pride.

She is expecting the simulator to switch off. To be surrounded by green-screen as she had been when she was marched into the machine. But that doesn’t happen. The shafts of the sulky tug violently on the chains connecting to Chouchou’s harness as Ginger dismounts.

The groom steps in front of her, considerably shorter than the pony in her hoof boots. Chouchou is still weeping, is shivering, her mind still in tumult. Her hips are also gyrating, attempting to continue the stimulation provided by the plugs, the crotch strap and her clit hood piercing. She is so turned-on again.

Ginger grabs the pony’s hip firmly in one gloved hand. The other strikes Chouchou’s left breast twice, hard. It rocks in its cradle of straps and chains. The nipple bar pulls sharply on the teat. The ponygirl squeals in distress.

“Stop that! Stand still!”

The groom’s freckled face is stern, her green eyes serious. Her mop of frizzy orange hair trying to escape from under the peaked cap she is wearing.

“You can cum as much as you want while you’re running, but you keep up the pace, you don’t indulge yourself!”

Now both hands are slapping her tits, left-right, left-right, twelve smacks in all. Ginger continues to speak as she punishes the ponygirl.

“You obey…the whip!... You obey…the reins!”

Chouchou’s breasts burn and ache, her nipples throb. She sobs.

The groom then rubs the back of her hand tenderly on the ponygirl’s damp cheek.

“Other than that, you did quite well, given your lack of condition. You will need a lot of work on your fitness.”

Ginger removes her gloves and unclips the bit from one side of the pony’s mouth. She eases the rubber-covered bar out from between Chouchou’s teeth, drawing the tip of her tongue out with it. The ponygirl’s pitiful whine at the discomfort is ignored. The tongue stud is unlocked from the bit’s tongue depressor and the whole ensemble is removed carefully from the pony’s mouth and left to hang from her chin from the second fixing.

A bottle is put to Chouchou’s mouth. It has a teat like a baby’s bottle. The ponygirl’s jaws are still moving, enjoying their new found freedom, her tongue dancing around her mouth, trying to remove the horrible taste of the metal and rubber. Her lips close around the teat. She is embarrassed to be fed like a helpless baby, but so desperately thirsty.

The liquid floods into her mouth. She doesn’t know what it is, being both sweet and tart, but doesn’t care, she just needs to drink. She downs half the bottle before Ginger pulls it away. Her breast is squeezed and that feels good, but the moment is short-lived.

“Tongue out!”

Chouchou reluctantly obeys. The groom locks her tongue stud back in the tongue depressor and gently eases the bit back into the pony’s mouth. It is locked back in place. Chouchou’s pleading eyes are ignored.

Again the ponygirl’s cheek is stroked.

“Time to go back again!”

Chouchou’s eyes grow wide and fill up with tears once more.
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Chambermaid Duties

Twelve hours earlier…

Ms Beaufort had several maids and they were all pretty much indistinguishable. They wore the same uniforms, had the same unfeasibly large breasts, identical black helmet-bob style haircuts and carbon-copy, almost grotesquely large lips that were the dominant feature on their faces. They were also all of a similar height. With the very specific, heavy make-up reducing their individuality even further, Mia was unable to tell the difference from one to the other. And now Mia was one of them…

Her hair had been tightly pinned against her scalp and a mesh wig cap pulled over it, then the black wig had been fitted in place. The fringe sat right over her eyebrows and the longer hair reached right to the corners of her eyes. This covered half her face. It was chin length at the front, but the bob got shorter the further back it went so that the nape of her neck was revealed at the back. It felt strange.

Something had been painted onto her lips that made them tingle and swell. In addition to that, she had to purse her lips like she was blowing a kiss while a suction cup had been squeezed over them, held there for a few minutes. The combination of the treatments had caused them to enlarge massively. They felt even bigger than they looked, like half her face was mouth. It felt distinctly weird, reminding her of the sensation after a local anaesthetic dental injection, kind of numb and swollen.

The end result, now that they had been painted a deep red and glossed, was that they matched the lips of the other maids, making her mouth the central characteristic of her face, a stupendous pout. Together with the heavy black paint on and around her eyes, she had been turned into another anonymous drone like the others. The only giveaway was that her breasts, though large, were significantly smaller than the rest of the maids.

This transformation had happened as soon as she had arrived at Belles Larmes for the second time. No entry through the spectacular atrium this time. When Bruno had parked the SUV in the garage there had been a maid waiting. Mia had been led down a ramp behind the garage into the subterranean servants’ quarters (of course, Ms Beaufort didn’t want the stunning visual impact of her spectacular home marred by something as prosaic as the off-duty help and their basic accommodation.)

The quarters were a stark contrast to the opulent luxury above ground. Bare concrete walls, floors and ceilings. Cold, harsh strip lighting. No windows. At least the temperature was comfortable.

Mia had learned how the maids were identified. On the top of each of their white headpieces was printed a black letter. Unless someone was exceptionally tall, it was only visible when they bent forward, which they did whenever they curtsied, tipping their heads at the same time. Putting that letter in front of inky gave the maid’s name. It appeared that seniority was defined by alphabetical order. Binky seemed to be in charge below stairs. Mia figured it out because her headpiece had a W. she was Winky.

After her latex uniform had been polished to perfection and her appearance met with Binky’s approval, Mia had been led up a wide flight of stairs into the kitchen of the house. It was huge and jaw-droppingly impressive. One whole wall was made out of glass, and part of the ceiling as well, but she wasn’t given time to look around, struggling to keep up with Dinky, who she was following. The maid moved rapidly, yet gracefully and effortlessly in the extraordinary shoes they had to wear. Mia found it considerably more difficult.

The six-inch stilettos were even higher than the boots of her flight attendant uniform, only a tiny triangle of the sole was in contact with the floor, just her toes, and the shoes didn’t offer the support to the ankle that boots did. She was used to wearing ultra-high heels, she just needed some practice, but she hadn’t been given the opportunity. She felt like a baby giraffe, tottering stiff-legged after the other maid.

The white collar of the maids’ dress was made of a stiff plastic, wrapping her throat. It cut uncomfortably into the soft flesh under her chin, forcing her to keep her head high, punishing her every time she forgot and let it drop – unavoidable when mounting steps. She pitied the servants who had to spend long hours, day after day, wearing the thing. Together with the ruthlessly tight-laced corset she felt stilted from head to toe, immalleable and ungraceful. How did Dinky move so attractively in the same getup?

Also distracting her were the bizarre latex panties she was wearing. They had a thick waistband, but only covered the inner-slopes of her buttocks, leaving most of her cheeks bare. There was a built-in butt-plug that wasn’t very big, but the little bulb sat inside her anus and moved deliciously when she walked, even though she was sore down there after Bruno’s hard fucking earlier.

The front panel of the panties also had a built-in dildo. It was only moderately thick and four inches long, but felt delightful whenever she moved her hips. Around the base of the dildo there were a dozen semi-flexible spines about a quarter-inch long that surrounded the protrusion, the tightness of the latex mashed the spines against and in between her labia, constantly pricking and stimulating her sex. These all served to keep her arousal simmering. The two massive orgasms that had wracked her body not much more than an hour ago hadn’t sated her for long, she was horny as hell again.

Mia trailed after Dinky through the house to the atrium, their heavy skirts swaying and rustling, stilettos rapping on the marble floor. Even late into the evening, with the glasshouse in near darkness – just some strategically placed spotlights to show the stairs and display the water feature – there was still a poor unfortunate fixed to the waterwheel. As they mounted the curving staircase, Mia could see the red and white blotched skin of the rubber encased woman’s breasts as she turned, evidence that she had been in place for some time. Mia shuddered, remembering the experience only too well.

They entered a large, opulent bedroom, lushly carpeted. As well as the entire roof, the outside facing wall was all glass and half the length of the two side walls. It was awe-inspiring. A massive four-poster bed was the centrepiece, the posts and framework immaculately polished, gleaming chrome.

Mia was led across to one of the outside corners, a convergence of two enormous sheets of plate glass, triple-glazed. The lighting in the room was minimal, but each of the outside corners had a spotlight shining vertically down, creating a circle of light on the carpet two feet wide. Mia was placed standing directly under the light, her back to the corner, facing into the room.

“Remain here until required.” Dinky instructed in a heavily French-accented voice, before leaving.

That was another truly bizarre thing. Mia had been told to speak with a French accent, all the maids did. It would be comical, except she knew that the consequences for not pulling it off successfully would be horrendous.

She waited, not daring to move from the position she had been placed in, feet together, standing straight, wrists crossed in the small of her back. The corset and the dress’s collar ensured that her posture wouldn’t slump.

The room was largely in darkness. Aside from the two spotlights in the corners, there was some narrow, delicate tube lighting surrounding the mirror of the dressing table and two smaller spotlights mounted onto the wall either side of the bed. Both of these were directed up toward the tubular framework between the four posts above the bed. Those lights gleamed off highly polished rubber much as the spotlight above Mia brought her latex to life. There was someone suspended high over the bed clad in black, but Mia couldn't see clearly from her angle.

She felt self-conscious, aware that she was high up and on display to anyone outside. Ms Beaufort’s house did seem to be in a remote location, but still… Mia thought the lady would not have wanted to draw any unnecessary attention to her radical alternative lifestyle and yet this was brazen.

Her indefatigable lust was keeping her going despite feeling weary. She hadn’t eaten properly since lunch, though she had been given an energy or protein shake and some ice-cold water when she had first arrived. She moved her hips very subtly to feel the stimulation of the protrusions in her panties, mind racing about what could happen in the next few days. She waited… and she waited.

And then Ms Beaufort was in the room. She waved her hand at a panel in the wall by the door and table lamps either side of the bed slowly rose in brightness, while another wall-mounted light came alive, flickering to resemble a burning candle. It still left the bedroom sparsely lit with dark, shadowy places, muted but atmospheric and sexy. Her finger touched another panel in the wall and all the glass instantly turned smoky white opaque, including the roof. Mia didn’t know windows could do that!

As usual, being in the presence of the Frenchwoman brought all of Mia’s submissive inclinations to the fore, excitement and fear gripping her in equal measure. Her heart raced, her capacity for rational thought diminished, replaced by the desire to obey and receive the approval of this lady.

But Ms Beaufort gave no sign that she had even noticed Mia. She sauntered over to the bedside table and put her phone down. She was wearing grey leather pants tucked into knee-high black boots with a steep heel. A purple leather top hung over her torso like a poncho. A wide black belt drew it in at the waist, showing the curve of her breasts underneath.

From between the bed and the table she withdrew a stick that was at least three feet long. It had a handle and a trigger like a gun at one end. Mia had seen similar before, though not as big. It was a shock stick. Ms Beaufort looked up at the latex-clad figure suspended over her bed and raised the stick.

Mia heard the snap as the electric charge was delivered and a sharp, girly squeal. She saw the latex flexing as the body wrapped inside it struggled. There was a rattle and creak from the framework supporting the bound figure. For the first time Mia noticed that there were copper-coloured chains hanging down from the restrained body. They were very fine, visible now the lighting had increased and as they swayed.

There was a long pause, but the stick was still held high, moving about the unfortunate victim, teasing her as to when the next shock would come. Mia knew that for some strange reason a second shock straight after the first didn’t hurt as much, it was necessary to wait a while.

Snap! Another squeal. The rattle of metal as the suspended woman fought her bonds.

Only then did Ms Beaufort look Mia’s way, that compelling, satisfied smile breaking out, the one that appeared when she was tormenting someone, so obviously taking deep pleasure in her own cruelty. Mia shivered. The lady returned her attention to her victim, teasing her again.

Snap! The pitiful desperation in the third squeal was hard to listen to. Then Ms Beaufort had put the stick down on her pillow and was striding across to Mia.

Mia dropped a deep curtsy that she had been taught when down in the basement, fingers grabbing the hem of her skirts and lifting them away from her body to the sides, legs crossing, bending forward as best she could against the corset and collar.

“Very nice!”

After a moment scrutinizing Mia, Ms Beaufort’s hands rose to cup Mia’s breasts through the rubber of the uniform, her thumbs pressing firmly on rock hard nipples, clearly visible tenting the latex. This was the first time the Frenchwoman had seen Mia’s augmented bosom in the flesh.

“Much better! Now you are starting to look like the slut you really are! In a year or two we can finish the job and make them even bigger still, so neither you nor anyone else will have any doubt.”

Mia shuddered at the words. Ms Beaufort must have felt her reaction. The prospect of having her tits made even larger was shocking. A wave of panic flooded through her.

“You make a delightful maid! But then I suppose you should, a flight attendant is only a glorified maid with a more prestigious uniform, after all!”

Ms Beaufort pressed a finger firmly against Mia’s grossly enlarged lips. Mia tried to pucker a kiss but wasn’t sure it made a noticeable difference to their shape in their present condition. Their eyes met. Ms Beaufort looked very pleased. Then she turned and walked away.

“Attend me, Winky!”

The next half-hour was blissful for Mia – or Winky. Attending personally to Ms Beaufort couldn’t have been more fulfilling. She removed the lady’s make-up, struggling because Dinky had earlier given Winky the long, false fingernails in shiny black that all the maids wore. They softly tapered to a point at least an inch past the tips of her fingers, making doing anything with her hands extraordinarily difficult, so impractical. Even without make-up, Winky found Ms Beaufort breathtakingly beautiful.

In the past, Mia had barely touched the lady, except with her mouth, and now Winky was able to get so up-close and personal. She gloried in the opportunity to be so intimate. She undressed Ms Beaufort, running her hands over the soft leather of her boots as she removed them, dipping her head to kiss each foot.

Ms Beaufort’s breasts were still pretty firm, a slight sag betraying her age. Would that the maid to be in such fine shape as time passed. The lady obviously worked out regularly. On her knees in front of the Frenchwoman after removing her butter-soft leather panties, Winky looked up hopefully, wanting to put her mouth on that holiest of places.

“Not tonight, Winky. You haven’t really done anything to deserve that reward, have you?”

“Non, Maîtresse.” Winky tried to hide her disappointment. She used the honorific she had been instructed to use by Binky.

Ms Beaufort walked off toward the en-suite, leaving Winky looking at air.

“Tidy up, then following me into the bathroom and have a towel ready.”

The bathroom had a huge tub sunk into more marble, two steps needing to be mounted to reach it, but Ms Beaufort was using the shower. Winky found a cupboard full of towels and selected the largest she could find. She stood a respectful distance holding the towel open, waiting for the lady to finish, watching her statuesque body shimmering as it moved in the stream of water. Winky’s hips gyrated so her unique panties could stir the fire in her loins. She was so turned-on.

As Ms Beaufort stepped out of the shower, Winky wrapped the towel around her, gently rubbing her dry, feeling the woman’s toned muscles through the towelling. She cupped each breast carefully in both her hands, dabbing, dragging the cotton across each nipple. To be able to touch Ms Beaufort in such a way was thrilling, such a privilege. She couldn’t remember ever being happier. She moved around to dry the lady’s back.

“There is a new slut here for a few days, Winky, did you know?” Ms Beaufort said.

“Oui, Maîtresse.” Winky was surprised how naturally the French accent came, how easily she had fallen into the role of a French chambermaid.

“She is called Mia. She is going to be spending a couple of days as a ponygirl to see how she likes it. She seems to have a particular fascination with the creatures. It will be a wonderful and eye-opening experience for her.”

Winky cupped her Maîtresse’s buttocks, softly rubbing the towel in small circles. She pushed the cloth between the two cheeks, pressing more firmly to get right into the crack. Her nose was two inches from the lady’s bare shoulder. She breathed deeply of the woman’s fresh, clean scent.

“Of course, her first time being a pony was just playing. This will be the real thing.”

Winky moved back around in front of Ms Beaufort and dropped to her knees, her latex uniform snapping and crackling bewitchingly, the towel brushing across the lady’s hips and thighs.

“It is very generous of me to give her the opportunity, don’t you think?”

“Oui, Maîtresse. I am certain she will be most grateful, Maîtresse.”

Ms Beaufort parted her legs to allow Winky access to her crotch. The maid dabbed very carefully, having to resist a desperate urge to plant her mouth on the pert labia.

“Yes, I think she will. I gave her a lesson in gratitude a while ago. I’m sure it made a lasting impression on her.”

“I am sure as well, Maîtresse.”

Winky delicately dried the well-groomed landing strip of pubic hair, discreetly pushed slightly in between the pubic lips. Then she moved down to the soft pale skin of Ms Beaufort’s inner thighs.

“If you see the slut around, be sure to tell her what I have planned, Winky.”

“Certainement Maîtresse.”

As Winky reached the lady’s feet, Ms Beaufort lifted each foot in turn so that the maid could dry them thoroughly, reaching right in between the toes. She placed a hand on the maid’s head to keep her balance. Finished, Winky bowed down to place a kiss on each foot once more, then looked up at her Maîtresse, trying to convey the intensity of her devotion.

Ms Beaufort cupped the maid’s cheek, smiling down at her with a genuine affection that made Winky’s heart skip a beat, the mutual understanding between them tangible for a few seconds.

“Good girl!”

Then Ms Beaufort turned and left the bathroom.

“Clean up. The shower door must be pristine!”
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Usurped

When Winky came out of the bathroom, Ms Beaufort was sat on her dressing table stool, facing away from the table, still naked. Her fingers were dancing across the screen of her phone. Winky waited patiently. After a couple of minutes, the lady spoke without looking up.

“Scent me, Winky.”

There was an atomizer on the table, a clear bottle half-full. By the time the maid had picked it up, Ms Beaufort had lowered her phone and straightened up. Winky squeezed the bulb, spraying the gorgeous perfume onto the back of the lady’s neck, then under her ears. Holding the bottle over her breasts, Winky looked askance. Ms Beaufort nodded and the maid sprayed the mist into the gap between them, then dropped to her knees as her Maîtresse spread her legs apart to spray there too. The lady then presented her upturned wrists. Being shrouded in the familiar scent that brought back so many memories only increased Winky’s arousal.

“Up! Lift your skirts.”

Replacing the atomizer on the table, Winky obeyed, hefting the quite bulky latex up to her waist, widening her stance. Ms Beaufort was back on her phone and ignored the maid for the next couple of minutes. When she returned her attention to Winky, she put the phone into the maid’s hand amongst the bundle of rubber.

“Hold that.”

Winky shivered in delight as the lady ran her hands up the maid’s legs, over the latex stockings, onto her bare thighs. Ms Beaufort’s fingers gently stroked the soft skin of Winky’s inner thighs, teasing her.

“Are you wet, Winky?”

“Oui, Maîtresse.”

“Does serving me excite you sexually?”

“Oui, Maîtresse.”

Ms Beaufort pressed the heel of her hand against Winky’s rubber-covered sex, sliding it forcibly up and down, pushing the dildo deeper into her, causing the spikes to grind on and between her labia. The maid’s pussy spasmed. She gasped and squeaked, squirming, flooded with pleasure.

“Very gratifying!”

Ms Beaufort cupped Winky’s buttocks, squeezing them, stroking them. Her thumbs slipped between the cheeks to press the butt-plug deeper into the maid’s anus. Winky gasped again, shivered.

“There can be a permanent place for you here as a maid, if you wanted it. Just something to think about. You have options.”

“Merci, Maîtresse.”

The lady brushed Winky’s skirts back down, pulling them out of her hands, much to the disappointment of the maid.

“Put my phone on the bedside table and turn down my sheets for me.”

“Oui, Maîtresse.”

As Winky turned to obey, Ms Beaufort spanked her hard, her hand echoing off the rubber like a gunshot. The maid opened the bedding for her Maîtresse as neatly as she could, creating two triangles. She stepped back to make way for the lady, who picked up the shock stick from her pillow and lifted it high.

For the first time, Winky got a good look at the figure suspended across the frame at the top of the four-poster bed. Hanging face-down, she was completely covered in skin-tight rubber, the only parts of the woman that were visible were her lips, thrusting out from the reinforced mouth hole of a fully encapsulating latex helmet, and her nipples that poked through little holes at the tip of her breasts.

The helmet looked glued to her face, showing the outline of her cheekbones, nose and brow. Two small holes over her nostrils held little tubes that disappeared inside. As with the maids, her lips and breasts were massive. The holes fitted very tightly around the base of each nipple, causing the nubs to swell and appear abnormally large, standing very proud.

Because her arms were bound behind her in some way, her torso curved convexly, her heavy breasts dangling down and making a tempting target. Her legs were folded at the knee, calves strapped to thighs, lower legs clad in ballet boots that had no heel. Her thighs were pulled wide apart into a full split, forming a straight line from knee to knee with a prominent mound bulging against the rubber halfway in between. The position must have been agonizingly painful, especially as time passed.

Her waist was drawn in by the requisite severe corset and a posture collar wrapped her neck, framing her jaw and leaving her head immobile. On the forehead of the helmet in white was a large number 4. The copper chains Winky had noticed earlier hung from the sturdy rings through her nipples. A third chain came out of the woman’s mouth. They hung down about three feet, very fine and at that moment, still.

“Tongue out, Number 4!” Ms Beaufort spoke loudly.

Number 4 immediately obeyed, thrusting the muscle out as far as she could. The copper chain was connected to a tongue stud near the tip, similar to the one Winky/Mia had. It began to swing.

Ms Beaufort put the tip of the shock stick into the meat of the tongue and pulled the trigger.

Snap! There was a heart-rending strangled shriek. The frame shook and rattled as the restrained figure jumped to the limit of her bonds. Winky heard one gentle sob. Somehow, the woman held her tongue in place.

“Good girl, you may close your mouth.”

Ms Beaufort climbed into the bed, sat back against the thickly padded black leather headboard, drawing the silk duvet cover up to her waist.

“All of my maids spend some of their time as odalisques too, entertaining me. That would be you up there, at some point, Winky. What number do you think you would be?” Ms Beaufort’s eyes flashed with humour.

“je ne sais pas, Maîtresse.”

“Of course you don’t, it’s completely random. Each odalisque must spend a minimum of eight hours a week on the wheel in the atrium. They need to be able to prove their devotion to me. It has to be absolute. I don’t accept half-hearted maids. I’m sure you aren’t half-hearted, Winky?”

“Non, Maîtresse.”

“So you are happy to turn on the wheel for my pleasure?”

The prospect filled Winky with utter horror, but her body betrayed her, the warmth in her pussy saying otherwise.

“It would be my pleasure, too, Maîtresse. I am grateful to serve you in any way you desire.”

“Good girl. I shall make sure you have another prolonged session before you leave us.”

Winky trembled. Why had she just said that!

Ms Beaufort lifted her shock stick once more. She could no longer reach Number 4 and it became evident what the hanging copper chains were for. She touched the tip to the chain hanging from 4’s right nipple.

Snap! Squeal. Again the rattle as 4 jumped in her restraints, the chains swinging.

The lady reached over to her bedside table and picked up a remote control unit, it looked like an old-fashioned pocket calculator. She pointed it at 4. Winky heard the low buzz of a powerful vibrator coming to life. The frame above them rattled again. Winky could see 4’s sex quivering under the taut latex, so protuberant in the extreme position she was fixed in, thighs pulling against their straps spasmodically.

“For a prolonged installation like this, 4 has a catheter fitted. The bag’s well disguised behind her. That way she can be left as she is for many hours, right through the night, so she can be there to greet me in the morning. The vibrator has a random shock setting, just to keep her perky.”

As if on cue, 4 jumped violently and squealed once more. Winky saw her mouth open as she began to draw heavy breaths, her huge tits beginning to rise and fall. The copper chains were swinging back and forth.

“Beautiful!” Ms Beaufort sighed.

Then her eyes turned back to the maid.

“Put your hand out, Winky.”

Winky obeyed with apprehension. The lady still had the shock stick in her hand.

“Palm down.”

The maid turned her hand around. Ms Beaufort placed the tip of the stick onto Winky’s middle finger, directly on the skin above the edge of the fingerless latex gloves that were part of her uniform. Their eyes met. Ms Beaufort had that familiar smile.

Snap! Agony exploded, passing through her hand, shooting up her arm.

“Argh!” Winky tried to keep quiet, but failed.

She also tried to keep her arm stretched out, but failed at that too, instinctively snatching her hand back before thrusting it forward again.

Ms Beaufort tutted, her stare carrying her displeasure, which stung Winky’s heart, distressed that she had disappointed her Maîtresse.

“Self-discipline, Winky! Please me, not yourself! Present your other hand.”

“Pardonne-moi, Maîtresse.”

The maid instantly obeyed. This time Ms Beaufort left the tip against Winky’s finger for a long time. The maid’s eyes flited from the lady to her hand and back again. She could see the tremble in her hand.

Snap!

Winky fought with everything she had to hold her hand in place, but couldn’t stop the flinch, moving back a couple of inches as the pain lanced up her arm. She gasped but kept quiet, eyes welling with tears as she held Ms Beaufort’s gaze.

“Better, but still not good enough. Cross your wrists behind you again.”

The initial agonizing pain from the shocks faded, but left a nagging ache up both arms and a tingle down to her fingertips. Ms Beaufort returned her attention to Number 4, shocking the copper chain to her other nipple. Another high-pitched squeal. But it wasn’t long before the lady’s eyes were once again on Winky, gleaming with excitement.

Winky’s eyes grew wide as the shock stick swung back toward her, the two little prongs at the tip coming to rest on her grossly inflated lips.

Snap!

The pain was so awful that for a couple of seconds Winky was aware of nothing else. She squealed in a near perfect imitation of Number 4, swaying alarmingly but managing to catch herself before stepping back. Tears spilled over onto her cheeks. Her whole jaw ached abominably.

Ms Beaufort patted the top of her bedside table.

“Second drawer from the bottom you will find some weights. Pass me three, Winky.”

There were six weights in the draw, shaped like teardrops, a metal loop embedded in the top. They appeared identical. They were significantly heavier than they looked. The maid passed three to the Frenchwoman.

“Let’s ensure Number 4 doesn’t get too comfortable tonight!”

Sitting up for a moment, the lady attached each to the end of a copper chain. Winky watched 4’s nipples elongate under the strain, stretching to twice their previous length. The tip of 4’s tongue was drawn out from between her distended lips by the pull of the weight. Ms Beaufort knocked all three, sending them swinging violently. 4’s wail of distress was piteous.

Falling indolently back on to her pillows, Ms Beaufort picked up the stick once more.

“I’m not finished with you yet, Winky. Mouth open and stick that tongue right out!”

Winky obeyed without hesitation, trying to quell her rising panic. She had learned the hard way that obedience was the only way to minimize her suffering. She had to be strong.

Snap!

She made a strangled noise. It was even worse than she had anticipated, the pain spread through her whole mouth, down her throat, into her chest, instant agony. She sobbed, wobbled on her extreme heels, but kept her tongue out, watching Ms Beaufort lower the stick with relief. The lady waved a finger and only then did Winky draw her tongue back in. It felt numb, like her lips. Her whole mouth tingled. Everywhere ached.

“For your first time on duty, Winky, you have done quite well. You have tried hard to please. But I demand perfection. You have the capability to eventually achieve that, but must accept the consequences when you do not. You haven’t fully mastered the shoes yet, you must move with grace and fluidity at all times. Getting up from your knees has been particularly poor. At times you have been slow and unfocused and less than elegant. These are things you would need to work on.”

At that moment there was a knock at the door.

“Enter!”

Winky was facing away and couldn’t see who came in.

“Undress Jack, then ask him to correct you for your unsatisfactory performance this evening.”

“Oui, Maîtresse.”

Winky dropped another deep curtsy and turned to find the boi standing near the bottom of the bed. She was wearing grey leathers and Doc Martens boots. The maid dropped to her knees and began to unlace the DMs.

“What would you suggest, Winky, that would best enable you to learn from your failings and focus your attitude for the future?”

The maid’s heart was racing again. Choosing her own punishment? She couldn’t afford to hesitate and had to prove her commitment.

“Would the cane be appropriate, Maîtresse?”

“Wonderful choice! How many do you need?”

“Would five be appropriate, Maîtresse?”

“Hmm... That seems a bit light… But you have charmed me with your conscientiousness and caught me in a good mood. I’ll let you get away with it this time.”

Jack had stepped out of her boots. Winky pulled her pants down to her ankles. Though she had seen it before, it was still a shock to see the boi’s crotch. The large strap-on sat erect in front of her, swinging back and forth. The harness at the waist and the top of the thighs took most of the strain, but the flared base of the dildo was directly connected to her outer labia by three piercings in each lip, the bolt-like studs passing through the silicone and her flesh.

It was too dark in the bedroom to see, but the silicone was semi-transparent at its base and in brighter light the sturdy chain connected to the bottom of the dong could be seen disappearing between those lips into her pussy, where Winky could only guess what it connected to.

As Winky got back up to her feet she was very self-conscious following Ms Beaufort’s criticism, attempting to be as graceful as possible – the heels were evil, it would take a lot of practice.

“Better!” The lady commented

The combination of the leather, masculine cologne and the musk from being wrapped in the heavy hide so much of the time gave Jack a unique scent. Winky associated it with all the pleasure the Boi’s faux cock had given her in the last few months, it just added to her lust.

Underneath her jacket, Jack’s small breasts were covered in a wide leather band that pulled them tight against her ribcage. As Winky moved to unfasten it, Ms Beaufort stopped her.

“No, that stays on!”

“Pardonne-moi, Maîtresse.”

Again feeling very self-conscious, Winky stood in front of Jack and performed another curtsy.

“Monsieur, I humbly ask for you to assist in my correction for being unable to maintain the justifiably high standards expected of me.”

Winky had never seen such fire in Jack’s eyes. They ran up and down Winky’s body. Clearly the boi was aroused by the transformation that had taken place to turn Mia into Winky, the erect cock waving in front of her could have been the real thing. That didn’t bode well for her forthcoming punishment. Winky swallowed hard.

“It will be my pleasure, Winky.” Jack was softly spoken as always.

Jack spun around, padding across the carpet in her bare feet, knowing where to get her hands on a cane.

“Stand at the bottom of the bed and bend over, resting your hands on the mattress.” Ms Beaufort ordered.

With a horrible feeling in the pit of her stomach and a fire burning in her pussy, Winky walked across the carpet, swinging her hips, placing one foot in front of the other, trying to move as gracefully as possible. Her latex skirts swung heavily back and forth, rustling, her dress crackling. The little probes in each of her lower holes flexed and shifted, as did the tiny spines pressing against her sex. She desperately needed to cum. She stood in place, her eyes meeting Ms Beaufort’s laconic gaze.

Then she bent forward, stretching out her hands before her. Bending in the severe corset was painful. The infernal collar also cut into the top of her throat, she raised her head as high as she could.

“Keep your eyes on me. Remember, your suffering is my pleasure, and you want to please me, don’t you, Winky?”

“Oui, Maîtresse.”

Jack was behind her. she put the cane down on the bed beside the maid. Winky could just see it in the corner of her eye. Her uniform skirts were lifted and draped across her back, the noise of latex shifting against latex mesmerizing. Her buttocks were bared except for their inner slopes, covered by the abbreviated panties.

“Wank her, but don’t let her cum, she doesn’t deserve that, do you, Winky?”

“Non, Maîtresse.” Winky held back tears, and the punishment hadn’t started yet.

Jack’s little hands, unmistakeable, stroked Winky’s bottom, fingers caressing, causing the maid to shiver, before running up and down the narrow strip of rubber that separated each cheek, pressing hard on the butt-plug. The fingers gradually moved lower, teasing her perineum, making her squirm with pleasure, then slid over her sex, pressing hard, pushing the dildo and the little spikes firmly into her pussy. Winky gasped, her eyes briefly closing as the sensations permeated through her crotch, her hips gyrating.

“Eyes on me!” Ms Beaufort snapped.

Winky immediately obeyed, moaning as Jack’s hand worked her sex through the panties, driving her crazy with need.

“Pardonne-moi, Maîtresse… Oh!... Oh!”

The heel of Jack’s hand continued to grind into Winky’s pussy, her hips writhed, eyes wide at the feelings consuming her. The speed and force of Jack’s hand slowly increased. Winky pushed back against it, wriggling, trying to get the pressure where it had the most effect. Jack spanked her hard.

“Don’t try that!”

She was to be allowed no control at all. She was breathing hard now, so excited. Ms Beaufort was smiling mischievously, able to see the anguish gripping her maid, so aroused but knowing she would not get the gratification she needed, waiting for the lady’s order to stop her masturbation.

“You truly are an insatiable slut! How many cums did you get from your dogging adventure earlier?”

“Two… Maîtresse!”

“And yet here you are a couple of hours later, like you haven’t climaxed in a month! If you had devoted more of your time since you arrived to pleasing me instead of thinking about your own cunt, maybe you wouldn’t be getting a caning, hmm?”

Jack’s hand continued to work fast and hard. Winky could feel her orgasm coming. And as she looked into Ms Beaufort’s eyes, she knew her Maîtresse could sense it too.

“I gave you your fun earlier, this time now is about mine! Stop, Jack!”

The hand was gone. Winky was left waving her arse frantically to maintain some stimulation. The maid looked pleadingly, desperately at her Maîtresse. Ms Beaufort was unmoved by Winky’s unspoken appeal for compassion.

“Be still, now! While you are mine, both your pleasure and your pain are at my indulgence. That is my will. Do not forget it!”

“Non, Maîtresse.”

Winky tried desperately to obey, to keep her hips still, but wasn’t completely successful. She was panting like a bitch in heat and as she looked at Ms Beaufort, she knew she was an open book for the lady to read. Her eyes really were the windows to her soul.

“You will stay still. You will keep your legs straight. You will accept your correction with grace and dignity.”

“Oui, Maîtresse.”

From the corner of her eye, she saw the cane disappear from beside her. She heard that terrible hum of the stick moving through the air as Jack took some practice swipes. Ms Beaufort, her head resting comfortably against her headboard, had a smile of satisfaction as she saw the conflicting emotions playing out in Winky’s head, as the fear overcame her arousal.

“Two on the thighs, Jack, one in the groove and the last two on her arse.”

“Yes, Ms Beaufort.”

“Winky, after each stroke you will count, you will thank Jack and you will thank me, all in French.”

“Oui, Maîtresse.”

Ms Beaufort waved her hand at Jack. It was so hard for Winky to keep eye contact with the lady. She had to get herself together, if she couldn’t hold on to her self-discipline she would just earn extra strokes and make the ordeal even worse.

Hum. Crack!

Mouth clamped shut, eyes wide open and staring at Ms Beaufort, Winky’s face contorted in agony as the fire burst across the centre of her thighs. She had to fight, fight, fight to stay still, to stay silent until she was composed enough to speak.

“Un. Merci, monsieur! Merci, Maîtresse!”

Jack waited for the pain to achieve its full effect.

Hum. Crack!

Higher up her thighs. Fuck, it hurt! Tears spilled from Winky’s wild eyes. She was panting again, but for an entirely different reason now.

“Deux. Merci, monsieur! Merci, Maîtresse!”

“A maid of mine is a representation of me, Winky. She must be immaculate in all she does!”

The third stroke, coming up from low, bit right into the crease where her legs met buttocks. Winky sobbed, her hips squirmed. For a few seconds she couldn’t keep her legs straight, knees sinking low. She quickly got control of herself.

“Trois. Merci, monsieur! Merci, Maîtresse!”

“She must display the grace and humility that reflects her station in life, that reflects my values.”

The fourth was low across her bottom, again the cane rising from low down, almost a glancing blow that lifted her buttocks, setting them jumping, jiggling. Winky’s mouth opening wide in a silent scream, face creased with distress, tears pouring. Still she held Ms Beaufort’s gaze. She struggled to compose herself.

“Quatre. Merci, monsieur! Merci, Maîtresse!”

“She must be focused and diligent at all times.”

The fifth came from a higher trajectory, the tip biting into the meat of Winky’s right buttock, taking the pain to yet another level. Again the maid’s knees bent, her hips writhed. She quickly pulled herself back into position.

“Cinq… Merci, monsieur!.. Merci, Maîtresse!”

Ms Beaufort’s gaze was fierce, full of passion and lust. Winky blinked away tears in an attempt to clear her vision, feeling raw and exposed to her Maîtresse.

“Only perfection will be permitted. Do you understand, Winky?”

“Oui, Maîtresse.”

Ms Beaufort’s face broke into a wide smile, one of the warmest Winky had ever received.

“Welcome to Belles Larmes!” She said quietly. “Stand up.”

Winky pulled herself upright with as much dignity as she could muster. Her legs were wobbly. The heavy skirts fell back down, caressing her throbbing backside. She was unable to keep still, her backside subtly moving, her chest heaving, tits rising up and down as she quietly sobbed. The cane appeared in front of her face, the cool wood pressed against her engorged lips. She kissed it.

“Back to work! Put away Jack’s leathers.”

“Oui, Maîtresse.”

Winky forced herself not to grab at her burning bum and thighs, compelled her hips to swing fluidly as she moved, even though it increased the pain to do so, acutely aware that Ms Beaufort was still watching her.

Ms Beaufort had a walk-in wardrobe that was as large as Mia’s bedroom at home. An isle in the centre displayed her huge collection of boots, many with famous designer names, each with a shaper inserted to maintain its form, each polished immaculately and ready to wear. Winky put Jack’s leathers on a hanger. There were plenty of places to suspend it. She put the boi’s DMs neatly underneath.

When she stepped back out into the bedroom, Jack was on the bed sat on Ms Beaufort’s lap and they were kissing. Jack’s hands were crossed behind her, tied at the wrists with a silk scarf. Winky waited and watched, trying and failing to suppress her jealousy and resentment. She had spent so long attending earnestly to Ms Beaufort, only to have Jack arrive and usurp her.

Still in pain and still desperately aroused, hips moving moderately in response to both, Winky stood as she had been taught, feet together, head high, wrists crossed in the small of her back. She wept quietly, trying to process the turmoil in her head, the emotions this intense evening had engendered.

Ms Beaufort suddenly pushed Jack onto her back on the bed beside her, the Boi’s strap-on standing nearly upright and waving comically. The lady climbed astride the tiny figure and sat down on Jack’s face, grinding her buttocks until she found the position she wanted. Her head tilted back and she sighed, eyes closing. Her nipples were standing out like doorstops, her face, neck and shoulders flushed.

After a few moments her eyes opened again and she appeared to notice Winky, as if she had forgotten she was still there.

“Dismissed!” Her hand waved, shooing the maid away.

Winky turned and left Ms Beaufort’s bedroom.
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Sleeping Arrangements

Thirty six hours later…

Chouchou was awoken by a loud clatter outside her stall. Ms Beaufort’s groom Ginger and her two assistants had arrived. Mia had just spent her first night as a ponygirl – as Chouchou – and was about to start her second day in harness.

She found it hard to believe she had dropped off at all, given the position she was left in last night, but such was her physical and mental exhaustion that she had slept most of the night, albeit waking multiple times. Each time though, somehow, she had been able to drift off again very quickly.

She had been put to bed still wearing the mitts that left her hands as two flat, leather covered ovals that were virtually rigid – with great effort she could bend them slightly. She also still had on the pony boots that held her ankles almost fully extended and encased her legs up to the knee. The front section of the boots had an additional, heavily padded panel of leather that covered her kneecap. A thick strap around her lower thigh held it in place.

Her knees were buried in straw, cuffs around her ankles were connected by loose chains to rings at the bottom of the side walls of her stall. The chains weren’t long enough for her to be able to close her legs. She could push her feet against the walls, which split her legs very wide and was uncomfortable. With each foot long chain pulled taut, she could close her legs to about two feet apart.

Two leather slings had been attached between the side walls of the stall, one about a foot wide, the other about half that width. Chouchou had been laid face down on them, the wider sling supporting her hips and abdomen, the smaller her chest and shoulders. Her breasts hung down in between and ached after so many hours in that position, her large implants were a significant weight. The slings were about a foot above the straw.

Her arms were folded wrist to elbow behind her back, a leather sleeve buckled closed around her forearms, drawing them tight together and holding them in place.

Covering her head was some kind of mesh of straps, her braided hair protruding through a ring at the back of her head. The end of the braid was fixed to the back wall of the stall, tight enough that she could feel the constant pull. The criss-crossing straps of the mesh were similar to her bridle, only significantly denser, creating little diamonds of space between them, even over her eyes. The only gaps were spaces for her mouth and ears, but the mesh fitted so tightly - including under her chin - that she couldn’t open her mouth very far.

The mesh helmet was linked to a wide collar locked around her throat. Three inches high, it forced her to keep her head up, cutting into the soft flesh under her chin uncomfortably whenever she let it drop. The arrangement was psychologically as well as physically challenging to wear, confining and claustrophobic.

Added to this, there was a chain connecting her grommeted ear piercings running behind the back of her head, distending her lobes, as the chain was taut. While the chains connecting her ears to her nose ring had not been removed last night with the rest of the tack, so were stretching her lobes in the opposite direction simultaneously and perpetually tugging on her septum.

Another chain from the back wall was locked to the top of the mesh helmet. Nearly taut, it severely restricted the movement of her head. If she raised her head to relieve the pull on her braided hair, this chain would snap tight, restricting how much she could do so.

The whole position left her backside and sex hanging in the air behind her, completely bare and exposed. Before the lights had been switched off last night, her heavily welted buttocks had been smothered in a thick coating of ointment. Initially it had burned like hell and she had thrashed about to the limit of her restraints, gasping and sobbing. Her tender nipples had received a small amount too. After a while, though, the affect had changed to a cooling and numbing that had allowed her to sleep.

She had dreamt feverishly, often of extreme distress and pain, sometimes pleasure, sometimes both. She would wake in raging sexual need but could do nothing to stimulate her burning hot pussy, bound as she was, but most often it was her physical discomfort that awoke her.

The lights now on again, all she could see was the thick layer of straw underneath her. The stall was lined with wood right up to the ceiling and on the floor under the straw. It was very rustic and smelt like a barn. Only the roof deviated from the image, flat and entirely made of glass, the only source of natural light. The November gloom needed artificial assistance.

Her legs were aching and stiff after yesterday’s Parisienne ordeal. She had been run beyond exhaustion. The prospect of the same again today was utterly terrifying and the panic welled up inside her, but so did the raging need in her unquenchable pussy and that always won out. It didn’t occur to her to put a stop to events. What Ms Beaufort wanted was what she would get.

The bolt was drawn back on the half-height door to her stall. She heard the rustle of feet in the straw.

“How are you this morning, Chouchou?” The singsong voice belonged to Rosie, one of groom Ginger’s Lieutenants.

Was that a rhetorical question or an attempt to trick her into speaking? She decided on the former. She hadn’t sensed that kind of malevolence in the assistant groom.

As Chouchou had been tacked-up yesterday morning – after spending the night with the other maids in their underground quarters – Ginger had run through the ground rules for ponies in Ms Beaufort’s stable. To stress how important was the rule that a pony never spoke, she mentioned it first and last. It was the most fundamental rule and heavily, ruthlessly punished if broken. Ponies did not speak.

The groom stepped over Chouchou’s left leg and the larger sling, crouching down next to the pony.

“Ready for another fun-filled day?”

A gloved hand cupped Chouchou’s hanging left breast, hefting the weight, the soft leather rubbing across the pony’s still tender nipple. Chouchou sighed. It literally had been a long night – she had been bedded down early – and the isolation had got to her. she was craving attention again, wanted the feel of hands on her body.

Chouchou suspected that Rosie had once been one of Ms Beaufort’s maids. She had the huge breasts and overblown lips that were so characteristic. Her hair was short and dirty blonde and she had large, kind, brown eyes.

The groom’s other hand stroked Chouchou’s bottom. The pony flinched as she was touched there. The chains on her ankles snapped taut as she instinctively tried to close her legs.

“Shh! It’s OK, they look beautiful. They are healing nicely, ready for another dose today!”

The hand rubbed hard.

“You have such lovely cheeks, they are just made for the whip! You are so pale all the marks are beautifully defined!”

From outside her stall, Chouchou heard the clip-clop of hooves on the flagstones of the concourse, getting louder. The hand feeling-up her buttocks dropped lower to press against her sex. Her pussy spasmed from the contact after hanging in the air untouched for so many hours in such excitement. Rosie giggled.

“Hot little filly, aren’t we! Somebody likes being a ponygirl!”

Rosie’s thumb pushed between Chouchou’s labia, probing upwards to press on her clit, toggle the barbell piercing through the hood. The ponygirl squealed, her hips writhing. So many erotic dreams had left her so needy. The thumb moved lower and sank up to the hilt in her vagina. It fucked her for a few moments and she gasped and squirmed, then mewed piteously as it pulled away.

“No need to prepare her, Miss, she’s sopping already!”

Even though her face was hidden, Chouchou blushed as Rosie announced her condition loudly.

There was a lot of noise in the stall then. Feet on straw, hooves clomping down, muffled masculine grunts. There was the rattle of chains and the creak of leather.

“Today you get Jester’s morning woody, Chouchou. The ponygirls take it in turns, so don’t expect this treat every morning!”

Jester was Ms Beaufort’s ponyboy. He was gorgeous and had a big cock. The prospect of being fucked by him when she was in such need was thrilling.

Rosie pressed her wet, gloved thumb to Chouchou’s mouth.

“Clean off your mess, pony!”

She opened her jaw as far as the restriction of the mesh helmet would allow, just able to get the digit into her mouth. She tasted herself and the leather, sucking, working her tongue over it.

Rosie giggled again, pulling the thumb out. The noises behind them continued. There was a lot of grunting and the smack of a crop against skin.

“It’s such a treat for him to have a different pony to fuck. He’s so excited!”

Chouchou felt the tip of his cock stab into the bottom of her buttock.

“Missed completely! Silly Jester!” Rosie laughed loudly.

Chouchou felt fingers parting her labia, steering the cock between them. There was a smack and Jester lunged forward, burying his cock deep into Chouchou. It was so hard and fast it took the ponygirl’s breath away. After the initial shock it felt good. Jester began to pound her like he hadn’t had a fuck in years and without any finesse whatsoever. This was as crude as it got.

She rocked back and forth in her restraints to the limits they allowed, the ponyboy’s harnessed hips smacking painfully into her sore bottom, hurting her each time. Her braided hair was getting yanked agonizingly. But she was so turned on, so desperate, the pleasure overwhelmed the pain and discomfort.

Rosie was stroking and squeezing her breasts again. Chouchou found herself fighting her restraints, pulling on her bound arms and legs, the helplessness of her position increasing the intensity of her arousal. In no time at all a climax rushed upon her. She wailed loudly, thrashing, surfing a wave of bliss. She needed it so badly, the animalistic crudity perfectly capturing her mood and urgency.

Rolling Chouchou’s nipples between her fingers, Rosie yanked them hard. The ponygirl felt so vulnerable, unable to prevent access to any part of her body by anyone, available to be used however anybody pleased and she could do nothing about it. The reality of her situation drove her crazy with lust.

“Just gagging for it, weren’t you!” Rosie whispered in her ear. “Cum-hungry cunt!”

Jester continued to rut her prone, exposed body, slamming into the ponygirl, keeping her breathless, giving her no time to experience any post-orgasmic slump. Her excitement and need didn’t falter. Rosie left Chouchou’s breasts alone long enough to give a brutal tug on the braid of her hair.

“Just an animal!”

The ponyboy was panting heavily, Chouchou could feel his hot breath on her back, but he had so much stamina the fervour of the fucking didn’t slacken, if anything it was getting more urgent, not less. The ponygirl screwed down on his cock, feeling another climax approaching already, trying to have some control, some input into her stimulation. But she couldn’t, she was just a vessel for the ponyboy’s morning stiffy, his pent-up arousal from being locked up all night.

She screamed as the second orgasm crashed through her, convulsing. She was vaguely aware of Jester roaring. His fucking motion changed to short, hard stabs as he came and unloaded himself into her. She was swinging frenziedly in the slings as his hips pushed her around. Her climax going on and on.

At last, they both slumped. Chouchou’s mouth fought the confinement of the mesh helmet as she tried to get more air. Every part of her body ached but – for a few moments at least – she felt sated, gloriously satisfied.

They didn’t waste any time pulling Jester off her, manhandling him back out of the stall. She was left alone, pussy still twitching and a little sore. She might even have dozed off again. Then Rosie was beside her, unfastening some of the buckles of the mesh helmet so the ponygirl could open her mouth properly. The chains connecting the top of the helmet and her braid to the back wall were removed.

A feeding bag was then pulled over Chouchou’s head. She had been introduced to these yesterday, it was how ponies ate in Ms Beaufort’s stable, but she had yet to acclimatize herself to the experience. The bag was made of heavy rubber and it stretched over the whole of her head, blinding her. There were three grommeted holes in the latex situated right over her nose. With every breath out the rubber expanded, balloon like. With every breath in the bag contracted close to her face. The air was heavy with the scent of the latex and whatever food was in the bottom of the bag.

The bottom of the bag fit tight against her bottom lip so she could empty its contents completely (a requirement.) Yesterday the food had been a bland but palatable mix of dry oats and diced raw vegetables, with an occasional shred of meat. When it was full, the food pressed against her mouth quite heavily, the rubber stretched and bulging, gradually shrinking as the meal was eaten. It was utterly bizarre and quite unpleasant.

This morning, as well as the oats, there was some crunchy granola and some tiny bits of fruit. There was a little juice mixed in, making for a sticky mess across her lower face, but it had more flavour than yesterday’s meals and she was ravenously hungry. She pulled the mush into her mouth with her tongue as best she could. It took a long while to eat but she was given plenty of time and had to wait after she had finished, all sticky and thirsty, the latex blowing out and retracting with each of her breaths.

“Have you been a good girl?”

Rosie peeled the bag off Chouchou’s head, much to her relief. It was hot, sweaty and smelly inside. It took some moments for her eyes to adjust back to the light and the fresh air was savoured.

“That’s a good little pony!”

The groom turned the bag inside out and pressed the rubber against Chouchou’s mouth for her to lick up some remnants stuck to the latex. Her face was wiped with a wet cloth, then the water bag was pulled over her head. It was similar to the feeding bag except the liquid was contained in its own section and the pony had to suck it through a tube – but not until the valve was opened.

Again inside the dark, oppressive latex, she felt the rubber sticking to her face with each inward breath. The water was at least cold, but she thought that probably had more to do with the time of year than any intent, but it tasted of the rubber, which wasn’t very pleasant. Nevertheless, she was very thirsty and sucked greedily.

While she was drinking, Rosie was massaging the ponygirl’s legs, smothering some kind of lotion into her stiff muscles that gave a gently burning sensation. It felt good, but boy did she need a pee!

*

Ten minutes later, Chouchou was hanging in the air, suspended over a drain hole two feet square. Her mesh helmet had been retightened and a heavy chain connected to the ring on the top of it. The chain dangled from a bar that crossed the stable about ten feet above the ground. Two more chains hung down from the same point, each of these terminating in a cuff which had been locked around the ponygirl’s ankles, holding them raised to hip height either side of her body, her thighs spread wide apart. Her arms were still restrained behind her wrist to elbow.

She swung gently back and forth, her sex and bumhole her lowest point. An enema tube was inserted in her rectum, which was currently filling up with a warm, soapy liquid from the bag hanging from a frame next to her, giving her abdomen severe cramps. She could see her belly starting to bloat. At least she had been able to relieve herself, even if it had been in the most undignified and humiliating of ways.

She could feel Jester’s gism oozing out of her pussy, the sound of it hitting the grill underneath her one blob at a time, like a dripping tap. There might be a situation more dehumanizing than the one she was currently in, but she couldn’t think of it right now.

From the outside, the stable building was a white and glass oblong in the same style as Ms Beaufort’s house, even though it was sited some distance away, behind a hedge at the bottom of the garden. The length of both sides was windowless white, while the width of the building was entirely glass at both ends, which could be rolled back to open the interior up – great in the summer, not so much in November.

The tiled, open shower area was right at one end, directly in front of the glass. It felt like Chouchou was hanging in a shop window. Though the likelihood of anyone wandering past was small, it had clearly been designed to reinforce on the ponies that no part of their lives or bodies would be private. In this respect they were to have no more stature then real horses.

The way Chouchou was suspended was particularly uncomfortable. Much of her bodyweight was being supported by the mesh helmet and incorporated collar, the leather straps drawn much tighter against her head by the load they were bearing, the collar lifted, digging into her chin. Her legs were becoming increasingly painful with her ankles being held in such an awkward position.

But that was all small change compared to the immediacy of the turmoil growing in her intestines, her face was twisting in pain. She began to gasp and pant, fidgeting, starting to swing more animatedly. She never filled herself up to this extent when she performed her own enemas.

Rosie was back beside her. She put her hand to Chouchou’s bulging belly and pressed against it, causing the ponygirl to writhe, teasing her cruelly.

“About ready to burst!” She giggled.

The ponygirl felt the groom’s hand on the base of the nozzle lodged in her sphincter.

“You do not discharge until I tell you to!” She warned.

The tube was pulled out. Chouchou squeezed with all her might, it was so hard to hold the churning contents of her bowel inside. The groom moved well clear.

“Let it out!”

Chouchou couldn’t remember ever feeling so humiliated as she released. The noise and the smell was atrocious. She closed her eyes in shame, but her mind created the picture of what she must look like, bound as she was, losing control of her body. It went on and on.

They weren’t alone. Ms Beaufort’s show pony Joujou was in the exact same position as Chouchou a few feet away. When Chouchou opened her eyes, Joujou’s groom Sally was watching her too, smiling at her obvious embarrassment.

Chouchou squealed as Rosie directed a jet of cold water right between the ponygirl’s buttocks, cleaning away any remaining mess.

“One more time, just to make sure there is nothing left!”

The pony moaned as the enema nozzle was pushed into her anus again.

Sally also looked like she had once been one of Ms Beaufort’s maids. Huge breasts strained the fabric of her T-shirt and her swollen lips thrust out in a perpetual, exaggerated pout. Her hair was very short, not much more than a fuzz, which meant she likely had been serving in the house recently.

As Mia had discovered on the night she had spent in the maid’s quarters, all of the maidservants were bald, not a hair left on their heads. Their identical helmet-bob hairdos were all wigs, just the same as the one she had worn.

Chouchou felt her pussy tightening and heating up as she remembered the night before last. When, as Winky, she had returned below stairs after being dismissed by Ms Beaufort, she had been upset. She was used to the Frenchwoman’s physical cruelty, but not prepared for the spitefulness she had been shown. After the teasing, to just be discarded as if she was nothing to the lady, that had really hurt. The maid Winky had been put very firmly in her place. She had been weepy, questioning why she had put herself into Ms Beaufort’s hands at all. She felt foolish.

The maids had been kind to her, though they never asked why she was so upset. She had been given a snack and a drink. They had consoled her, hugging and kissing her. Despite the very strict hierarchy between them – which they all seemed to respect implicitly – there was a shared intimacy and empathy between them all. They were all prisoners of their own, perverse sexuality.

There were two dormitories, one for the maids with two-tier bunks, and one for the odalisques, which contained five platforms with thin, rubber-covered mats. Only three of these crude beds were occupied.

Each odalisque was laced into a contoured latex body bag. Their feet in ballet boots without a heel, the rubber wrapped their legs, drawing them tight together, showing the shape of the boots through the material. Heavy belts at the waist outlined an hourglass curve. Pockets in the sides of the bag held their arms straight down, pressed against their bodies. Posture collars wrapped their necks, holding them rigid, and rubber helmets fitted so tightly the shape of the ears, brows and cheekbones could be clearly seen, as well as the nose.

Apart from two grommeted holes over their nostrils, the only break in the slick, shiny rubber were short tubes sticking out from between latex covered lips. Each breath created a whistle, which added a surreal and disquieting aura to the room. Under the rubber, their bulging cheeks revealed the presence of inflatable gags pumped to an extreme size.

Three straps pulled across each platform at the chest, hip and ankle held them immobile, totally restrained. The only movement being the rise and fall of their breasts with each breath.

Each of their nipples were pulled through little holes in the sacks, protruding stiffly – the thick rubber closing tightly around the base of each nub. Above each platform a chain hung down from the ceiling, splitting in two just above their breasts, The chains were connected to the rings piercing each nipple. The length of each chain was adjusted so that each teat was slightly distended, tensioned by the pull.

Winky had assisted in the encapsulation of the third odalisque, the last to arrive. She had been the one turning on the wheel in the atrium for the latter part of the evening. Winky had squeezed the pump of the inflatable gag, watching the cheeks under the latex helmet slowly expanding, stretching the rubber ever tighter. It was both fascinating and shocking to see. She stopped after hearing a piteous, muffled whine from the unfortunate woman inside the rubber prison.

“One more squeeze.” Binky ordered.

Winky obeyed, watching as Binky adjusted the chains, crouching down to assess the exact amount of pull on each nipple. Winky had shuddered at the thought of what it must be like to be in the odalisque’s position. But there was yet more to come.

She was handed a remote control and told to press the red button. She heard the drone of a vibrator coming to life, deeply muffled, and the encapsulated woman – who had a large number 3 on her forehead – jerked at the sudden stimulation. As Winky watched, she could see the hips of the odalisque start to spasm and twitch.

They left the room, which didn’t have a door, turning the lights out.

“It only lasts half-hour or so, then the battery runs down.” Binky said. “You are lucky if you get to cum twice. If you don’t quite make it to the second, it can make for a frustrating night.”

Back in the maids’ dorm, Binky had Winky undress her. That was when Winky had seen the other maids taking their wigs off. Despite a lot of activity, the room was strangely quiet. The only words spoken were Binky’s occasional guidance for Winky. There was a lot of physical intimacy, touching one another, kissing. The slither and crackle of latex as they removed their uniforms created an erotically charged backdrop.

There were four maids aside from Winky. One maid had to remain in uniform in case they were summoned in the night. Tonight it was Kinky’s turn. She lay on her bunk on her back and the latex covering her breasts was pulled back to expose her nipples. A wire that split into two was clipped to each of her nipple rings – if she was required during the night, she would receive an electric shock. Pinky was undressing Dinky.

Winky was shown how to wipe down the insides of the rubber uniform with a cleaning agent and then dry it and powder it ready for wearing the next day. The shoes had to be polished to perfection. Each maid had a mannequin to place the outfit and the wig on. The outside of the uniform then had to be polished.

Out of their uniforms, the maids still presented a bizarre sight. Their bald scalps were shiny under the artificial lights, so clean, and it was still really difficult to tell them apart with their identical breasts and lips all serving to removed their individuality.

Before Winky was allowed to undress herself, she was put on her knees, still in her full uniform and wig, between Binky’s legs and her swollen lips pressed against the head maid’s prominent and open sex, which was wet. Binky had two genital piercings. A bar through her clit hood that was bigger than Winky’s, and another, horseshoe shaped bar that sat right above her clit. This made the head maid very sensitive to Winky’s expert tongue and she was soon gasping and gyrating her hips, grinding the kneeling maid’s face into her pussy, holding her head firmly. She came very quickly.

Now having seen Binky close up and naked, Winky realized there was a significant age-gap between them. The head maid was in her late 30s, but as with all the maids, her body was so toned and in such great shape that she looked younger.

The senior maids got into bed, leaving Winky and Pinky to undress themselves and prepare their own uniforms for the next day. Pinky’s bottom was laced with fresh cane marks the same as Winky’s. Neither of the junior maids slept in their own bunk. Pinky climbed into Dinky’s bunk, while Winky was ordered into Binky’s. The sheets, pillows and duvet covers were all black latex.

Binky’s fingers played across Winky’s cane marks as their bodies entwined, causing the junior maid to flinch and twitch. Winky’s punishment seemed to excite the head maid, who began to kiss Winky passionately. Kissing those huge lips was an experience Mia would never forget, nor would she the gently commanding authority with which Binky used her during a night with some wonderful sex. Every time she saw or thought about the maids she would remember that night. It had certainly helped her get over the upset of Ms Beaufort’s cruelty, clarifying why she had chosen this path in life.
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Pride

Now in her full pony tack, Chouchou was being led down the main concourse of the stable. Her horseshoes rang loudly off the flagstone floor, sounding eerily like the real thing. She had just spent some time in the gym, mainly working out her arms on various machines, which she welcomed after a day and a night with them bound behind her. To feel the muscles extended, the joints moving, an active part of her body once more had been good, so easily had she slipped into a mindset accepting the total loss of their use.

But it had been nothing more than a short interlude. Now her wrists were once more secured to the back of her collar in the reverse-prayer, the strap below her elbows drawing them as close together as they would go toward the small of her back. Her shoulders and elbows hurt – she was sure the strap was buckled tighter than yesterday, her spine curved even more, thrusting her breasts out so provocatively in front of her. The chains and straps imprisoning them seemed to be digging into her flesh even more than yesterday, or was it just her imagination?

She stared down at her breasts as best she could manage - they looked so big and felt so heavy! They were already shiny with the copious drool that leaked from her bitted mouth. Her nipples jutted out so far, she couldn’t believe it was possible for them to be so hard and erect. The harness had little rings that clicked shut around the base of each nub, causing them to swell and making them extra sensitive – that was why the pull of the reins on her nipple rings and the clamps of the nipple bar hurt so much (especially when it was removed.)

Five chains were attached to each of these collar rings, spreading out in a star shape, each chain indenting the skin of the bulging breast, linking to the straps of the harness that endeavoured to keep both tits, only partially successfully, tight to her chest. The whole arrangement felt so comprehensively physically and psychologically controlling it was overwhelming. Like the rest of her tack, thoughtfully designed to reinforce the total restraint she was subject to.

Chouchou made sure to prance high. Earlier, Rosie had struck her thigh hard with her crop for taking lazy steps. The ponygirl could still feel the welt throbbing. She had received two more yesterday, painful lessons whenever her concentration slipped.

Rosie had hold of the pony’s reins right under the bit, which enabled her to control Chouchou effortlessly despite being smaller than the ponygirl in her towering hooves. She steered them into the simulator, filling Chouchou with dread after yesterday’s terrible ordeal on the streets of Paris.

The same sulky was waiting for her. She was backed between the shafts, the traces were connected to her harness, the ceiling chains locked to her shoulders. What was different was that both Ginger and Rosie were in the chamber. It was Rosie who climbed into the cart.

Ginger stood in front of Chouchou, running her hands possessively over the ponygirl’s body, finishing with her gloved hand stroking the heavily welted right buttock, which was still tender. Chouchou was trembling.

“Today’s exercise is different. It’s not about distance and speed, it’s about posture. It’s about elegance, pride in your appearance and your ownership! You will move gracefully, with passion, displaying your gratitude that Ms Beaufort has deemed you worthy enough to wear her brand. Show us how proud you are to belong to her.”

Chouchou didn’t know how she was supposed to do that. She could move nothing above her waist except her eyes.

“Before you leave here you will be expressing your love of being a pony, glorying in what you now are. You will be comfortable in your identity as Chouchou, Ms Beaufort’s property. You are not allowed shame and embarrassment for what you are. Look at me!”

Chouchou raise her eyes.

“You want Ms Beaufort to be proud of you, don’t you? Focus on being what she wants you to be, a beautiful, sexy ponygirl!” Ginger’s voice had dropped low.

Her hand cupped Chouchou’s cheek, her thumb stroking the cheekbone. Then she was gone from the ponygirl’s limited vision.

The greenscreen surrounding them flickered and came to life. What was in front of the pony was not an outside location this time. They were in a tunnel, and ahead the tunnel opened into a big arena filled with people, and the noise of the crowd carried down to them. The reins slapped Chouchou’s shoulders.

“Walk on!” Rosie called.

Chouchou pranced forward, trying to move fluidly. The floor beneath them began to move. Almost immediately a crop smacked into the side of her thigh, catching her by surprise, causing her to cry out.

“Bounce with joy with each step! Be eager with each step!” Ginger’s voice came from beside her, out of the pony’s range of sight.

Disconcerted, tears already welling in her eyes, Chouchou’s leg burned from the cut of the crop.

“You are the luckiest slut in the world! Ms Beaufort has chosen you to be her ponygirl. You are a gorgeous, sensuous, fetishistic creature that everyone lusts after. Show everyone that you know it!”

The crop tapped against Chouchou’s right thigh every time she lifted it parallel to the floor. It only hurt a little, but was a continual reminder to keep focused. She pushed forward as dramatically as she could, moving up the tunnel toward the arena.

A mock PA announcement boomed through the simulator chamber.

“Please welcome ponygirl Chouchou, owned by Sydney Beaufort!”

As Chouchou stepped out of the tunnel there was applause and cheering. She could only see a small part of the crowd but the hubbub told her there were thousands of people present. Except, of course, there wasn’t.

“Arrogance! Confidence! You want everyone to look at you. You want everyone to wish they could fuck you!”

The crop continued to tap at her thigh. Chouchou bounced with each step, pushing her chest out as far as she could. She marched toward the centre of the arena, the applause dying down but the excited murmur of voices was all around. The high-stepping was so physically stimulating, moving the dildo and butt-plug buried inside her, the crotch strap rubbing her labia, her clit hood piercing shifting. It felt amazing, radiating pleasure throughout her body.

“You have only one thing to worry about, being such a spectacular ponygirl your owner will be proud of you. That is all you want. That is all you need. Focus on it!”

The arena was big, the march to the centre a long one.

“Good girl! You are doing well. Remember that you must keep it up all the time, until it becomes natural to you.”

The encouragement put some more extra spring in her steps, even as her thigh muscles started to ache. The high-stepping action was foreign to her, but she could do this.

Then the sudden yank on her reins brought her to a stop. As the port attached to the bit hit the roof of her mouth, as her nipples twisted agonizingly, her face contorted from the pain. The crop struck her across the back of both thighs, producing a strangled cry, though in truth it was not as hard a hit as the first one had been.

“Don’t show your pain on your face. It’s not pretty and we don’t want to see it!”

They were still for some seconds. Then the reins slapped her shoulders twice.

“Trot!”

The ponygirl launched straight into a jog, continuing straight ahead toward the barrier at the other side of the arena.

When next she spoke, Ginger was the other side of Chouchou, running alongside her.

“Control your body better! Keep your torso still. Don’t swing it from side to side.”

Chouchou tried. What did they expect, bound as she was?

The crop was tapping the back of her left thigh now. Each contact not particularly painful, but cumulatively it hurt. Then Rosie’s whip cut into her buttocks for the first time, catching her by surprise.

“Focus, ponygirl! Stop swaying!”

She was trying.

“Better, but not good enough.” Ginger continued to tap the pony with her crop.

The end of the arena was fast approaching. A prolonged tug on the reins brought her to a halt once more.

“Much better. Good pony!”

Ginger was right beside her. Her hand grasped Chouchou’s breast, squeezing gently. Chouchou was so turned on. The groom stroked her hip, her fingers rubbing the false brand that had been stuck on there yesterday as she was being tacked up.

“Remember, you have Ms Beaufort’s mark. You are her property. You must meet her expectations.”

Chouchou shivered at the thought. And at the prospect that one day it could be real. She had not had the opportunity to really examine it properly since it had been put on, always under some form of restraint. She was aware of its presence whenever she moved that leg. The sticky backed plastic or silicone (whatever it was made from) stopped the skin underneath from flexing.

She had been stopped only a yard from the barrier. The crowd behind it had stood up to get a better view of her. Camera phones were being pointed at her, flashes going off. Others were held still as she was filmed. No matter how much her mind told her it wasn’t real, she couldn’t process that fact. She could meet their eyes… They were looking straight at her, everyone was looking at her. Eyes sparkling with excitement and lust, some wide with shock as they realized the full extent of the cruel bondage applied to her body. Fingers pointed, neighbours were nudged.

Chouchou couldn’t help feeling embarrassed, ashamed that she had allowed herself to be turned into an animal, so degraded and on public display. She knew she was blushing.

The crop was tapping the back of her thighs again, creating an increasing burning sensation.

“Pride, ponygirl! You are thrilled that all these people are looking at you. You are beautiful. You are sexy. You love to attract attention, for the chance to show off! Push those tits out, let everyone see your nipples, how excited and aroused you are. Let them see the passion in your eyes, preen under their gaze!”

The crop was no longer striking her, it was just pressed against the back of her thighs.

“Much better!”

Her back was so arched it was aching. Again she looked down at her tits and she was so pleased that she had them augmented.

“You know what they don’t, what they can only imagine and dream about. You know how fulfilling it is to be Chouchou the ponygirl, to be owned by Ms Beaufort, that you would not want to be anything else in the whole wide world!”

She looked back at all the faces staring at her and she didn’t feel ashamed any more. The reins slapped her shoulders.

“Walk on!” Rosie called.

Immediately her left rein was pulled hard and held, her nipple stretched upwards. It hurt so much. She followed the instruction and turned sharp left, prancing forward alongside the barrier, trying to remember all that Ginger had been teaching her. There was so much to think about!

“Trot!”

The whip flicked over her left buttock lightly, stinging.

Now she couldn’t see the crowd that was right beside her, blocked by her blinkers, but further ahead she could see more people standing up as she approached, waiting for her to pass them by. They leaned forward over the barrier, cameras held out directly in her path.

She could hear the comments, some being shouted at her, other snippets of conversations.

The hottest thing I’ve ever seen! Slut! Look at her knockers! Has she no self-respect? Can I fuck her? What a bimbo! She’s a real life wet dream!

The crop lashed into the back of her thighs.

“Focus!” Ginger shouted.

She tried so hard to stop her body from swivelling back and forth as she ran, but with her arms bound so stringently behind her it required such huge concentration. Her glazed eyes stared ahead. She kept her face poised. She thrust her tits out as far as she could. It was so hard to manage it all in such extreme bondage and with so much sexual stimulation assaulting her body and mind.

Every time she faltered the crop bit into her thigh, tears spilled down her cheeks. She began to sing a mantra in her head.

I am so proud to be Ms Beaufort’s ponygirl!
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Deal or No Deal?

The wind was cold and this time it was real. Chouchou was outside and her ears and the tip of her nose were numb. Her nose was running. The mucus dribbling off her top lip, mixing with the drool leaking from her bitted mouth, both collecting on her chin and hanging down in long strands. It was revolting. The indignity of not being able to wipe her own nose, such a simple thing, highlighted the helplessness of her plight, her current debased status.

She was standing outside the stable building, in front of the expanse of glass behind which she had suffered even greater degradation that morning when hanging from the chains. She was rigged to a sulky. Beside her was Joujou, and beside Joujou was Swift, Ms Beaufort’s racing ponygirl – though she could see neither because of her blinkers.

They had all been stood there for some time (it was hard to judge, but she would have guessed around half an hour.) a hobble chain had been wrapped around her ankles to ensure she couldn’t move, but at least she had been given some protection from the chilly, overcast November day.

A cape had been draped over her head, sitting on the edge of her shoulders and hanging down like a poncho to her knees. The outside surface was heavy black rubber, polished to gleam, though the trails of her dribble and mucus now lined the front of it. Inside, there was a warm fleece lining.

The frustrating thing about it, and counter-intuitively, it prevented Chouchou from being able to subtly move her hips and scratch the itch of her unrelenting arousal. Far from covering it up as she had hoped, every minute movement caused the latex cape to shiver and shimmer, an instant giveaway that she wasn’t keeping still.

After a morning when her thighs had been so heavily worked over by Ginger’s crop, it only took one very hard stroke across the back of both with Rosie’s crop to dissuade the ponygirl from that behaviour.

It had been a long session in the simulator, circling around the arena, prancing and trotting – once even cantering – to the tune of the whip and the crop until she achieved and maintained the standard that Ginger found acceptable, until her bad habits were beaten out of her. There had been no orgasm running in her pony tack that morning.

Chouchou heard the sound of voices, of laughter. Suddenly, Ginger and Rosie were buzzing urgently around the ponygirls. The cape was pulled off Chouchou from the bottom, turning it inside out. It caught on the shanks of her bit and jolted her head against the unforgiving collar. The pony immediately felt the chill on her exposed skin, felt the goosebumps rising.

Rosie was standing in front of her, giving her a final check over. She wiped Chouchou’s nose and upper lip, pulling on the nose ring and its connected chains, making the pony’s eyes water. That was an unpleasantness that the ponygirl could not get used to. Her lower lip and chin were wiped.

Then the groom was out of her sight again and she was back to looking at the high hedges and the path curving between them. That was all she could see.

The voices were close now. Ms Beaufort’s was one of them. They were speaking French. The lady appeared in Chouchou’s eyeline. She had three other women with her. As far as Chouchou was aware, this was the first time that Ms Beaufort had seen Mia’s transformation into a ponygirl. The pony experienced a sudden, terrible fear that she would disappoint the lady, that she wouldn’t be good enough. She curved her back as much as she could, sticking her chest out further, standing as proudly as she could.

Ms Beaufort was all in black leather, heavy jeans and a biker jacket fastened up against the cold. A peaked cap on her head, knee-high black boots with a low heel, gloves. Beside her was a woman who was slightly taller, though her heels were higher. She had the darkest skin Chouchou had ever seen – she literally was black. Her face was so beautiful, heart-shaped with large eyes, cheekbones like ripe apples. A soft beauty that was adorable.

Until those eyes turned directly at Chouchou as the pony heard her owner say her name. Dark and so cold they added to the ponygirl’s chills, full of arrogance and directness, the polar opposite of her soft features. She was a stunning figure in bright yellow leather pants and jacket, thigh-high black boots and a matching knit hat pulled low to cover her ears. A few inches of cornrows poked out from underneath the hat.

She was holding the hand of another woman who was heavily pregnant, chubby and significantly shorter. She was dusky-skinned and also very brightly dressed in a long turquoise overcoat with an even longer skirt showing underneath and a matching hat that resembled a turban. Her eyes roved over Chouchou languidly, curiously, without the intensity of her companion.

It wasn’t until they all started to close in on Chouchou that she noticed there was another woman trailing behind them. A dull, gold collar locked around her throat trailed a heavy chain that was looped around the black woman’s wrist. She was dressed in a parody of the Princess Leia bikini from the Star Wars film, even to the wispy transparent skirt that didn’t quite reach around to cover her front.

Strappy gold sandals wound all around her legs to high on her thighs and a triangular, curved gold plate covered her crotch. Though her hair was bleach blonde it was still dressed in the famous Leia style of two domes either side of her head. She must have been freezing outside in such scanty attire, but she moved with incredible poise, sinuously, with a narcissistic pride that was just the attitude that Ginger had been trying to instil into Chouchou that morning.

Chouchou’s schoolgirl French wasn’t up to understanding the conversation between the women. She was only catching the occasional word, the tumble of words too fast for her to comprehend. Ms Beaufort’s gloved hand cupped Chouchou’s right cheek, her thumb rubbing the soft skin just under the pony’s eye, making her feel very vulnerable, but the lady had a rare warmth in her expression as she smiled at her ponygirl. She pushed the heel of her hand back and forth against the shank of Chouchou’s bit, causing the pony to sway, emphasizing how utterly under control she was.

Then attention was turned to her thighs. Ms Beaufort grabbed one quad, the woman wearing yellow the other, squeezing and shaking the muscles, talking to each other the whole time. After one more covetous glance from the visitor, her eyes meeting the ponygirl’s, the pair moved on to Joujou.

The woman in turquoise moved in closer to Chouchou, staring at her oddly. She grabbed one of the chains that led from the pony’s ear to her nose ring and yanked it hard. Chouchou squeaked in surprise and pain, her eyes immediately watering again. The woman smiled at the ponygirl’s distress. Then her attention moved to the bar clamped on the pony’s nipples. She yanked this as well. Chouchou gasped. Fascinated by all the metal imprisoning the pony’s nipples, the woman examined them closely, twisting and pulling, Chouchou helplessly at the mercy of her whims.

The turquoise lady stepped aside to allow Ms Beaufort and her yellow-clad guest back in front of Chouchou. The black woman again grabbed the pony’s quad and squeezed hard, this time her fingers were directly on a welt from Ginger’s crop earlier. Chouchou bit down firmly on the bit between her teeth, successfully keeping quiet and her expression impassive, but despite her best efforts, she did flinch slightly.

Ms Beaufort spanked her hard.

“Behave!”

Chouchou shuddered at the look on her owner’s face.

“Oui, très différent!”

The guest studied Chouchou, her eyes roaming up and down the heavily restrained body. The pony couldn’t help it, despite her training that morning, she felt embarrassed to be in front of strangers presented like this, her humanity taken, being handled like her body didn’t belong to her. And this time there was no illusion. It was real eyes, real hands, real people.

The woman slowly removed her glove, staring at Chouchou as she did so. Her fingernails were neatly clipped to the tips of her fingers, painted a yellow that matched her outfit. She reached out the bare hand and pushed up the pony’s left eyelid. Chouchou instinctively leaned backward at such an intimate examination, but Ms Beaufort had her reins bunched in her hand just beneath the bit and immediately pulled her forward again, tugging on her nipples.

Then the woman pulled down the ponygirl’s lower eyelid. She did the same for the right eye. It was horribly intrusive. Chouchou glanced fearfully between the woman and Ms Beaufort, wondering what was going on. Then the fingers peeled back her top lip, checking her teeth. Her lower lip was pulled down. The woman replaced her glove.

She spent a long time handling Chouchou’s breasts, weighing them up, squeezing them, moving them against the pony’s chest, before the hands dropped lower, one cupping a buttock, the other sliding right between the legs. Cupping the ponygirl’s crotch, she lifted her hand, almost lifting Chouchou off her feet, pressing the crotch strap right into her sex, sinking the dildo deeper into her pussy, trapping her labia between the strap and her pelvic bone.

Chouchou made a high-pitched half-squeal, half-moan, hips twitching, squirming as the pleasure radiated out from her sex, right through her body as her pussy spasmed, helplessly responding to the attention. The woman smiled broadly, revealing perfect white teeth. Her other hand continued to feel up the pony’s buttocks. At last, she took her hands away, humming with satisfaction, and spoke. This time, Chouchou understood what she said.

She had offered to buy Chouchou for €300,000.

The ponygirl’s heart almost stopped, eyes going wide, colour draining from her face. Ms Beaufort noticed Chouchou’s reaction and smiled knowingly at her. She said something to the woman and they both laughed.

The woman stepped right up against the pony, her leather jacket pressing against Chouchou’s breasts, her nose almost touching the pony’s, eyes staring into eyes. Her arms wrapped around the ponygirl and her hands cupped the deliciously presented buttocks. She almost lifted Chouchou off the ground again. She tugged hard on her tail, hurting her bumhole, laughing at the sound of distress it caused. Still her eyes held Chouchou’s.

“Oui, je l'aime bien!”

The woman stepped back. She increased her offer to €400,000.

Chouchou looked desperately at Ms Beaufort. Surely this wasn’t really being considered! The ponygirl was acutely conscious of her vulnerability. If she were sold, there would be nothing she could do about it. She would disappear and who would know? She had virtually lost touch with anyone not connected to RAS or Ms Beaufort. She had put total trust in them.

“Not now, perhaps when she’s fully trained. You never know, I might get bored of her!” Ms Beaufort answered in English.

Chouchou couldn’t read the expressions on either of the women’s faces. It did nothing to quell her unease. This would be the reality if she became a real ponygirl, bought and sold on an owner’s whim. Ms Beaufort could have any woman she wanted, just look at how many were around Belles Larmes. It was dangerous for Mia to think that the French woman would ever have reciprocal strong feelings toward her that matched her own infatuation. She had never pretended that she had.

It was not unreasonable to believe that this could all end with Mia being sold on, in whatever role she found herself in at that time, if the lady became tired of her. Chouchou shuddered at the idea. All the more reason to impress Ms Beaufort, to make herself irresistible.

“I will ride her today, though!” Declared the woman, also speaking in English for the first time.

“Not a problem, just remember that she has very little training. You will get a better experience from one of the trained fillies, but please choose whoever takes your fancy.”

The women turned away from Chouchou to focus on the slave girl. Chouchou was breathing heavily, petrified, yet incredibly turned on. She was shivering largely from the cold wind on her exposed body, but also from the shock of the moment. The more vulnerable she was made, the more danger she felt, the more aroused she became. How could she trust her own judgement to make any decision?

Ginger led Princess Leia into the stable building. It appeared they had decided to turn her into a ponygirl as well. The pregnant woman and Ms Beaufort moved out of Chouchou’s vision and the woman in yellow stood before her again. She ran her hands over the pony’s body, squeezing her bare skin where it bulged out between the straps of the harness.

Again that smile, a thousand watt smile. The woman was so beautiful and charismatic. It was just that she had the eyes of a crocodile.

“One day, you could belong to me, ponygirl!” Her English was perfect, her French accent so sexy. “How would you like that?”

Her hands moved up to cup Chouchou’s breasts, fondling them gently. It felt so good. The pony moaned, closing her eyes.

“I would show you what it is like to be truly owned, believe me. Look at me!”

Chouchou stared into those eyes once more, she had already been fantasizing about being on her knees between the woman’s legs, worshipping her sex, imagining what it tasted like. Yet again that smile.

“You are a horny little slut, aren’t you! Drunk on your lust. I would have such fun with you.”

Stepping to the side, the woman crouched down and removed the hobble chain from around Chouchou’s ankles. A few seconds later, the pony felt the woman mount the sulky.

Ms Beaufort called something out and the other two women laughed. Then the clop of horseshoes on tarmac preceded Swift passing across Chouchou’s view, pulling Ms Beaufort’s cart. This was followed by Joujou pulling the pregnant lady. Joujou was wearing those amazing pony boots with the drop-down hooves, forcing her into the convincing horse-like gait, she looked amazing with her poise and obvious pride and Chouchou felt wholly inadequate, a clumsy oaf.

The reins slapped down on her shoulders.

“Marcher sur!”

Chouchou pranced forward, a ferocious tug on her left rein immediately steering her onto the path following the other carts. She was quickly brought up to a trot. The path curved around the back of Ms Beaufort’s garden, then disappeared through a gap in the hedge.

They found themselves in amongst a sea of solar panels, the solar farm appeared to surround the house. The path ran straight for a long distance. They were soon at a canter. For the first time the woman’s whip nipped into Chouchou’s buttocks, high up and burning angrily.

The high hedges surrounding the garden had shielded the ponies from the worst of the wind. Now fully out in the open, the gusts were bone-chilling. Chouchou was glad not to be standing still. She tried to put into practice all that she had been taught that morning, trying to be more graceful, control the swing of her body with each step. The dildo and butt-plug were active – fuck they felt good! She both loved and hated being a ponygirl. How was she ever to reconcile the two?

As they reached the end of the straight, they slowed to a trot, turning a sharp left. There was another long straight ahead, solar panels either side. This time she was brought up to a gallop. Chouchou was starting to blow hard and the woman used the whip more frequently and harder to keep the ponygirl at the pace needed to keep up with the other ponies. She whipped harder than Ginger or Rosie did. It felt like Chouchou’s bum was being cut open. Tears spilled down her cheeks.

Finally, as they reached the end, she was brought back to a trot, gasping for breath, chest heaving, legs heavy. As they turned the corner, the tarmac finished. She was running on sparsely grassed ground, slightly soft underfoot, the clop of her hooves silenced. The panels were still to her left, but to her right was a tall hedge. There was a road the other side, she could hear the traffic passing by.

The carts ahead of her came to a halt, her reins were tugged hard, Chouchou responding to the instant pain by stopping. Her legs and chest aching, the pony’s natural inclination was to try to bend forward, but she managed to hold her stance, feet together, leaning backward, pushing her chest out. It was so hard. At the same time, the dildo had driven her crazy with need but she couldn’t cum – those two orgasms from Jester that morning preventing her from going all the way from running alone. What she would have given to be fucked right now!

The ponygirl was jolted as the woman dismounted. Then she was in front of Chouchou, a hand immediately grasping a breast and squeezing, she seemed obsessed with the ponygirl’s breasts. But it felt so good. The pony sighed, hips squirming, even as her ruthlessly whipped bottom burned ferociously.

“As Sydney said, you don’t have the strength and stamina yet. You need a lot of whip. But when you are fully trained you will make a wonderful pony!”

The hand left Chouchou’s breast to stroke her hair through the bridle.

“You need your mane though. You don’t look right with such a full head of hair and losing it will help you accept your transition.”

The ponygirl’s chest was still rising and falling dramatically as she tried to get her breath back. She saw Ms Beaufort appear beside the yellow-clad woman, putting her hand affectionately on her shoulder.

“You can swap if you want to, try out Swift, she’ll run forever. Chouchou will be really struggling on the way back.”

“No, thank you, Sydney. I’m enjoying this pony just fine. It’s a delight to mark-up that skinny white arse. You know how much I enjoy putting little blonde sluts in their place. Don’t worry about us.”

Chouchou remembered Princess Leia with her identical peroxide hair that matched her own. So that was why the woman had focused so much on her. she had a thing for blondes. Lady, it comes from a bottle, you can make any girl a blonde!

“D'accord.” Ms Beaufort smiled at Chouchou. A smile she knew well. The kind of smile that always prefaced much pain, suffering and distress.

The lady turned away and strutted back to her cart. The ponygirl’s tormentress was now stroking the side of the other strictly bound breast, pushing her fingers into the plumpness forced outwards between the web of straps.

“Don’t worry, lovely pony. You’ll find you can run much further and faster than you ever thought possible under my whip, we’ll keep up with the others.”

Trembling at the idea, a wave of horror passed through the ponygirl, utter dread. But at the same time she felt her sex pulse around the dildo embedded in it, thrilled and excited by the prospect. How could she have two such powerfully mismatched emotions at the same time?

A few seconds later, Chouchou was prancing forward again following the other carts.
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Odalisque

Ms Beaufort kept her word that Mia would be put back on the wheel in the atrium. She spent the evening of the following day turning, being dunked in the chilling water, being stung by the nettles on her breasts, in her own private hell. But a heavily vibrating dildo ensured that she came twice.

When eventually she was removed, it was to be taken to the odalisque dormitory, where she was packaged as she had seen the other odalisques be on her first night at Belles Larmes. It was almost as if she was in a trance, taken from one place of immobilization to another, with only a short break in between, trapped in the ultimate passivity – unable to physically move, unable to be proactive at all, just feel. Feel the incredible sensations that were imposed on her. Find a place in her head where she could cope with them, savour the good ones, bear the bad ones.

The rubber gripped her so tightly her whole body was shaped and controlled by it. From her steeply arched feet to her head, enveloped entirely in latex that clung cloyingly to the shape of her features, locking her in her own private, claustrophobic little world.

The inflatable gag was punishing, filling her mouth with the taste of rubber, pumped so that her cheeks were stretched uncomfortably. Her jaw ached in minutes, with the knowledge that she would be like this for many hours. She could hear the whistle, two distinct notes with each in and out breath though the tube projecting from her mouth.

She fought to suppress an instinct to panic. This was confinement at another level. The only thing she could do for herself was breathe. Every inch of her body was gripped, under pressure. She felt so isolated, alone and vulnerable.

On top of that, her tightly encased breasts were so tender and raw from the hours of repetitive stinging on the wheel, still burning and itching madly. Her thighs and buttocks were littered with whip and crop welts from her time as Chouchou, hurt by the heavy rubber pressed so firmly against them. Any attempt to move just achieved nothing.

Then she felt her nipples, the only part of her exposed, kept rock hard by the tight grip of the rubber around their base, taken between thumbs and forefingers, rolled, pinched and pulled – completely unnecessary, as they couldn’t possibly be made any more erect. They were so sore and sensitive from the abuse they had taken during her spell in the stable, made infinitely worse by the nettle stings. Yet, through that pain, she still felt pleasure at their manipulation. It was insane. She was such a slut! She moaned, her voice so loud to herself, reverberating around her skull even as it would be barely heard by the maids.

She shivered as her nipple rings moved through her pierced flesh as the ceiling chains were connected, anticipating what was about to happen. Then the chains were drawn tight and both nipples were stretched upwards. She moaned again. They were so sore. It hurt so much. Her eyes pooled with fresh tears under the latex helmet, she was so helpless to the cruelty.

She tried to regulate her breathing – even the rise and fall of her chest increased the pain – but that didn’t work. She had to take deep breaths to get enough air through the tube and the nostril holes and she was soon breathless and starting to pant, only exacerbating the situation. She wept. There was no way she could last six hours like this. But she knew she would have to, there was no choice, she had relinquished her autonomy and this was the price to be paid.

At that moment, the large dildo inserted into her hot, wet pussy burst into life, vibrating violently. Once more her breath was taken away. It was so powerful, her whole nether region was shaking, she had never felt anything like it. The sensation was amazing. She grunted and moaned, her pussy spasming, her hips twitching as the blissful tingle spread throughout her body, vying with the discomfort and pain.

Her hips jerked repeatedly, the physical response completely out of her control. How easily her body could be manipulated, her sexuality captive and controlled by others. She craved these feelings with ever greater need and the discomfort and pain only enhanced the experience. It felt glorious.

She pulled at her arms, held pressed against her sides, there was no give at all. The corset cutting into her waist, shaping her agonizingly to the stunning hourglass shape, pushing her tits higher, her tensioned, tormented nipples felt huge. She tried to move her head but the posture collar held it fixed in place. And all over, she could feel the clammy, humid latex shifting microscopically against her skin as she twitched, its soft caress exquisite.

And she remembered that first night. Standing and watching those three odalisques bound exactly as she was now, their hips spasming uncontrollably as they were brought to orgasm forcibly. How stunningly erotic they looked in their latex and bondage and helplessness. And now that image was literally her!

Somebody briefly stroked her rubberized face and the human contact felt so good. She could feel her climax slowly rising, her third of the night. And then the dam burst, as if in slow motion, the ecstasy washed through her, it went on and on. She howled into the gag, her total immobilization heightening the experience dramatically. Gradually, it ebbed away and she realized she needed to breathe more, gasping for air, the tube in her mouth whistling urgently. Like everything else, she couldn’t control it – it controlled her. she could only breathe to its constraints. She shuddered at the overwhelming intensity of the experience.

But of course, nothing had changed. She hurt all over, she couldn’t move and her pussy continued to spasm from the relentless onslaught of the vibrator. Images from earlier in the day replayed like a feverish dream, stoking her arousal yet further.

After lunch, she had been taken from the stable, finally out of her pony boots. She was back in a latex catsuit, in six-inch-high stiletto thigh boots and a helmet that only had eyeholes and a mesh grill over her mouth. On top of this, she had been put in what looked like a diver’s neoprene dry suit that had its own hood. While this covered nearly all her head, there was an oval cut-out for her rubber covered face. A sizable butt-plug had been inserted up her backside that made walking uncomfortable.

Outside the stable, Jester was between the shafts of a utilitarian cart with a small flatbed behind the driver’s bench. Secured in place on the flatbed, Mia had been transported right around the grounds of Belles Larmes, coming to a stop right outside the main entrance to the house, with the atrium that contained the dreaded wheel. But the atrium hadn’t been her destination on this occasion.

Instead, there had been a cherry-picker parked right by the fountain with its magnificent statue of a warrior woman placed high in the centre, standing legs apart, sword drawn and held before her. The maids Binky and Kinky were standing in the cradle and Rosie led Mia across to join them. With Binky operating the cradle, it was lifted on its arm, extending across the pool of the fountain until it was alongside the statue. Mia was utterly perplexed by what was happening.

Kinky reached over and bent down, touching the feet of the statue. Each touch was followed by two loud clicks. Then she touched the side of the statue at the hip and under the arm, four more even louder clicks. Finally she stretched up high to touch the woman’s head behind her ear. Two more clicks.

The cherry-picker moved back away from the statue, only a couple of feet. As it did so, with Kinky pulling, the statue split into two halves, swinging open like a door. Mia watched in amazement. Inside the statue was a figure clad identically to Mia, though at the moment she could only see the back of her. The effigy was fractionally above life size, just big enough for an averagely sized, slim woman to be squeezed into the form in exactly the same pose.

With the statue open, the cradle closed in again. The woman inside the statue was held in place by straps across her calves, waist and neck. Kinky quickly unfastened them, before setting out to remove the odalisque from her erstwhile prison. Her legs were pulled back first, placed on to the metal floor of the cradle. She was eased out. She was unsteady on her feet and needed the support of Kinky to stay upright.

Like Mia, the woman’s neoprene suit hood left her latex covered face exposed. Her eyes were wide, dazed, but placid. Her enlarged lips pushed at the mesh grill that covered her mouth, tenting the rubber slightly. On the forehead of the latex helmet in a white font was the number 1. Mia hadn’t seen herself in the mirror, but assumed she must have a number there as well. No longer a ponygirl, she was now one of Ms Beaufort’s odalisques.

Mia looked from odalisque 1 to the inside of the statue that she had just vacated. It looked like it was made of stone, but it actually wasn’t. Was it some kind of resin or treated carbon fibre? She had no idea!

She was pushed forward by Binky and stepped into the statue, both curious and fearful. The figure had quite a wide stance, which wasn’t entirely comfortable in such extreme high heels and it occurred to Mia that standing in this position in these boots for a long period was going to be painful.

It was a very tight fit. She needed to be pushed to get fully inside, the narrow waist squeezing her like a corset. There was nowhere for her arms to go except inside the arms of the statue. She had to wriggle to get them around bent elbows. Once there, and with her torso fully pressed against the front of the statue, she could not move them one iota.

Her breasts were forced into cups shaped to accommodate them. That was when she discovered that the cups were lined with metal spikes that pushed into her breasts all around, hard and sharp enough for her to feel them through both the dry suit and the latex catsuit. They were more uncomfortable than downright painful, especially as she couldn’t move at all, that would have aggravated them. She realized she was getting away lightly – they were designed for the huge tits that the odalisques possessed. Imagine those being crammed into that devilish space.

The back of her head needed a firm shove to fit into the head of the statue, cheeks against cheeks, forehead against forehead, her lips against the mouth. Her chin lay on the curve of the sculptured chin. What surprised Mia was that the eyes of the statue were transparent, she could actually see through them, see what the statue was looking at – the sweep of the drive up to the main door, through the glass into the atrium.

She felt the strap behind her neck buckled into place. Then her waist. Then her calves. She shivered with fear at the thought of being abandoned up here. She heard the whine of the cradle’s electric motor as it withdrew. Then the pressure against the back of her as the rear half of the statue was pushed closed, shoving her deeper against the shaped form encasing her. It shut with a thump. Then a split second later all the locks clunked simultaneously. There was silence.

She couldn’t hear anything, not the cradle retracting, lowering back to the ground, though she could just about see it in the bottom corner of her vision. She was trapped, unable to move anything but her eyeballs. It was the very definition of claustrophobia. So high up and cut off from the world, isolated. It was surreal.

It occurred to her that on her very first visit to Belles Larmes, those months ago – the torrid experience etched into her memory forever – there had probably been an odalisque where she was right now, watching her arrive on the back of Jack’s boy racer bike, seeing her enter the house.

Looking down, she saw the cherry-picker disappear as it moved around the fountain. She glimpsed it again briefly, moments later, heading back up the drive, the two maids and the odalisque still in the cradle. And then she was truly alone.

She quickly discovered what the neoprene suit was for, to stop her becoming hypothermic. Whatever the statue was made of, it was cold, and the temperature inside (and inside the dry suit) was not comfortable, not warm. But it was her feet that would feel it the worst. The latex boots and the rubber catsuit underneath offered scant protection from the chill and they were soon numb, but not enough to remove the hurt on the balls of her feet and the strain on her ankles from the awkward position they had been forced into.

But Mia could always rely on Ms Beaufort to provide some additional cruelty, some nasty surprise for when she believed she could cope with her situation, something that would suddenly make it considerably worse. After a couple of minutes, she found out what it was. The butt-plug was to provide her with irregular, random electric shocks.

The first one really caught her unawares. She screamed, her body jumping, flinching, only it had nowhere to go. The immediate, sharp pain was truly atrocious, shooting up her intestines right to her core. But even after that, it left a horrible, nagging ache that took an age to dissipate, spreading right across her abdomen. It was truly evil.

Each shock also pushed her breasts harder against the spikes surrounding them, sinking them deeper. The ones over her nipples were particularly distressing, as the nubs had suffered greatly during her time as a ponygirl. She found herself waiting, terrified for when the next shock would come, her breathing heavy and panicky.

At one point, there was a flurry of activity. A massive SUV appeared and pulled up right outside the door, which swung open. A maid appeared, pushing a trolly loaded with luggage, another following after her. From the driver’s door of the SUV, a chauffeur stepped out in a formal grey uniform and peaked cap. She was quite burly, her features hidden from Mia by the cap pulled low across her face in a military style. She met the maids at the rear of the vehicle and they loaded the luggage.

Then another maid came out the door. She was pushing a transparent box on wheels into which a woman’s body was crammed. She was on her knees and bent backward, her moderately-sized breasts projected through two holes in the top of the box, chest pressed tight against the plastic. Her head was curved right over, hanging upside down, her face also pressed against the side, her lips poking through a smaller hole.

Her arms couldn’t be seen, but must have been somehow behind her back, hidden under her torso. Her knees were jammed solid against the front of the box. She must have been incredibly limber to be able to fit into such a small space, her body exceptionally flexible, but even so, it must have been incredibly uncomfortable and disorienting.

Closely behind the maid followed the two visitors Chouchou had encountered yesterday, the heavy set pregnant woman and the black woman who had tried to buy her. Mia revisited the woman in the box, studying her with more care. She could see peroxide blonde hair on the floor of the box. The breasts were the right size, too. She was sure it was Princess Leia from yesterday.

Leia had indeed been turned into a ponygirl. She had been waiting between the shafts of a sulky when Chouchou had returned to the stable, utterly exhausted and with her backside skinned by the yellow-clad virago’s whip. The woman had lost all interest in Chouchou as soon as she saw her slave girl transformed into a pony, leaping from the cart to go and play with her. Chouchou had been in tears, not just from the pain, but the frustration at being unable to cum while she had been running, despite such a desperate need. The last she had seen of Leia, she was being driven off by the woman.

She shuddered at the memory. She hated being run like that, beyond her own perceived limits, being shown what the whip made her capable of, what she could endure. It had been hell.

As the chauffeur and the maids loaded Leia into the backseat of the SUV, Ms Beaufort appeared. As the three women chatted, Ms Beaufort looked up at the statue, at Mia, and pointed. The other two stared up, looking surprised, trying to find evidence that what they were being told was true – the ponygirl they had tried to buy yesterday was now incarcerated inside the statue. Ms Beaufort said something and the two other women laughed animatedly. The black lady lifted her open palm up under her chin and blew Mia a kiss.

After hugs, the women climbed into the 4x4 and Ms Beaufort waved them off. She turned back into the house, followed by her maids, without any further glance at the statue. As the door shut, Mia got zapped in the rectum again, screaming, twitching. Nothing further happened for her to see. As the time passed, the light faded to darkness. It got colder, and every once in a while she received another shock.

Back in the odalisque dormitory, the memory of her afternoon in the statue and her evening on the wheel fuelled Mia’s lust, ably assisted by the powerful vibrator working inside her pussy. Her excitement was building again, but having cum three time now in a relatively short period of time, she was having trouble reaching that final step. Pussy spasming, hips jerking, she could at last feel her body getting there. And then the intensity of the vibrator suddenly dropped off quite dramatically.

Mia felt a new kind of panic, the prospect of being left simmering, unrequited, for the whole night. The vibrator continued to hum, but its effectiveness became less and less. Within two minutes it was lifeless again. She tried to squirm, to writhe, to generate some motion, some more stimulation, but she was wrapped up so tight, tied down so firmly that she could not move at all. The spasms in her sex gradually subsided and her arousal became no more than a background hum to her discomfort. She screamed into the gag.

The long night began.
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Popping by the Palace

Fourteen hours earlier…

After Chouchou’s second night in the stable, bound exactly as she had been on the first but without the reward of Jester’s cock at the end of it, she had suffered the pain and humiliation of her enema once more, swinging from the chains over the drain hole. Now fully tacked up, she had been stood with her face against the wall outside her stall. Her reins were tied off to a ring in front of her, her achingly erect nipples distended by the tension in the taut leather pulling on her rings. She was so close to the wall her nose was no more than two inches away from it.

She was there for a long time, ignored. The grooms passed back and forth behind her, sometimes leading ponies, sometimes not, never acknowledging her presence. After two days of whipping, her bottom was so sore. Every movement of her legs sent sparks of pain across her buttocks as the skin stretched and flexed. It didn’t seem possible that a pony could take that kind of punishment every single day of their life. The ointment they put on overnight did sooth and heal, but she was still so tender to the touch, dreading the further abuse she would receive today.

She heard more footsteps approaching, but this time they stopped and Chouchou’s nose detected that familiar perfume. The very perfume that she had sprayed onto Ms Beaufort’s neck three nights ago when she had been Winky the maid. Her heart started to race, her stomach did flips.

“Hello, my little pony! Aren’t you beautiful!”

The Frenchwoman stepped right up close behind Chouchou. She lifted the rope of the pony’s braided hair and tugged on it lightly.

“Don’t you just look delectable. Once we give you your mane, you will look perfect!”

The comment made Chouchou’s heart beat even faster. This was just a try-out, a trial. The thought of having nearly all her hair shaved off was horrifying. She had fantasized about such a thing, but having it really done was quite another thing. It was too soon!

Ms Beaufort laughed.

“Don’t worry, that isn’t happening today.”

As gloved hands cupped the ponygirl’s buttocks, she flinched, gasping at the pain.

“You’re a ponygirl who needs a lot of whip. Better learn fast!”

Ms Beaufort untied the reins from the wall and gripping them right under the pony’s bit, turned her around and marched off down the concourse. Chouchou could do nothing but follow as urgently as she could to take the strain off her nipples, stepping high, her hooves clashing against the flagstone floor, echoing through the stable.

She was taken into the simulator once more, put between the shafts of the sulky and fixed in place. The hanging chains were connected to the shoulders of her harness to catch her if she fell. Ms Beaufort looked flawless as usual, wearing a tight-fitting black sweater with a high neck, tucked into creamy coloured leather riding breeches and knee-high riding boots. The poise and confidence with which she carried herself was irresistible to Chouchou. The ponygirl watched her with doe eyes.

The lady’s black-gloved hand cupped Chouchou’s cheek, palm pressing against her cheekbone. Chouchou had never seen such affection and fondness in Ms Beaufort’s expression, it made her knees weak.

“You look so beautiful!” The lady repeated. “Today I want to see the evidence of your training. I want to see the pride you feel for the honour of being my ponygirl. Prove to me you are worthy of it. You must be exceptional. That is the standard I require.”

Ms Beaufort’s thumb slipped under the chain that linked Chouchou’s nose ring to her ear, pulling on the pony’s septum, causing her eyes to water. Chouchou whimpered. Why did everyone keep doing that! It was horrible, both physically and psychologically, reinforcing her helplessness, her vulnerability.

That familiar smile, that gleam in Ms Beaufort’s eyes whenever she was causing Mia distress, whatever role she was playing. Her hand slid down from Chouchou’s cheek, briefly gripping the severe collar, brushing her shoulder, onto a breast. She squeezed, her thumb now manipulating the nipple, toggling the nipple bar, forcing a gasp from the ponygirl.

“Just imagine how spectacular you will look when we make these tits even bigger! You will make an amazing ponygirl! Curve your back more, always as far as you can, show off your tits and nipples to everyone so they can see how excited being my ponygirl makes you… That’s it!”

The lady’s hand moved lower still, over the harness straps criss-crossing Chouchou’s abdomen, over her hip, fingers coming to rest on the faux brand just below it.

“You bear my mark. Never forget that! It is a premium brand. A sign of premium quality. You will be fabulous. I will accept nothing less. And when you achieve it…this will be made real, burnt into your hide with a red-hot iron for all to see and you will know that you are truly mine.”

The fingers caressed the brand and Chouchou shivered as she looked into Ms Beaufort’s eyes, at the sincerity behind the words.

The hand dragged across her thigh, slipped between her legs and cupped her crotch. It pressed against the crotch strap, shifting the dildo behind it, squeezing her labia and Chouchou shuddered and moaned. It was wonderful to be handled so intimately by Ms Beaufort, to be the object of her attention. She wanted to prove herself worthy of the lady’s mark, to please her. She let her eyes open to her soul, to show her submission to the Frenchwoman’s will.

“Hot little filly!” Ms Beaufort breathed onto Chouchou’s face. “Run for me now!”

She leaned forward and pressed her lips against Chouchou’s cheek in a soft kiss. At the same time, a leather-sheathed finger pressed against the ponygirl’s lips, split apart by the crossbar of the bit. Then the lady was gone but Chouchou could still feel the lips on her face, the finger on her mouth and she treasured the memory. She rose taller, curved her back even further, breasts heaving up and down as she breathed deeply.

The pony was jolted as the lady mounted the sulky and the traces snapped tight. She stared ahead at the greenscreen that filled her entire vision. The screen flashed into life. A breeze blew across the simulator, blowing her tail back and forth across her knees. Straight in front of her were the Houses of Parliament, she was looking at the Queen Elizabeth tower that housed Big Ben, the gold surrounding the clockface glinting in the sunlight. The room was so bright, it really did feel as if she was out in the sunshine.

The reins slapped her shoulders.

“Walk on, Chouchou!”

The rolling road underneath her started to move with her first step – how did it know to do that? She pranced forward, bouncing with energy and pride, determined to show Ms Beaufort what she had learnt in her two previous days as a ponygirl.

She was in the road, Parliament Square to her right, fifty yards from the parliament building. Surprisingly, Ms Beaufort didn’t bring her to a trot. She high-stepped all the way to the junction and her thighs were feeling it by the time she arrived. A hard pull on the reins brought her back to a dead stop. She kept her face passive, hiding the pain from her yanked nipples, fighting her gag reflex as the port of the bit lifted to the roof of her mouth. Would she ever get used to that?

The slap of the reins once more.

“Walk on, pony!”

She pranced forward again. After only a few steps the reins brought her up to a trot. A sharp, prolonged pull on her nipple steered her left, away from the parliament and into Whitehall. There were a lot of people at the junction, waiting to cross the road. The crowds stared at her. Some pointed at her. She fought against the instinctive embarrassment, curving her back, sticking her chest out, trying to look proud, denying the shame she still felt at her transformation into an animal, a beast of burden, a total sex object.

On her hip was her owner’s mark and she would glory in the opportunity to show all these people how thrilled she was to belong to Ms Beaufort, to live a life none of these other people would dare to live, proudly moving through the centre of London, pulling her owner’s cart as her ponygirl, a creature of stunning beauty and sexuality.

They headed up Whitehall, passed Downing Street, where there were more crowds. The road gradually got steeper and Chouchou was brought up to a canter. By the time they were close to the top she was tiring, her legs heavy and for the first time Ms Beaufort employed her whip, stinging blows onto buttocks still heavily marked and tender from two previous days of profligate whipping. Each strike like fire on her skin.

As they reached Trafalgar Square, Chouchou was pulled back to a trot, much to her relief. She could see her breasts rising and falling exaggeratedly because of the way she was bound and because she was pushing her chest out so far, at the same time as stopping the natural swing caused by her running. The lessons from yesterday were working, she could see it for herself, even when she was so out-of-breath, it looked graceful and clean.

Her thighs were hurting so much, but if she was hoping this would be the finish of the run, she was sorely disappointed. She was steered hard left, straight out of the square again at the first exit. Now she was running downhill toward Admiralty Arch. As she passed through the arch, the clop of her hooves even echoed off the walls and ceiling – it was so realistic, how did they do it?

The hill levelled out again and she looked down The Mall in despair. It was déjà vu, Paris again. The dead straight road, and at the end, instead of the Arc de Triomphe there was Buckingham Palace. It looked miles away, so small. At least this time it was flat, but she had already been run so far. For the first time her new found zest faltered, replaced with dread.

The reins slapped her shoulders.

“Canter!” Ms Beaufort’s beautiful, accented voice reminded Chouchou of her priority – pleasing her owner, proving her dedication, at all costs.

The pony strode forward, increasing her pace to a full run. The trees of St James’ Park to her left, the pristine pink tarmac ahead of her.

After another one hundred yards, the slap of the reins once more.

“Gallop!”

Chouchou’s eyes widened in anguish, she was barely holding it together as it was. She heard the fizz of the whip through the air an instant before the lash landed hard and flat across the centre of her presented buttocks. The pain was atrocious, causing her to leap forward reactively with greater zeal. She tried to blink away tears to keep her vision clear, focusing on the palace that looked so far away.

It was like Ms Beaufort had a speedometer. Every time Chouchou faltered or slackened in the slightest, the whip cut into her, forcing her back to full pelt. Her legs were getting unsteady, she was struggling for breath, but the whip drove her on until eventually she was brought back to a canter.

But the impact on her sex of the sprint, combined with the thrill of being so ruthlessly worked by her owner, By Ms Beaufort herself, had produced another result as well. The movement of the dildo inside her, the caressing of her sphincter by the butt-plug, the frenetic rubbing of the crotch strap against her labia, and the way the barbell of her clit hood piercing shifted, touching her so intimately forced her to orgasm, despite the terrible pain and discomfort she was in. The climax rushed upon her.

Her steps stuttered, she swayed as the cum crashed through her, but she fought to keep going as the whip immediately started to lay into her low on her buttocks. Backhand and forehand strokes cut into her relentlessly until she regained her speed and rhythm. She continued to stride forward, lightheaded and somewhat dazed.

The palace was closer now, she could make out the windows, but it still seemed an unattainable distance given her current condition. Yet she was still underestimating the full power of the whip. It could take her way beyond her own perceived limits, as it had done on the Champs-Élysées two days ago. She would be driven on without respite, without mercy, forced to run to the real-world limits of her body, not her mind’s concept of what that was. She strode ever forward, Ms Beaufort’s whip biting with venom and regularity until at last she was brought back to a trot.

There were traffic lights at the end of The Mall. Chouchou was brought to a halt, gasping for breath, in so much pain, the recent orgasm already a distant memory. She pulled her feet together, curved her back as much as she could, trying to look as proud and poised as possible. It wasn’t just tears blurring her vision, the sheen of sweat that coated her was running into her eyes, burning them. She stared across at the palace, praying this was the destination.

All too soon the lights had changed and she was trotting again. No, this was not the end of her ordeal. The tug on her left nipple was maintained for a while, steering her past the palace and hard left across the top of the park, turning partially back on herself. Another set of traffic lights gave her another brief respite. She was getting her breath back, but her legs remained leaden, thighs burning internally, while her arse burned superficially.

Back up to a trot again and another hard left onto Birdcage Walk, the park still by her side. She knew this road led back to Parliament Square. She was doing a circuit. At least the end was foreseeable, but that also meant another long stretch.

She was brought back up to a canter. It wasn’t long before she needed more whip to keep the pace up. She could see another set of traffic lights up ahead. She needed them to be red, to stop again. But the luck was not with her, they changed to green as she approached and she carried on through the junction. She couldn’t maintain her discipline any longer, her legs were wobbly, no longer any attempt at fluidity and elegance of movement, body swaying back and forth, breasts jiggling animatedly. Her ragged progress driven only by her hopeless attempts to avoid the lash.

This time she really had reached her limit and Ms Beaufort brought her back to a trot, judging correctly that the ponygirl would collapse if kept at a canter. Laboured and graceless, requiring plenty more whip, she rounded the bend and could see the Elizabeth Tower, the clock face. Surely the end!

It was eleven o’clock and the chimes of Big Ben rang out as they entered Parliament Square. Still she trotted on down the side of the square. Then the sharp pull on her reins, the agony in her nipples, the hateful port lifting in her mouth. She staggered to a stop, bent forward, her legs about to give way. The whip fizzed into her backside one last time.

“Position, Pony!”

Somehow, Chouchou found the strength to respond, to draw her hooves together, to pull herself up straight. Her mind was in a haze. So much pain. So much discomfort. And still so much arousal. She wobbled as Ms Beaufort dismounted.

A hand brushed across her right buttock and she cried out and recoiled. The soft leather felt like glass-paper on her multi-welted skin.

“You did need a lot of whip!”

Then Ms Beaufort was in front of her and a hand was stroking the side of her head. The lady’s eyes were sparkling with excitement and she was smiling – this time not maliciously.

“What a good pony! You worked so hard for me, didn’t you! You gave me everything you had!”

The hand brushed across Chouchou’s cheek. It dropped down to squeeze her breast.

“That is what you must do every time. Give me your all. What a wonderful ponygirl you will make!”

The lady pressed her hand against the crotch strap, stimulating the pony. Chouchou’s mouth opened wide, her eyes glazed.

She had pleased Ms Beaufort. She had proved worthy of wearing her brand. She felt the pride swell her chest, a sense of elation. She pushed her breasts and nipples out toward the Frenchwoman in a gesture of supplication. She could be what Ms Beaufort wanted her to be.

Then her legs gave way and she was swinging on the chains that hung from the ceiling, sobbing.
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Rule Changes

“Packet for Ms Rose, Ms Burton.” Mia heard the voice of receptionist Heidi, though she couldn’t see her.

But there was no doubt that Heidi could see Mia. Ms Rose’s PA Kendra Burton had a glass-topped desk. Mia would be clearly visible underneath the desk, between Kendra’s parted legs, her face buried in the PA’s crotch.

“Thank you, Heidi.”

Mia heard the fading rap of Heidi’s stilettos as she returned to her counter in the foyer. Mia’s tongue was deep inside Kendra’s pussy, caressing the walls of the PA’s vaginal tunnel. She knew well enough not to hesitate in the slightest just because someone else was present, a lesson learned harshly in the past.

She had been eating out Kendra for some time and her tongue was aching abominably, her lower face covered in Kendra’s pussy juice. She had been ordered not to bring the woman off, just keep her pleasantly entertained while she worked.

Mia’s arms were behind her back, her forearms laced into a sleeve that pulled them together, dragging her shoulders back uncomfortably. Two lengths of fishing line had been tied into her hair, the other ends tied to the belt around Kendra’s waist, holding her face pressed against Kendra’s sex. Mia’s mouth was full of the woman’s taste, her nose full of the woman’s scent.

It was two days after Mia had been returned home from Ms Beaufort’s house. She had been given a day and a half to recover and now she was back at work. The yoga had helped, but she was still stiff and achy all over and her bottom sore. Her flight wasn’t until noon, but she had been told to be in for 9:00 am because Ms Rose wanted to see her. But Mia hadn’t seen the CEO yet, she had just spent the whole time with her face in Kendra’s pussy.

This kind of thing had been happening with increasing frequency since the summer, when Mia had first been given to Kendra for the night at several pony festivals and events. Kendra had taken Mia’s compliance as a blank cheque to use her whenever she had the inclination, summoning the flight attendant early for her shift, or having her sent up to the PA’s office when her shift was finished. Mia was never asked, but had never objected. She had become so submissive as the months went by that refusing never occurred to her, despite Kendra’s often excessive cruelty. Mia assumed Ms Rose was aware of the situation and had permitted it.

In truth, Mia thought she needed it. Her times with Ms Beaufort were so intense and transformative that she was increasingly struggling to cope in the sometimes long periods in between. Serving on the flights was usually tame in comparison now, and while she did need rest time to recover, she had no life outside RAS and Ms Beaufort. When she was home she was getting bored.

But it was deeper than that. She craved the intensity of those times, that depth of submission, more and more. She would do nothing in her free time but relive those experiences over and over and fantasize about what would be done to her next, despite the fear that they instilled. Those periods of independence and autonomy were starting to jar. She didn’t want them in her life, they left her bereft, untethered. Received wisdom was that everyone searched for more control in their lives and yet she wanted less. It was hard to get to grips with.

Kendra grabbed a handful of Mia’s hair and pushed the flight attendant’s face hard into her pussy, using Mia’s nose as a masturbatory device, pushing pussy juice up her nostrils.

“Finish me off, now!”

Hand still locked in Mia’s hair, the PA tugged upwards so the kneeling woman’s mouth could once again lock on to her sex. Mia focused in on Kendra’s clitoris, using her tongue stud. Pussy spasming, Kendra squirmed in her office chair. She sighed.

“Yes! Harder!”

Mia’s tongue pummelled energetically. Kendra’s hand gripped Mia’s hair even tighter, hurting her. Her thighs closed around Mia’s head, squeezing. Mia kept at it, her mouth filling with juice – Kendra could produce copious amounts of fluid at times. The PA moaned contentedly, grinding her sex on Mia’s mouth. Mia could feel the woman twitching, she was nearly there.

“Oh! Yes!”

Kendra jerked violently as she came, rocking back and forth on her chair, pulling Mia’s head with her. Mia’s mouth flooded with the woman’s squirting, forcing her to swallow it down. She kept her tongue working on the clit until Kendra stilled. The hand left her hair and the thighs parted somewhat. For a few minutes, nothing else happened, Kendra just went back to work. Mia could hear her keyboard rattling away as she typed.

Eventually, Kendra snipped the fishing line from her belt and pushed her chair back.

“Out, Cum-dump!”

Mia shuffled forward on her knees. Kendra grabbed the attendant’s long ponytail and used it to help drag her up onto her feet. Mia was in her uniform, but had taken off her jacket and cap at Kendra’s order. Kendra pinched both of Mia’s nipples hard. Mia gasped but fought her natural instinct to pull back – that would only earn further punishment from the genuine sadist.

Kendra was delighted with Mia’s new tits, giving her something substantial to sink her claws into and torment, though she had to be careful not to leave them marked-up. As Mia had a shift starting soon, the PA couldn’t do much to them today.

Kendra cut the fishing line out of Mia’s hair, but to the attendant’s surprise didn’t release her arms from the sleeve.

“Time to see Ms Rose.”

Mia was steered around the desk toward the door to Ms Rose’s office. She could imagine what she looked like with her chin, lips and nose thickly coated in pussy juice. She could even feel it across her cheeks, tightening her skin as it had dried. Her lipstick must be smeared. Ms Rose usually required the highest standards of presentation.

Normally Kendra didn’t follow Mia in to an appointment with the boss, but today she did, guiding the bound attendant to stand in front of Ms Rose’s desk. The lady was sat behind it in her exceedingly swanky and stylish leather chair. She was busy on her computer and ignored both her employees for a few moments.

As usual, she was impeccably and stylishly dressed, wearing a dark grey leather suit. Her hair was up and her make-up perfect. She smelled gorgeous. Such a contrast to Mia, who felt like a dirty slag, ashamed to be in the lady’s presence in her current state. What on earth did she smell like after more than two hours with her face pressed into Kendra’s juicing pussy!

Finally, Ms Rose’s eyes lifted to appraise Mia.

“We’ll have to make you the poster girl for Rose Air Services.” She quipped dryly. “Dirty sluts R us!”

Mia felt her face burning with embarrassment. Ms Rose smiled at her discomfort.

“Still struggling to accept what you are, Mia! Don’t fight it, celebrate it! Glory in the pleasure it brings you and everyone else. Sydney and I have just been chatting about this very problem. We think it’s time for you to be kept under stricter discipline for the next stage of your development. No more downtime for you, we shall be taking control of your personal life as well as your work life from now on.”

Ms Rose stood up and walked around her desk.

“We will be making changes to the way you live. Give the key to your flat to Kendra before you fly out today so that we can get some copies made. You can pick it up again when you get back.”

The lady leaned back, resting her bum against her desk directly in front of Mia. Her leather pants sheathed her legs like a glove, a slight flare at the hem. Shiny pointed toes of designer shoes peeked out underneath. Her captivating green eyes ran up and down Mia and she smiled, a smile Mia knew well, it meant trouble.

“Fetch the cane, Kendra. I think we need to ensure that we have Mia’s undivided attention. There’s nothing like a few licks to focus the mind. Isn’t that true, Mia?”

“Yes, Ms Rose.”

“How many do you think you need to distract you from your cunt long enough to understand the import of what I’m telling you?”

Mia wanted to weep. Her backside had barely recovered from three days of whipping.

“I think three might be enough, Ms Rose.” She said optimistically.

“You don’t seem very certain. Maybe you should think again, and take into account your slovenly appearance that doesn’t meet requirements.”

“I am certain five would be enough, Ms Rose.”

“Do you! Well, you’ve caught me in a good mood and I’ll let you get away with that one. Try it again, though and I’ll double the dose!”

While they were talking, Kendra had retrieved the cane from the cupboard where it resided. She swung it through the air twice, practice strokes that hummed with pregnant pain.

“Ask Kendra nicely for the strokes!”

“I would be very grateful, Ms Burton, if you could give me the five strokes of the cane that I require.”

“Be specific! Why do you need them?”

“I require the caning to divert my attention away from my slutty cunt, so I can focus on important information I am to receive from Ms Rose, and for failure to groom myself to the standards expected of a Rose Air Services Flight Attendant.”

“Nicely put.”

Ms Rose stepped to Mia’s side and grabbed her wrists, lifting her bound arms up. Mia gasped in pain as the strain on her shoulders escalated and she was forced to bend forward, right over to 90o. The tightly-cinched, wide belt of her uniform cut painfully into the bottom of her ribs, her bare breasts hung down below her.

As Ms Rose stroked Mia’s bottom over the tautly stretched latex of her skirt, Kendra drew the zip of the skirt up from mid-thigh right up to her waist. The rubber fell away from her backside, falling in front of her.

Both women exclaimed at sight of the fading whip marks that carpeted her buttocks. Ms Rose’s palm now rubbing the sore skin directly.

“Now that is a ponygirl’s arse! Gorgeous!” Mia could hear the excitement in Ms Rose’s voice.

“Oh, what a shame! This is going to really hurt, poor thing!” Kendra’s tone was smug.

Mia trembled. She truly hated the cane. She had got better at controlling herself when under the rod, but she still struggled. But she had seen people like Katya take it without flinching, she could never see herself having that level of stoicism.

“Low with plenty of whip, Kendra!” Ms Rose ordered.

“Certainly, Ms Rose.”

Again, Mia heard the hum of the stick flashing through the air. Two more practice swipes. She shivered and closed her eyes.

Fizz! Splat!

That sickening noise as the cane landed right across the bottom of her buttocks. Instant, fiery hell. Ms Rose anticipated Mia’s instinct to rise up and lifted her arms higher to keep her bent low. Her face creased as she tried to cope with the pain and keep quiet.

“One, thank you, Ms Burton.” She managed after getting her breath back.

Kendra made her wait for the next, teasing her.

Fizz! Splat!

Mia’s mouth opened wide in a silent howl. The tip of the cane had bitten right into the crease between her bottom and her thigh with such ferocity. She squirmed, her hips writhing.

“Two, thank you, Ms Burton.”

“Be still!” Ms Rose spanked Mia hard. “I won’t tell you again!”

As the third stroke smacked in Mia would have fallen over if Ms Rose didn’t have hold of her. She sobbed, fighting to subdue the movement of her hips.

“Better.” Ms Rose commented. “Try and get the last two on top of the others, Kendra, give her something to think about for the next few days.”

“Yes, Ms Rose.”

The fourth produced a strangled cry from Mia. Her knees bent, which put more strain on her raised arms. She stamped a foot down onto the thick pile of the carpet – that at least was silent.

There was a long wait for the final stroke. Both women seemed transfixed watching the welts rising and colouring, as well as Mia’s comical attempts to stay still.

The fifth was the hardest. Low, with an upswing, it caught the full weight of Mia’s buttocks, lifted them. She felt them wobble from the impact. She moaned. Bending her knees once more, stamping both feet this time.

“Five, thank you, Ms Burton.” Mia was weeping uncontrollably.

“Lovely job, Kendra!” Ms Rose didn’t waste any time putting her fingers to the fresh marks, examining them. Mia flinched and struggled.

“Thank you, Ms Rose.”

Then the fingers moved between Mia’s legs, pressing against her sex. She moaned.

“Widen your stance!”

She shifted her feet further apart. Ms Rose’s fingers immediately slipped inside. Mia squirmed. As her clit was touched her whole pussy spasmed. She gasped.

“Doesn’t seem to have done much to curb the craving in your leaky minge! Are you a pain slut, Mia?”

“No, Ms Rose.”

“Are you sure about that?”

“Completely sure, Ms Rose.”

“Maybe you need a few more then?”

“I can assure you that is not necessary, Ms Rose.” Mia sniffed.

“One extra, Kendra, for her impertinence, really whippy, make sure the tip catches a welt!”

“With pleasure, Ms Rose!”

Fizz! Splat!

There was silence for some moments after the extra stroke, broken only by Mia’s sobbing and the snap and crackle of her latex dress as her hips danced. Again she bent at the knee, stamped her feet. Then Ms Rose put her finger on the spot where the tip had contacted Mia’s skin, right in the crease, right on top of an earlier hit. Mia made a pitiful sound of distress as she squirmed.

“Lovely!”

Ms Rose finally released Mia’s arms. The attendant lifted herself back upright. Her boss perched herself against the front of her desk once more.

“Do I have your undivided attention now, Mia?”

“Yes, Ms Rose.”

“We are going to micro-manage all aspects of your life from now on, Mia. What you may eat. How you will dress. Where and when you go out. You will need permission for everything you do.”

Mia flinched again as Kendra came up behind her and put her hand against the welts she had just drawn low across Mia’s backside.

“You will no longer have any private space. Whoever we want will have access to your flat anytime that we want. You will obey them as if they were Sydney or me. Do you understand, Mia?”

“Yes, Ms Rose.”

Mia was trying to process the implications of what was being said.

“There will be cameras in each room of your flat so that you can be constantly monitored whenever you are home. Additionally, we will remove all the internal doors within the flat. You need to get used to the idea that you are always on display, always performing, always an object for our pleasure.”

Ms Rose cupped one of Mia’s breasts, weighing it in her hands.

“These are wonderful! You look like a real big-titted slut now! Curve your back, push them out as far as you can.”

Mia Obeyed.

“You shouldn’t need to be told to do that. It should be second nature. Flaunt yourself at every opportunity, you are an exhibit for everyone’s pleasure, your objectification central to your identity, an entirely sexual creature who wants to be the centre of attention, craving being desired and admired, being found pleasing.”

Ms Rose began to squeezed and fondle Mia’s breast.

“You will be dressed to show these off and you will do so with pride, not shame. Learn to love what you are, not be humiliated by it. You are a slut, your needs and desires governed by your cunt, it gives you pleasure beyond your wildest dreams. We do not want to see embarrassment at this self-awareness, we want to see delight, self-respect, conceit. And we want to see it at all times.”

Ms Rose’s hand slid down from Mia’s breast, across her rubber covered abdomen, then withdrew.

“So wherever you are, on one of our jets, in the back of a taxi, in your bedroom or bathroom, someone will always be watching you, and you will fulfil their expectations. You will be poised, you will preen, displaying your sexuality and submission for everyone to enjoy, knowing you are the most desirable thing on legs and rejoicing in the fact. You will not be allowed to be ashamed or embarrassed, whenever you do, you will be punished. This is what will happen from now onward.”

Ms Rose moved back around her desk and sat down again. Kendra continued to stand close behind Mia, their bodies almost touching, her hand cupping the most heavily welted part of Mia’s bottom, fingernails dragging across the excoriated skin, Mia shivering each time she did it.

“When you drop off your flat key to Kendra, you will also leave your phone. We will be installing an app that can monitor where you are at all times and enable video contact whenever we wish. You can collect them both when you return from your flight. Your new rules will start from that point.”

Ms Rose ran her eyes up and down Mia once more, looking thoughtful.

“Pride. At all times, Mia. Pride.”

“Yes, Ms Rose.” Mia’s mind was in a tumble of thoughts What had just happened?

“Oh, and one more thing! From now on, your sexual pleasure will be controlled when you are off duty as it is when you are on duty. There will be absolutely no masturbation unless specifically given permission to do so. Cumming for you is a privilege, not a right, from this moment on. It is very important you understand this rule, Mia, the consequences for breaking it will be severe. No wanking!”

Mia couldn’t get her head around that. She did so much of it. It was inconceivable not to.

“Clear, Mia?”

“Yes, Ms Rose.”

“Edge her, Kendra. That should help her understand.”

“With pleasure, Ms Rose!” The PA didn’t hide her delight.

She grabbed Mia’s wrists and lifted her arms, forcing the attendant to bend right over again. Her feet kicked Mia’s legs apart. Her hand pressed against Mia’s sex, fingers pushing inside. Mia gasped, squirming in pleasure. Kendra used Mia for her own pleasure, she had never given it before. This was a novelty. Mia soon found out she was highly skilled at it.

“Oh!... Oh!” Mia moaned, her hips gyrating.

The fingers teased, initially, fliting about, somehow knowing just the right places to stimulate.

“Quiet, Mia! I’m not interested in a running commentary.” Ms Rose snapped, returning her attention to her computer.

Kendra fiddled with Mia’s piercing, sliding it, twisting it for maximum pleasure. Mia’s sex twitched, causing her hips to jump. It was like a handle to control her with, a volume control and she was helpless, her arousal entirely directed by another.

Gradually, Kendra increased the touches to Mia’s clit, brushing lightly against it, pushing the piercing against it. As Mia’s excitement grew, so the touches became harder and more frequent. Then the finger smothered it, pressing hard, slowly manipulating it. Mia was biting her lip to keep quiet. The finger pressed harder still, moved much faster. Mia was in heaven. Now panting, her mouth opened in a silent scream as she felt the first sparks of her orgasm beginning.

Like she had a psychic link to Mia’s mind, Kendra knew the exact moment to pull her hand away, bringing Mia the closest possible to her point of no return, but not across it. The hand was gone, the climax lapped at Mia’s consciousness for a second. Then it was slowly slipping away. No amount of writhing was going to bring it back. She sobbed in frustration.

Ms Rose glanced up.

“Dismissed!”

Kendra released her grip on Mia’s wrists, but before she could lift herself back upright, the PA grabbed her ponytail just below where her hair was banded, and holding her still bent right over, steered her out of the boss’ office that way.


14

Sleeping Problems

The next ten days were a baptism of fire for Mia as she accommodated to the new regimen that directed every part of her life.

The rule against masturbation proved every bit as challenging as she had anticipated. Her raging, frequently unrequited lust manifested itself in fevered, florid, sexually charged dreams most nights. This was exacerbated by the fact that all her bed linen had been taken and replaced with latex variants. She slept on a rubber sheet, covered herself with a duvet sheathed in latex, rested her head on latex pillowcases.

On top of that, she was given specific attire she had to wear to bed, always with the wide-angled camera that had been placed in a top corner of the bedroom winking its red light to show that it was operating, watching her every move to ensure she obeyed her growing list of new rules.

She had two nightgowns, both identical except that one was black and one was bright red. They were ankle length and loose fitting except at the extremities – closing tightly around her neck right up to her chin and around her wrists. Two loops on the end of each sleeve fitted between her thumb and forefinger, and middle and ring finger, wrapping her hands in the soft, slippery rubber.

At the hem, the skirt was only wide enough for her to part her ankles little more than a foot, restricting her stride when she walked and limiting how far she could separate her legs when lying in bed. The nightdresses had a belt attached that had just one hole for the buckle, forcing her to pull it incredibly tight to close it. Wearing them was a turn-on, the subtle restriction combined with the loose latex sliding over her body and limbs, caressing her skin, was very pleasant.

What she hated was the matching helmet that she had to put on once in bed. It was form-fitting and only had holes for her nostrils and mouth, blinding her, trapping her head in its tight, claustrophobic grip. Getting it on and off with her long, full hair was an aggravation. She left it loose, flowing out from the bottom of the helmet, which reached right down to the bottom of her neck. After a while, it became very uncomfortable – unbearably hot – making for fitful sleeping and restless nights as she tried to accommodate to its presence.

After ten nights, she still hadn’t got used to it and was feeling perpetually tired as a result. She was certain that this immersion in latex – and especially the helmet – coupled with the restriction to her wanking, were causing her persistent and powerful erotic dreams. She had grown used to the constant arousal and stimulation that had become part of her daily life, but now they had found a way to continue it even when she was unconscious, there was now simply no escape from it.

The most common recurring theme latched on to her memory of that night she had spent in the odalisque dormitory, totally immobilized and encapsulated in rubber. The power of that vibrator that had been locked inside her had been extraordinary, she had never experienced anything like it and the climax it had given her had been as intense as anything she had felt before. She just couldn’t forget it, or the hours afterwards.

And so this night, it was the centre of her dream once more:

She was odalisque number 5. She couldn’t remember the time when she hadn’t been. It had been a regular day. She had spent a few hours turning on the wheel in the atrium, her massive breasts being repeatedly, agonizingly stung by the nettles. She had spent a few hours in the statue outside, being shocked by her butt-plug, again her massive tits had suffered, crammed into that small place with the spikes digging into them. She had spent the evening displayed on the wall in the lounge. Every so often a maid would come and shock her nipples, the only part of her exposed.

Now she was being bedded down for the night in the dormitory, the chains to her nipples were pulled taut, stretching them, making them ache once more. Inside her rubber prison she felt the full weight of her grotesquely large breasts lying on her chest. In between the inflatable gag and the tightly fitting helmet, her hugely swollen lips were trapped and squeezed but she was thrilled, trembling with anticipation. The highlight of her day was nearly upon her.

She felt hands stroking her body, then her head. She waited. Then the vibrator burst into life and she howled into her gag, her hips twitching under its incredible power, every part of her sex seeped in sensation. Twenty four hours since her last cum, every minute since with her libido raging, the desperation growing throughout the day for the relief she needed. But the race was on. So many weeks and months of experience had taught her the way to get two orgasms before the battery inside the vibrator died.

The first one needed to be quick, she mustn’t fight it or savour it, let it take her as soon as it could. But it wouldn’t come! Why couldn’t she cum? She began to panic...

Mia was awoken suddenly. For some moments, reality and her dream were intertwined, interchangeable. In both cases she was swathed head-to-toe in latex, burning hot, claustrophobic, so horny, in such need of fulfilment. Her world was filled with the smell of rubber, the snap, crackle and pop, the slither of the sensuous material. She couldn’t define what was real and what was part of the dream.

Then she was turned onto her front and a hand was landing hard on her latex covered buttocks again and again and she was fully awake as the pain cut through the miasma of her consciousness.

This was not the first time she had been awoken in the middle of the night in her own flat. The unannounced arrival of someone into her inner sanctum, what had used to be her own private, personal space. In fact, it was the fourth time in the ten days since she had given over her flat key to be copied. Blind inside her latex helmet, she couldn’t be sure it even was the middle of the night. How long had she been asleep, an hour? Five? It might not yet be midnight. It could be dawn.

The first time it had been Kendra. She had beaten Mia’s arse heavily with a belt before queening her, grinding her arsehole on Mia’s nose, having Mia’s tongue go deep into her rectum. She had left as quickly as she had arrived. Then it had been Bruno. He had used Mia’s bumhole and pussy as he usually did, but Mia had got to cum twice. He had stayed the night, sleeping in Mia’s bed. Mia’s hands had been tied behind her back and she had spent the rest of the night curled between his legs, his cock in her mouth.

Three nights ago it had been Jack who suddenly appeared, using Mia’s bumhole forcefully as she had a proclivity to do, but afterwards they had slept together entwined. Mia had welcomed the last two visits – she had received some stupendous orgasms that she was desperately in need of now she could no longer wank.

“Are you with us yet, Mia?” Ms Beaufort’s voice cut through Mia’s lust filled confusion.

Twice more the hand descended emphatically onto Mia’s bottom. She writhed, the pain helping her to focus.

“Yes… Ms Beaufort!”

“On your knees!”

Ms Beaufort in her flat! Mia couldn’t believe it. She scrambled up onto her knees and turned in the direction of the voice, bowing her head. She felt and smelt leather pressed against her mouth – the back of Ms Beaufort’s gloved hand. She kissed fervently. Another hand stroked the top of her head, sliding across the rubber.

“Don’t you look adorable in that outfit!”

The hand grabbed a handful of Mia’s hair where it spilled down her back and dragged her off the bed. Still on her knees, her head was pushed down until her lips contacted the hard leather of a steeply arched, booted foot. Mia instantly started to kiss it.

“We’re going to have some fun with you, Mia. That’s OK isn’t it?”

“Of course, Ms Beaufort! I am at your disposal.” Mia lifted her mouth from the Frenchwoman’s boot just long enough to answer.

“It’s going to hurt, but you don’t mind, do you?”

Mia trembled with fear and arousal simultaneously. Ms Beaufort’s voice, her perfume, just her presence, turned the flight attendant into a blob of jelly, all rational thought evaporating.

“It will be my pleasure, Ms Beaufort!”

“Good girl! Now stand up!”

Mia rose onto unsteady feet.

“Prepare her, Binky.”

Binky was here!

Mia felt the zip at the back of her nightgown lowered. The belt unbuckled. The rubber loops from the sleeves were slipped off her fingers. The nightgown was pulled down to puddle at her feet. She lifted each foot in turn as a latex gloved hand prompted, stepping out of the garment. She could hear the rustle and squelch of rubber with every movement Binky made. Her naked body goose-pimpled. The heating had turned off and it was a little chilly.

“Let’s sex you up a bit, shall we! You want to look alluring for me, don’t you, Mia?”

“Yes, Ms Beaufort.”

The lady’s gloved hand stroked Mia’s cheek proprietorially, but not without affection.

Mia’s arms were drawn behind her back and she felt the course leather of a monoglove slipped over her hands and lower arms. As the zip was drawn up, her elbows were pulled closer and closer together, her shoulders dragged back, breasts pushed forward provocatively. Straps were buckled at her wrist, below her elbows and then above them. She gasped as the band around her upper arms tugged further on her shoulders, hurting her.

Ms Beaufort took advantage of the offered tits, cupping them in her hands. The soft hide felt wonderful as it caressed the so sensitive skin of Mia’s breasts, she shivered in delight. Was it just her imagination or did they really feel so much more tactile since she had received her implants? Their weight, their presence so much a part of her identity and pleasure now. She couldn’t understand why she had ever been hesitant about getting the procedure. They made her feel so sexy and feminine.

Further straps from the monoglove were passed over Mia’s shoulders, crossing over her chest and passing under her arms to be fixed in place.

Meanwhile, the Frenchwoman’s kidskin covered fingers were manipulating Mia’s nipples, squeezing and twisting. Then she felt the cold metal of nipple rings being fed through her grommeted piercings, the click as the rings were snapped shut. She heard the rattle of chains, felt them against her skin.

At the same time, she felt a corset wrapped around her waist, a short waspie that sat under her breasts. Binky began to lace it closed.

“Stick your tongue right out, Mia!”

With more rattle of chains, Mia’s tongue was grabbed. She felt her tongue stud being manipulated, stretching the muscle painfully. Then the fingers were gone but something was still pulling heavily on it and it was connected to her nipple rings. She could feel the oval links of a chain against the tip of her tongue, fixed somehow to the stud and bar. Even more rattling as the length of the chain was adjusted until she felt the increased tension on both the stud and her nipple rings.

The chain kept shortening, her nipples being twisted upward, then her breasts were lifting too, her tongue being tugged painfully. She whined plaintively.

“Shh!”

Ms Beaufort pressed the tip of her finger against Mia’s plump lips.

“You know I don’t like a fuss. This is not all about you. This is for my pleasure, not yours. I don’t care whether you like it or not!”

The lady had let go of the chain and the full tension was now taken by Mia’s nipple rings and tongue. It was a perfidious predicament. The more she drew her tongue in, the more painful it was on her nipples, but the further out she stuck her tongue the more abominably it ached. Add on to that the humiliation and indignity of the situation and Mia felt tears forming in her eyes.

“Breath in as deeply as you can, mademoiselle.” Binky ordered.

Mia obeyed instinctively, as she did to any instruction these days, Binky began tugging forcefully on the laces of the corset, drawing the garment ever tighter around Mia’s waist.

“You are not working tomorrow are you, Mia?”

Mia shook her head. She attempted to answer Ms Beaufort’s question but all that created was an unintelligible noise, increased pain for her tongue and strings of dribble falling out of her mouth.

“Excellent! We can work over your tits nicely without worrying if they will still show the marks tomorrow.”

“Breath in once more, mademoiselle.”

This time Binky lifted her knee, insinuating it under the monoglove and pressing it against Mia’s back, using the extra traction to draw the corset even tighter. Mia’s waist was now aching, her breathing restricted.

Ms Beaufort sunk her fingers into Mia’s tits, squeezing, moving them about her chest, yanking agonizingly on her tongue and nipples. Mia whimpered in distress.

“Lovely!”

The corset now tied off around Mia’s shrunken waist, Binky lifted one foot, then another, slipping a boot on to each of Mia’s legs. Mia recognized them as the new pair she had just got as part of her more provocative wardrobe for use outside of work. She had thought she dressed pretty sexy already, but that had been taken up yet another notch or two. Short skirts, plunging necklines, outrageous push-up bras.

These boots had a five-and-a-half-inch heel. The only others she had that were that high were her uniform boots and they reached to her crotch. These tucked under her knees and were patent leather, super shiny, with buckles at the ankle and at the top. She felt Binky drawing each strap as tight as possible. They had needle-thin heels and extremely stylized pointed toes that pinched uncomfortably.

“Much better!” Ms Beaufort purred. “Now you look the part, horny as hell and ready to suffer! Hold her from behind, Binky!”

“Oui, Maîtresse.”

Mia felt the maid’s hands grab her bound arms firmly.

“Let’s start with the underside of your tits. Tip your head back as far as you can. Mia.”

Under the stifling rubber helmet, Mia’s eyes grew wide with fear, but she didn’t hesitate. The pain in her tongue and nipples was overwhelming as the action lifted her heavy breasts, suspending them from her nipple rings, exposing the underside. She made a strangled, gargling sound. Her tongue pulled so far out of her mouth it curved around her chin.

“What a good girl! So obedient! Hold her head in that position, Binky.”

With one hand still remaining on the monoglove, Binky’s other hand pressed down on Mia’s forehead, which was pointing directly upward. This actually forced Mia’s head back even further. She whimpered again in even further distress, but was glad the responsibility for holding the position had been taken from her. She felt Ms Beaufort’s leather-clad fingers gently caressing the exposed and sensitive skin deep below her nipples. She shivered in terror and excitement.

“So pale and soft, these will mark up wonderfully!” The lady exclaimed.

There was a pause, an interminable wait for Mia. Then something bit hard into her right breast, very low, just above the crease where it merged with her torso, which still bore the mark where her implants had been inserted. For a few seconds the pain escalated, before peaking and ebbing back. But that was immediately followed by the same to her left breast. She flinched and struggled, but was easily held in position by Binky.

Whatever Ms Beaufort was using, it was very thin and bendy and stung like hell. Mia felt a finger press firmly against the line from the last hit, drawing along its length.

“Beautiful!”

There followed a flurry of strikes. One, two on her right tit, two on her left, back to her right, back to her left. The hits rained down, the cumulative pain increasing with each strike. As Mia writhed under the onslaught, her breasts began to bounce and swing about. The tug on her tongue and nipples was appalling. Tears poured from her eyes, her vocalizations growing increasingly shrill.

Ms Beaufort stopped, but the burning continued to grow. The lady once more put her finger to Mia’s lips.

“Last warning, stay quiet! Do you want the neighbours around to see how your slutty cunt gets its kicks? Take what you have coming like a good girl. What do you think your big, fake tits are for if not my pleasure, hmm?”

The blows recommenced. If anything, the French woman was hitting even harder. Mia concentrated intently on staying quiet, mortified that she had disappointed Ms Beaufort.

“Much better!”

The combined pain was atrocious, but the rapid fire hits continued without pause and Mia could do nothing, tilted backward on her extreme heels, arms fused behind her in the monoglove, her breasts thrust provocatively forward as if she was craving this treatment. She prayed for it to end.

When it eventually did, Ms Beaufort’s fingers returned to stroke the welts she had raised. The kidskin that a few minutes ago had felt so soft and sensuous on Mia’s skin now felt like sandpaper. She squirmed and sobbed.

“Let her up!”

Mia felt dizzy as her head righted itself, eyes staring into the blackness of the helmet. Sweat had run into them to mix with her tears and they stung. With relief, the rings in her nipples and the chain to her tongue were removed. At last she could pull her tongue back inside her mouth, but it ached miserably. Any respite was short-lived.

“Lay her back on the bed.”

Mia was tipped backward, her bound arms sinking into the mattress, the monoglove curving her back, leaving her vulnerable breasts still prominent, her highest point. Her knees were bent, her steeply raked feet still planted on the floor.

“Let’s pattern the rest of those tits to match the underside.”

Waiting interminably for the inevitable to happen, Mia was struggling for air because of the corset, shivering. Then the little implement, whatever it was, sliced into the side of her right breast. The strike was so hard, vicious. The follow-up was almost immediate, a downward stroke to the top of the tit, landing across her areola, missing her nipple by next to nothing. For a while all the hits were to the same breast. When one contacted directly with her nipple, Mia squealed and wriggled like a hooked fish, forcing the Frenchwoman to stop.

“Don’t say I didn’t warn you!” Ms Beaufort was annoyed. “Binky!”

The mattress gave as the maid climbed onto the bed, the noise from her latex uniform so loud it cut through Mia’s pain haze. Binky’s thighs closed around the side of Mia’s head, grasping it firmly between them, the squeak of rubber against rubber as her stockings moved against Mia’s helmet. The maid’s rubber sheathed hands squeezed Mia’s jaw either side of her mouth, forcing her to open it. Something oddly-shaped and rough-surfaced was placed on her tongue, behind her teeth.

“Suck on it, don’t bite it!” Ms Beaufort warned.

Mia’s mouth flooded with a familiar flavour. Very quickly the makeshift gag started to burn. She was sucking a piece of ginger root, another thing to add to Mia’s woes. Instinctively, Mia began to struggle, trying to shake her head, trying to free her arms, both acts utterly futile. Binky slipped her hands under the straps of the monoglove where they passed across Mia’s chest, using them to hold the prone woman still.

Ms Beaufort resumed her preoccupation with Mia’s tits, striking the left one now. Each hit was hard and fast, rapid fire, working her way across the entirety of the breast. She spent some time focused just on the nipple and areola, catching the nub repeatedly. Mia was in a frenzy, struggling uselessly against the agony, all the while the root burned more and more, She opened her mouth as wide as she could, panting, trying to dissipate some of the heat, body wracked with choking sobs.

She could hear Ms Beaufort’s voice, but not the words – the latex helmet and Binky’s thighs had removed a large proportion of her hearing, but she could tell from the tone that the lady was displeased with her, which only added to her distress.

Then attention was turned back to her right breast, the implement biting her again and again. As the agony from her tits grew, so did the fire in her mouth. Mia was in paroxysms of pain. She was in hell.
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The Chance to Chat

Thirty minutes later…

Lying across the breakfast bar in her kitchen, Mia’s arms were still trapped underneath her in the monoglove. Her head was hanging down over the edge of the countertop, while her legs were lifted high and back, fixed to the rail that passed high above the breakfast bar and to which pots and pans were normally suspended. The position left her upturned bottom and exposed sex hanging over the edge of the other side of the countertop.

The rings had been put back in her nipples, but this time the connected chains did not pull against her tongue. The other end of the chain had somehow been attached to the rail that held her feet up. All the slack had been taken from the chain so that both nipples were stretched upwards, throbbing angrily.

Both nipples had received several direct hits during Ms Beaufort’s earlier blitzkrieg of Mia’s breasts and they were so incredibly tender now. Both mammaries felt huge and swollen – she hoped that was an illusion. It didn’t feel like any part of them had escaped and they stung and itched so badly. Frustrated at not being able to see them, Mia had received the benefit of Ms Beaufort’s florid description of how wonderful they looked with dozens of thin red lines criss-crossing every inch of them.

The only consolation (and most definitely the only one) was that the ginger root had been removed from her mouth, though it was still on fire and she held it as wide open as she could in an attempt to dampen-down the burning, waving her tongue in the air – much to the French lady’s amusement.

Instead, a longer, narrower fig of ginger had been inserted into her rectum, the tip just sticking out. Mia was rolling from side to side as much as she was able. It was the only thing she could attempt to try to alleviate the new fire in her bowel and, possibly worse, her stretched sphincter. But that movement only pulled even more harshly on her sensitive nipples. She was trapped in a cycle of agony.

When first fixed in her current position and while Binky had been preparing a snack for her Maîtresse, Ms Beaufort had laid five strokes of her beloved cane across Mia’s presented buttocks, each of which still throbbed abominably. Inside her dark and sweaty helmet, Mia was feeling very sorry for herself. To rub figurative salt into her wounds, the snack that Ms Beaufort was eating was the chicken salad that Mia had picked up for her own dinner tomorrow.

That wasn’t even the full extent of her predicament. As the lady munched noisily on her snack, sat on a stool next to the flight attendant’s bound form, Binky had been tasked with periodically tapping Mia’s pussy with the implement that had been used so cruelly on her breasts earlier. These weren’t full-fat hits, more flicks of the wrist, but each still hurt on such a sensitive area. The maid would tap four or five times in quick succession, the pain escalating, causing Mia to squirm. Then there would be a long pause before the next flurry. Mia wondered if each one was enacted on an unseen signal from Ms Beaufort.

“Is she still wet, Binky?”

The maid’s fingers spread apart Mia’s stinging labia, which rocked from side to side as her hips squirmed from the effect of the ginger fig in her anus. A fingertip dragged across her inner labia, right up to disturb her clit hood piercing. Mia’s pussy spasmed vigorously.

“Oui, Maîtresse. Dripping!”

“You do love to suffer for my pleasure, don’t you Mia? Despite all the fuss you’ve made, your cunt doesn’t lie!”

Mia didn’t know if she was supposed to answer. She was finding coherent thought difficult.

“This has been a little test to see if you are worthy, now you’re moving to the next level of your transformation. We both need to know whether you are up to it. You’ve done quite well, even though you do complain too much. I would like to see more stoicism, more dignity. It is after all a privilege to have so much of my attention, don’t you think?”

Between gasps, Mia managed a reply. “Yes… Ms Beaufort.”

“Or would you rather I ignored you?”

“I’m very grateful… Ms Beaufort… For your consideration.” It was so hard to think straight!

“I have any number of sluts at home who would be delighted for that time to be awarded to them, so I would like to see more grace and pride that I have chosen that time for you. Something for you to work on”

Mia squeaked as Binky struck her labia three times in quick succession.

“But you have tried hard, so I think you deserve a little reward. You may eat her out, Binky, but don’t let her cum.”

“Oui, Maîtresse.”

Again, Mia’s sore labia were parted, her hips still dancing from the burning in her arsehole. Binky’s hands pushed them forcibly down to reduce the movement as her mouth locked onto Mia’s sex. The maid’s puffy lips, so soft, felt wonderfully soothing as her skilled tongue – with its metal stud near its tip – burrowed into the sensitive, sopping interior of Mia’s pussy. Mia moaned quietly. Despite all the pain and cruelty, it felt so good. She was so aroused. The power of her own masochism was so scary. She felt so out of control.

Ms Beaufort’s fingers – now gloveless – sank into one of Mia’s breasts. She drew her fingernails across the sore marks, exploring the entire tit. Mia gasped, grunted, shuddered.

“We haven’t had the chance to chat since your last visit to Belles Larmes, Mia. Did you enjoy it?”

Mia struggled to concentrate, with so much sensation throughout her body consuming her, how could she be expected to hold a cogent conversation?

“It was…Oh!.. Very intense… Ms Beaufort.”

“You’ll be welcomed back anytime you want, just say the word.”

Binky’s tongue was amazing, Mia’s sex was twitching, it was heaven. But at the same time there was the hell of the ginger in her arsehole, the Frenchwoman’s nails on her sore breasts, the throbbing welts from the cane on her backside, the list went on…

“We can always use another maid. There is always so much to do! Normally a maid works a ratio of two to one, for example, two weeks as a maid and one week as an odalisque. The exception is Binky, who has been with me for a long time, my first ever maid! How many years is it, Binky?”

The maid pulled her mouth from Mia’s pussy only long enough to answer.

“Fifteen years and three months, Maîtresse.”

“We have a special relationship. Binky only takes the role of odalisque when I think she needs it. It would be very pleasant, Mia, to have you hanging above my bed one night, or preparing me for bed again. Maybe a long weekend in preparation for a more extended stay? Something to think about.”

Mia was trying to keep her noise down, but the ginger in her bumhole was burning ferociously. She choked back a sob, fighting Binky’s hands that were trying to hold her hips still. For a fraction of a second she thought about begging for mercy from Ms Beaufort, but the thought of disappointing the lady was too terrible to contemplate and she knew the Frenchwoman didn’t respond to such pleas. Then she gasped loudly as the Maid’s teeth nipped at her clit hood.

“But I’m sure you can’t wait to get back into your pony tack! How many times was it you came while running tacked-up?”

Mia couldn’t remember that in her current condition! Ms Beaufort wasn’t impressed by Mia’s delayed response, yanking ruthlessly on the chains holding her nipples stretched. Mia mewed in distress.

“Are you ignoring me, you slut? Just thinking about the mouth on your cunt!”

“No, Ms Beaufort… I’m thinking…”

“That many times! Looks like you are made for the bridle!”

Mia wasn’t sure that was true. The ponygirl experience at Belles Larmes had been gruelling, a terrible ordeal. She had been continually run to exhaustion, her backside whipped raw. It had been genuinely traumatizing. But she had been turned-on the whole time, constantly craving sexual release… She didn’t know what to think.

“I think it was only twice, Ms Beaufort.”

“Even that is no mean feat, Mia! It is a rule of thumb that a woman cumming while running in her pony tack is a true ponygirl, few can achieve it. I believe you are a natural. I think it’s time for the next step. I have cashed in your voucher at Angelina Aella’s ponygirl training school for over Christmas and the New Year. I’ve cleared the period with Aria. Of course you can say no if you wish, but it would be such a shame to waste such a wonderful opportunity!”

Mia was horrified and thrilled at the same time. She didn’t know what she wanted, especially at this particular moment.

“It would be fabulous if the next time you visited Belles Larmes you were a trained ponygirl! You do want to be a better ponygirl for me, don’t you Mia?”

“Of course… Ms Beaufort…”

“That’s settled then!”

Mia moaned as Binky’s tongue attacked her clit, while the blaze in her arsehole continued to cause tears to run down her cheeks inside the rubber helmet.

Sensing Mia’s distress, Ms Beaufort’s hand stroked her latex covered cheek, pressing the rubber even tighter against her damp and clammy skin.

“Don’t over-complicate things, Mia. Just live in the moment. Let me worry about everything else. I expect you would like to cum about now?”

“Oh… Please… Ms Beaufort!”

“Of course you can. But you must suffer a little more first. It’s my pleasure that is your priority, I’m sure?”

Mia sobbed. “Yes, Ms Beaufort.”

There was a snap of the fingers.

“That’s enough for now, Binky.”

Mia whimpered as the dexterous mouth pulled away from her sex. Her wriggling increased as the maid’s hands left her hips.

“Connect the nipple chains to her clit hood piercing and make sure they are super-tight.”

“Oui, Maîtresse.”

Mia grunted as the chains fixed to her nipple rings tugged sharply, agonizingly. But it was only for a moment, then the chains went slack and at last the pull on her nipples relented as the chain was disconnected from the overhead rail. The respite was short-lived, however.

Binky’s fingers again spread Mia’s labia wide apart.

“Be still, mademoiselle.”

The bound woman tried, but her pussy convulsed as the maid peeled back her clit hood, exposing the barbell piercing as well as the clitoris itself. She moaned as the barbell was handled, a finger pressing hard on her clit. She shivered. She felt the click rather than heard it, could feel additional metal against the most sensitive part of her, hard and cold. She shuddered in fear.

A finger pressed against Mia’s mouth once more, firmly this time.

“Any noise and the ginger goes back in your mouth! Show me how proud you are to have my attention!”

The sound of metal on metal as the chain was adjusted, the surplus links pooling on her corset rattled. Then the slack was all taken out and she felt the renewed tug on her nipples and the new sensation of the pull on her clit hood piercing, stretching the hood, pressing one of the balls of the barbell directly onto her clit. Still the chain was shortened, putting ever greater stress on all three so sensitive areas. Instead of being stretched upward, her nipples were now being dragged downward.

There was undeniable pleasure, but it was dwarfed by the pain. Keeping her lips closed to stay quiet didn’t work, she needed deep breaths, a wide open mouth to get enough air. She strangled her cries but the pain from her clit hood was intolerable. Finally, she felt Binky’s fingers withdraw, but the tension remained, the pain remained.

She needed to keep still to minimize the hurt, but she couldn’t stop her body from squirming to escape the torment, and the burning in her anus from the ginger meant she couldn’t remotely stay still, her wriggling only making it worse, continually tweaking the chain. And it was so intimate, right to the core of her sexuality, her most private of parts, so exposed and vulnerable. Nothing was safe from Ms Beaufort’s nefarious plans.

Mia heard Ms Beaufort put down her knife and fork, push her plate to one side. She heard Binky pick up the plate, the rap of her stilettos as she took it across to the sink and came back.

The thin, bendy implement that had been tormenting her all night rapped across her labia again. One, two, three strikes, harder than the previous. Mia moaned, her legs instinctively fighting to close, the chains holding them suspended rattling violently. She writhed.

She heard the stool slide back across the floor as Ms Beaufort stood up. Mia quivered with dread and anticipation. She continued to choke back sobs, tears still pouring from her eyes, running in trails under the rubber of the helmet, tickling her. She felt a hand on the ankle of her boot. It slid all the way down to her knee.

“You have no idea how sexy you look, Mia! A fetish submissive vision!”

Three more times Mia’s pussy was struck. This time she squealed as she wriggled. She would never have believed how much pain she could accept now, how gradually they continued to raise her tolerance to take ever more.

Mia’s head was hanging down over the edge of the counter. Her neck aching, feeling woozy. She felt Ms Beaufort’s hands stroking the tight rubber over her scalp. The lady was standing right over her.

“Such a brave girl to suffer so much for me!”

And then suddenly the chain between her nipples and clit hood was being pulled repeatedly, tug, release, tug, release. Mia writhed and whimpered as the tugs became more rapid and vigorous, stretching her nipples and her clit hood agonizingly. But at the same time, the motion pushed the barbell piercing against her clitoris repeatedly. It was unbelievably intense.

The action was actually wanking her, the hard metal sliding across her so sensitive bud. Inside the sweaty helmet, Mia’s eyes grew wide once again as she felt her arousal growing, totally out of her own control. Her legs fought their restraints, her arms the monoglove. She tried to squeeze out the hateful ginger fig lodged in her arsehole. There was so much pain!

Struggling fiercely, the wanking continued, her sexual need and the agony rising together, fusing into a single entity. It overwhelmed her consciousness to the exclusion of all else. She felt herself charging toward an orgasm like an express train. It was too much! Too much sensation. Too much to feel. The climax exploded through her mind and body, an experience like she had never felt before, taking her to a place she had never been before.
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A Ponygirl for Christmas

On the first day of Christmas…

Chouchou got some new pony boots. They were the proper pony boots she had seen so many of the ponies wearing. The front part of the hoof dropped down, pointing toward the ground, whenever she lifted her leg. It required a very particular gait to get the bottom of the hoof to lie flat with each step and if she didn’t, she would theoretically tumble over.

She had to move her foot further forward and then drag it back as she put it to the ground. It was an unnatural way of walking that required a huge amount of concentration for every step. But the action so mimicked the natural gait of a real pony that it had quite a profound effect on Chouchou, emphasizing her transition from human to equine. She felt authentically pony for the first time.

Mia arrived at Cacklebrook Farm on the back of Jack’s motorcycle. She had been terrified at the prospect of spending two whole weeks as a ponygirl, especially without the peculiarly confounding presence of Ms Beaufort. But despite this, it never occurred to her not to go. It was Ms Beaufort’s wish and that was that.

She was genuinely confused and uncertain. Hate wasn’t too strong a word. She had hated many aspects of those few days as a pony at Belles Larmes, but there was something compelling about the absolutism of being transformed into a pony that she couldn’t shake off. She still relived her experiences regularly, fantasized about being a ponygirl. Her sex flushed hot at the thought.

But as she was no longer permitted to masturbate, she could no longer satisfy those thoughts, her needs remained unrequited and unresolved. It was only two weeks, not a life changing decision. It might even help her to determine once and for all what she really desired. With trepidation, she had climbed behind Jack on her boy racer motorbike and now she was at Cacklebrook. She was Chouchou again.

She was certain she had turned into a narcissist. She was so obsessed with her appearance, getting such a thrill at seeing herself so sexualized, so visually striking, attracted to the idea of always being on display. That was what they wanted her to feel, too. She was stood in the tack room of the stable, fully tacked-up, fixed in a position where she had to look at her own image in the big mirror on one wall.

If she raised her eyes, there was only ponygirl Chouchou to see. The stunning, gorgeous, incredibly sexy ponygirl called Chouchou. And it was her. It was her fantasies brought to life. With her new breasts she looked so good, so convincing. All except for the hair, which bothered her. She didn’t have a proper mane like other ponies. As she became more authentic, this was jarring.

She knew it wasn’t an accident that she was placed here, forced to confront her pony identity, to acknowledge what she now was. It was part of the training. Two chains hanging down from the ceiling were connected to rings on the shoulders of her body harness, holding her upright and in place. A hobble chain was wrapped around her ankles, preventing her from moving her feet at all. She couldn’t turn away. If her eyes were open, she had to view herself, the ponygirl.

Once again, an imitation brand had been stuck on her hip. She couldn’t really see it in her reflection but could feel its presence. It had been held in front of her face before being pressed into place, Ms Beaufort’s brand, a small S and a larger B underneath and to the right in bold font, circled by a thin line. She was an owned ponygirl.

The pony tack was different from that she had worn at Belles Larmes in a number of ways. Most notably the intricate mesh bridle that Ms Beaufort preferred had been replaced with a more conventional one. A broad strap across the forehead had two narrower straps descending either side of her nose in an inverted V shape to either side of her mouth. Two more narrow straps led down beside the outside of her eyes, all four meeting at the bit rings on her cheeks.

Instead of the rigid, moulded blinkers that wrapped around the eyes, these blinkers were two large squares of leather fixed to the straps passing down the outside of her eyes, sticking outward either side of her face by about three inches. These completely killed any peripheral vision, but at least allowed her upward vision. These blinkers could be pushed shut over her eyes, completely blinding her.

All around, the bridle connected directly to her collar, allowing no movement of her head at all. The bit – as far as she could tell – was the same, with the protrusion into her mouth that locked onto her tongue stud, surrounded by the port with its plate that sat on her tongue further back. It had an unpleasant metallic taste.

Chouchou preferred this head ensemble, it was relatively more comfortable and much less claustrophobic. But most importantly, it didn’t have the extra chains running from her earrings to her nose ring, perpetually tugging on her septum, or the other chains stretching her earlobes. She was grateful for small mercies.

The harness was less elaborate around her nipples, without the tight-fitting collars that added to the sense of constriction, but her arms were again bound behind her to train them for the reverse-prayer position. Wrists clipped to the back of her collar, elbows pulled as close together as possible in her lower back – she was still nowhere near their meeting in the centre.

They still ached like hell and curved her back, thrusting her breasts out obscenely, the network of straps containing them sinking in to her skin, forming diamonds of bulging flesh trying to escape the restraint. They were so conspicuous, the most prominent part of her, but she was relatively accustomed to that by now. Once more, a weighty nipple bar was clamped in place, causing an enduring ache.

The butt-plug and dildo locked inside her felt the same and she continued to subtly move her hips to feel them constantly shift slightly inside her, creating a lovely, gentle pleasure. As well as her new hooves, the pony boots terminated under the knee. Although she hadn’t fallen yet, Chouchou preferred the padded knee covering used by Ms Beaufort, it offered more protection.

The tack was brutal in the severity of the bondage it imposed, so restrictive and controlling, so uncomfortable, but Chouchou loved it. It turned her on like crazy and she looked spectacular, her blue eyes gleaming with excitement from between the blinkers, the enforced angle her head was held at and her curved spine thrusting her chest out, making her look so proud. She felt awesome, despite her apprehension about what the next two weeks had in store for her. It was the running to exhaustion and the whipping that she detested.

She had been left standing there for quite some time. She had heard the clop of hooves on the concrete floor come and go as other ponies were led past her. She felt so horny, her hips becoming ever more animated as time passed as she sought to stimulate herself. Her tail was beginning to sway back and forth, brushing the backs of her knees as it moved. She liked that too, having a beautiful tail.

Drooling profusely around the bit, her chin was shiny, tendrils of saliva hanging from its tip. Her chest and the upper slopes of her breasts glistened similarly. She could feel the drool sliding down between them.

She saw the groom appear behind her a split second before a hand smacked her plumply presented left buttock with full force. The crack reverberated around the tack room like a pistol shot. There was a thin strap that passed from her crotch strap up to her waist cinch at each hip, cupping each buttock and lifting it as an easy, vulnerable target. The power of the blow pushed Chouchou forward, the chains connected to the shoulders of her harness stopped her from toppling over, rattling and groaning as they took the strain.

“Stand still! You don’t do that! Next time you’ll feel my crop!”

Chouchou’s bottom cheek burned. She knew she had been pushing her luck, but she had thought that there was no one else in the room.

The groom was short and stocky with a severe haircut, hard face and eyes, very intimidating. Chouchou was scared of her. She was called Tosh and had a pronounced northern accent. She crouched down beside the ponygirl and removed the hobble chain, then disconnected the ceiling chains from Chouchou’s harness. She grabbed the pony’s bound arms firmly.

“Walk on. I’ll direct you. Take yer time. Speed is not important. It’s about getting yer gait correct, but yer knees still need to be brought high. Watch yerself in the mirror.”

Chouchou lifted her foot. It looked so elegant the way the front of the hoof dropped down. She overreached her step, almost like she was pawing the ground, to draw the hoof flat again as she landed her foot. It looked so clumsy. She took another step forward, tentative and unsure.

“Good girl!”

The groom turned her to the right as she continued her baby steps, confidence growing that Tosh had hold of her to prevent her from falling. Each step clopped loudly. She was steered out of the tack room and into the gym (was it even called a gym if it was for training ponygirls?) She was heading toward a treadmill.

She shivered in delight as the dildo and butt-plug flexed and shifted inside her, caressing her vagina and sphincter exquisitely. Her breasts swayed in unison under the control of the nipple bar, lightly and rhythmically tugging on her nipples, gently enough that it felt good.

The pony stepped up onto the treadmill, Tosh positioned her in place and finally let go. The groom smacked Chouchou’s other buttock, but this was a much softer spank, affectionate rather than punishing. More chains hung from the ceiling here, which Tosh again connected to the shoulders of Chouchou’s harness. Right in front of the pony, two electrical wires also hung down from above. Chouchou regarded them suspiciously.

She hadn’t been fitted with reins. The groom connected the wires to her nipple rings. Then she felt something stuck on her thighs. Unable to lower her head at all, she was unable to see what they were.

“We’ll take it nice and slow to begin with, an easy walking pace. Practice yer leg action until it becomes second nature. You will fall, but it doesn’t matter, the chains will keep you upright. There are sensors on yer thighs. If you don’t raise them to at least right angles to the floor with every step, yer nips will be shocked.”

Tosh briefly stepped up on the treadmill in front of Chouchou, cupping the ponygirl’s breasts, squeezing them gently. The pony groaned in pleasure.

“These are looking right good, right pretty!”

Chouchou had received her first ever ponygirl experience here at Cacklebrook much earlier in the year – how much she had changed since then, physically and inwardly!

All too quickly the groom had stepped down again, leaving the pony forlorn. She so enjoyed having her breasts handled! Tosh was at the control panel at the front of the running machine, tapping on the pad.

The machine beeped three times. The belt the pony was standing on began to move, forcing her to take a step. While not fast, the belt moved more quickly than the cumbersome pace Chouchou had taken to arrive at the treadmill and it caught her by surprise. Within three steps she had fallen, hanging from the chains, her feet being carried back behind her. As she scrambled to get them under her again, the shocks to her nipples started. Each flail of a leg earned a shock to the equivalent nipple, instant agonizing pain. She squealed, hearing Tosh laughing at her predicament.

“Don’t panic. Concentrate!”

Unable to move anything above her waist, the full extent of her restraints, her helplessness was driven home to the ponygirl as she stumbled on, swinging from the chains, trying and failing multiple times to get her feet right, shock after shock assaulting her nipples. Her arms fought against the leather and metal holding them twisted behind her back, a pointless waste of energy.

And then she got it right, step after step, found her balance again and calmed down. She concentrated on finding the exact gait she needed to be able to prance on the spot. She was panting, her breasts aching horribly from so many shocks. Unable to look down to watch her feet, she was forced to stare ahead through tear-filled blurred vision at the groom smirking at her.

“Told you! Don’t make it more difficult than need be! I’ll check on you in a while.”

Tosh walked off out of Chouchou’s limited view. The two plugs in her lower holes were moving animatedly, driving her crazy with lust, but the moment she let her concentration slip she was off her feet again and scrabbling to recover, receiving yet more shocks.

As the minutes passed she stumbled less, feeling so equine with her new, enforced walk. But as she had found in the past, her stamina for high-stepping was limited. Her thighs began to ache, feeling ever more heavier and harder to lift. The prancing increasingly became more of an ordeal.

But there was no choice in the matter, she had to continue, her head held high, tits pushed out in front of her almost comically as if she was showing off, even without an audience. And her arousal only increased by the minute until, inevitably, the stimulation pushed her over the top into a climax. Her body and consciousness flooded with euphoria and she mewed in pleasure as she rode the wave, marching on. All the sensations assailing her body, the psychology of her situation just driving her higher.

Then it was passed. She had stumbled slightly. Her right nipple had received another shock. The pleasure seeped away and she had to continue, the lactic acid in her thighs burning ever greater. She began to struggle once more, regularly failing to lift her leg high enough and getting more shocks. She wept in distress. As her tiredness increased she started to trip herself on the new hooves again and again. The treadmill continued to turn and Chouchou had no option but to continue high-stepping, continue to suffer.

On the second day of Christmas…

Chouchou got to ride the carousel. She was left in her stall until last, hearing the other ponies led out noisily. She was laying on a plastic mat which was on top of a pile of straw, but her lower legs – still clad in her new pony boots – didn’t fit on the mat, laying on a thin scattering of straw and the cold, hard concrete floor. Her arms had been left free, though her hands were still locked in the stiff leather mittens, but other than that she was naked. Tosh had thrown a heavy blanket over her and she had slept far better than she had anticipated, even though she had awoken at regular intervals.

A heavy chain was locked to her nose ring, leading to another ring fixed low on the back wall of the stall. The chain was no more than eighteen inches long, ensuring she had to keep her head close to the wall and she was unable to lift herself up very far. Her legs were stiff and achy from yesterday. Finally Tosh came for her.

The ponygirl was familiar with the feeding procedure at Cacklebrook Farm from her previous short visit. Unlike the feeding bags used by Ms Beaufort, all meals were taken from the troughs on the wall opposite the stalls. The upper trough contained the food, the lower one the water. She was always on her knees, arms bound behind her. It was messy, but better than the bags.

After her enema, a washdown and a teeth cleaning, she was soon back in front of the mirror in the tack room, staring at her fully tacked-up figure. Today, the reins were attached to her nipple rings and up through the rings at the end of the shanks of the H-shaped bit.

She was raging horny again. She found the process of being tacked-up incredibly erotic. Once more as she stared at her image she was bothered by her hair. A real ponygirl didn’t have a full head of hair, it didn’t look right, but at the same time there was no way she wanted to lose it. She would look freaky when she was Mia and not Chouchou. Tosh had braided it into a long rope that swung back and forth behind her, matching her tail. She still looked spectacular and sexy. She felt so sexy.

It wasn’t Tosh who came for her this time, but Ms Aella, the owner of Cacklebrook Farm and a silent partner in Rose Air Services. She was so tall, taller than Ms Beaufort. Even in very low-heeled riding boots she nearly matched Chouchou’s height in her hooves. She had the most amazing violet eyes, otherworldly, that Chouchou always found unsettling. In common with Ms Beaufort, she had that real aura of power and confidence in the way she carried herself.

Her long black hair was up underneath a knitted hat that covered her ears. Tight-fitting leather jeans were tucked into her boots. A scarf wrapped her throat and chin, tucked into a leather jacket with buckles up the front and a high collar. All in black, she was an intimidating presence for a ponygirl helplessly restrained and vulnerable. Chouchou’s stomach did flips as she faced the usual mix of fear and excitement about what would be done to her, together with her inability to prevent it.

A gloved hand grasped a buttock and squeezed, then slid down to grab a quad, squeezing again. In the last few weeks Mia’s fitness regimen had been stepped up significantly with more frequent visits to the gym and longer, harder sessions. She could see for herself the difference in the tone of her musculature. She knew she was looking great, getting stronger.

“You’re getting there. Starting to look the part.” Ms Aella’s husky voice purred.

The lady moved in front of Chouchou, her hand now feeling the ponygirl’s shoulder before both hands grabbed her breasts, fingers sinking deeply into them, palms pressing against her nipples. Chouchou groaned. Their eyes met. Ms Aella smiled knowingly. But the hands fell away too soon for the pony. As Chouchou’s cheek was rubbed by the back of one hand, the other cupped the ponygirl’s sex, pressing hard, pushing the dildo deeper into her. Chouchou grinded her crotch on the hand and Ms Aella laughed.

“Feels good, doesn’t it!”

The pony could feel her clit hood piercing shifting against her clit and gurgled, shuddering in pleasure. She so loved that piercing now, it seemed to get ever more sensitive as time passed.

“Exist for the moment, for the sensations. There is nothing else to worry about. You are just a dumb beast, now. Accept the pleasure and pain. Enjoy your time with us, Chouchou!”

Hobble removed and shoulder chains unhitched, Ms Aella’s hand wrapped around the reins until they were taut, held just under the bit, tugging assertively on the pony’s nipples, causing the port in her mouth to rise up, but not quite touch her soft palette. It was just a warning of the control she was under and how uncomfortable it would be if she wasn’t compliant.

“Walk on.”

The two half-hour sessions on the treadmill yesterday afternoon had improved Chouchou’s mobility dramatically. She could now prance at a reasonable pace, though it still required heavy concentration. Ms Aella was watching her closely and the pony was confident that if she tripped she would be caught before she fell over.

She was once again led into the gym, thinking she would be put back on the treadmill. But her restricted vision flashed a glimpse of the treadmill and it was already occupied by Diamond, Ms Aella’s racing pony. She was running at pace, her dark skin shiny with perspiration. Ms Aella’s blue maned and tailed show pony Sapphire was also spied, fastened into some kind of multi-gym that worked out her arms and legs simultaneously. She was further back in the room being supervised by Tosh.

Chouchou was turned sharply and found herself high-stepping toward another door. The change in temperature as she pranced through the doorway was dramatic. The stable was a warm place and extremely well insulated, the shock of suddenly being outside on a winter’s day half-naked took her aback, but Ms Aella – in her warm clothes – didn’t hesitate, marching the ponygirl onward.

There was a strange contraption in front of them. A thick post rising up at least eight feet that had four horizontal bars projecting from it at the top, each 90o apart and about five feet long. A chain arrangement hung down from the end of each bar. The whole area at the back of the stable had a corrugated plastic roof to protect from the rain and the device was centred under it.

But again, she only had a brief look before she was turned and found her eyeline directed toward a paddock that was surrounded by the white railings found at a racecourse. She was brought to a stop almost immediately, standing right underneath the end of one of the bars. The reins were yanked hard, nipples flaring in pain, the port lifting to press on the roof of her mouth. Words could not express how much she hated that thing.

The chains dangling from the end of the bar were fixed to the shoulders of her harness. Her reins were tied off onto one of those chains, tight enough that there remained an uncomfortable tension on her nipples. Chouchou was shivering. It was freezing. No protection from the cold, seriously!

Ms Aella was sticking those patches onto Chouchou’s thighs, but there were no electrical wires this time to provide a shock. The lady stroked the ponygirl’s bottom before spanking it twice.

“There is a whip mechanism embedded in the central pole. If you do not lift your thighs high enough, the whip will discharge as you pass by – you’ll get the idea soon enough.”

Each of Ms Aella’s leather clad hands grabbed a hold of a buttock, fingers sinking deeply into them.

“A nice fresh canvas to work on! Concentrate on making your gait as elegant as possible. Prance with pride. Show me how proud you are to be Sydney’s ponygirl.”

The hands were gone. Chouchou couldn’t see where Ms Aella was, only the paddock and the woods beyond. There were three loud beeps, then the carousel began to turn. The chains to her shoulders immediately pulled her forward and she focused on her steps. The ground beneath her feet was covered in soft bark chippings, creating a curiously muted sound as her horseshoes clomped down. The pace was faster than on the treadmill yesterday. It was going to be a challenge in her new boots.

Around in a circle she went, her view changing to the back of the building. She saw the door she had exited through. Ms Aella was standing beside it, watching the ponygirl. She had a long-handled, long-lashed whip in one hand. Then she was gone from the pony’s sight, but the image of the commanding woman with the fearsome whip was enough to disturb her concentration.

Chouchou got the rotation of her foot slightly wrong. The hoof didn’t land flat and her ankle gave way – the pony boots were so supportive it didn’t actually cause any damage to her – and she fell forward. For a moment she was hanging from the chains. She recovered quickly, expecting to feel an instant bite of the whip, but she had to wait until she reached the position where the mechanism activated. That was the point where she was looking right down the line of the building.

She heard some loud clicks and a whirring sound. She heard the faint hum of the lash a split second before it hit her, right across the centre of both bottom cheeks. She gasped and jumped, the pain agonizing. It helped to focus her mind – she hated how effective the whip was at doing that – and managed to complete a circuit without a further mishap.

“Too tentative!” Ms Aella called. “Bold, confident steps. Exude grace and poise.”

Chouchou heard the fizz of the lady’s whip, a subtly different sound from the carousel’s lash. It bit across the back of both thighs just at the point that both her feet were on the ground. It felt like they had been sliced open. Her eyes filled with tears. It was so unfair! She was trying so hard! She stepped forward more forcefully, but after a few steps turned her ankle again and lost her balance, hanging from the chains until she could get her legs back under her. This also increased the tug on her nipples.

As she came around once more she heard the whip spooling. She was sure the stroke landed right on top of the first one, just above her tail. Sobbing, she danced forward, her arms uselessly fighting their painful restraints. She felt so helpless and vulnerable.

The pain of the whip was at least keeping her raging sexual need dampened somewhat. High-stepping caused the maximum amount of movement to the plugs in her holes, flooding her body with pleasure, a different kind of torment.

“No! Keep stepping boldly!”

Ms Aella’s whip soon followed, this time catching the back of Chouchou’s left thigh only.

“You will make mistakes, that doesn’t matter. You will learn. Practice makes perfect.”

Chouchou pranced on with increased zeal. The speed the carousel was moving was a challenge, not giving her enough time to think.

“Much better, good girl!” Ms Aella called as the pony past her on the next circuit.

Her thighs were starting to ache to add to the throbbing of her fresh welts. It was harder for her to lift her legs so high each time. Then the carousel beeped loudly and stopped. Chouchou stood wide-eyed, not sure what was happening. Had it broken?

The lady’s whip flicked lightly across the back of the pony’s knees, stinging.

“Feet together! Stand tall! Show me how proud you are to be a ponygirl!”

Ms Aella was right beside Chouchou, fingers exploring the marks left from both whips.

“The carousel is programmed to stop every ten minutes for three minutes. Whenever you stop, you will stand as you have been taught, always presenting yourself as your best!”

Moving around in front of Chouchou, Ms Aella cupped the ponygirl’s breasts, squeezing them gently. The pony moaned softly, so aroused. The lady looked Chouchou right in the eye.

“Whenever you stand, whenever you move, you must present yourself as beautifully and gracefully as you can. Think about how you will appear to those watching you. Remember you are a representation of your owner, a treasured possession to enhance the prestige and status of Sydney Beaufort, drawing admiration and envy. The pinnacle of beauty and discipline. Never forget these things. They are your raison d'être!”

One hand left the pony’s breast to brush across the faux brand stuck on her hip, emphasizing the point.

“Fixate on each step you take being fluid and graceful, replicating the gait of a real pony. Show your pride and confidence. You will have to work hard, but it will come.”

Again, the back of the lady’s hand caressed Chouchou’s cheek, and then she was gone. The ponygirl immediately missed those gentle touches, the belief in the lady’s eyes, the intimacy of the moment. Instead, the breeze chilled the perspiration on her naked skin and she shivered.

The carousel beeped three times, then began to turn again. This time Chouchou was ready. She pranced forward proudly, thinking of Ms Beaufort and her desire to please her.

After lunch and a rest in her stall, Chouchou found herself back on the carousel, but this time she wasn’t alone. As she had been brought out she had glimpsed all three of Ms Aella’s own ponygirls already chained in place. The tall and powerful Diamond, the smaller, big-breasted show ponies Sapphire and Ruby. But once Chouchou was fixed in place herself, she couldn’t see any of the others because of her blinkers.

The carousel began to turn. This time it was not a walking pace, but a trot. This presented a new set of problems for Chouchou. Every step so far in her new boots had been a prance. Now she had to learn to run in them. She lost her step time and again. Tosh was now supervising. Chouchou’s every mistake was punished with the whip to her bottom or thighs, which were soon on fire again. It was enough to curb her lust, despite the now rapid movement of the dildo and butt-plug with every step. She thought that afternoon’s ordeal would never end.

On the third night of Christmas…

Chouchou met Ruby. Mia had been fascinated by this ponygirl since she had first seen her. She knew that Ruby wasn’t a full lifestyle pony but also a brilliant artist, producing amazing pony pictures, and her services were in high demand. But she seemed to spend all her time when she wasn’t creating art living as a ponygirl herself.

She was breathtakingly beautiful and wonderfully exotic with her bright red mane and tail and captivating almond-shaped eyes (she must have some east Asian heritage.) Mia had seen Ruby at several pony events over the summer producing her artwork, but also performing as one of Ms Aella’s show ponies. A duel life that intrigued Mia.

When Chouchou had been bedded down for the night things had been different. The blanket had yet to be thrown over her, lying in a puddle on the straw. Also, the chain locked to her nose ring from the back wall was several feet longer than the previous two nights (not to mention heavier, its weight dragging uncomfortably on her septum.)

Tosh had returned to her stall carrying a big bundle of leather straps and chains, dropping them onto the blanket. Chouchou was lying on her side on the plastic mat, trying to keep her tender, welted buttocks from having to contact anything – the mat was preferable to the prickly straw in that respect – but the groom had eased her onto her back anyway. When the pony had tried to lift her hips up they had been pushed back down firmly, Tosh leering at her with that characteristic crooked grin.

From the pile of chains and leather, the groom lifted a heavy collar which had a heavy chain attached, no more than six or seven inches long, which in turn was attached to an apparently identical collar. The first collar was wrapped around Chouchou’s neck and locked shut. It was about three inches wide and half-an-inch thick, its rough top edge scraping the pony’s chin when she let her head drop at all. The other collar was left lying on her chest.

Next was a similar belt that the groom cinched unnecessarily tight in Chouchou’s opinion, its width and thickness cutting into her hips and ribcage. It also had another belt attached, but in this case the chain between them was shorter, maybe three inches. Leaving the second belt curled on the pony’s abdomen, Tosh stood up and left the stall.

After a few moments, Chouchou heard the clop of hooves on the concrete floor, then saw the head of Ruby above the door to her stall, her vivid red mane, like Chouchou’s own hair, was loose, tumbling down spectacularly. Tosh led her right into the stall by a chain connected to her nose ring. She moved in her hoof boots with an ease and grace that Chouchou could only aspire to.

Without the tack that enforced the head high, upright and chest out body posture, Ruby still carried herself as if it was there, full of pride, almost regal. Chin up, back curved to thrust out her large breasts, every movement was considered and choreographed like she was performing a ballet or avant-garde dance, a wonderful mixture of submission and narcissism. At that moment, Chouchou understood completely what Ms Aella had been teaching her the last few days. Ruby was the encapsulation of the result.

Like Chouchou, Ruby was naked except for her pony boots and the mittens that prevented them from using their hands. Three in the stall was very crowded, especially with Chouchou lying out prone. Tosh pulled Ruby down onto her knees quite cruelly with a sharp tug on the nose ring. Chouchou saw Ruby blinking rapidly, but her face remained impassive but for a slight tightening of her full lips. As her knees hit the straw she immediately drew her arms behind her back, displaying her superbly fit, toned body.

Her breasts were at least as big as Chouchou’s, sitting high above a perfectly defined six-pack and narrow waist and hips. The curve of her shoulders was sexy as hell, her dark-lipped pussy inviting. She looked directly at Chouchou, eyes gleaming with excitement and desire. She smiled, revealing perfect white, brightly bleached teeth.

Tosh made a signal that Ruby understood and she brought her arms back forward to crawl sensuously on her hands and knees until she was directly above Chouchou. Tosh locked the chain to her nose ring to the same ring on the wall as Chouchou’s, just a few inches above the floor. The groom then pushed Ruby down until she was laying on the ponygirl beneath her, breasts pressed against warm breasts. Ruby dipped her head and her lips merged with Chouchou’s, so soft and pillowy. Chouchou opened her mouth and their tongues met. Ruby tasted and smelt so good. Chouchou’s lust surged.

Meanwhile, Tosh had taken the second collar that lay on Chouchou’s chest and wrapped it around Ruby’s neck. There was a click and it was locked in place. With only a few inches of chain connecting the two collars, the two ponygirls could barely move their faces apart. Tosh did the same thing with the belt, joining the ponies at the waist. Ruby’s warm, hard body felt great against Chouchou’s, an intimacy that Chouchou craved.

“Just one more thing and you fillies can have at it!”

The rough, chubby hands of the groom that Chouchou was becoming so familiar with were squeezed between their breasts. She felt her nipple being manipulated, then there was a click, shortly followed by another. The hand moved across to their other breasts. Two more clicks.

“Merry Christmas, sluts!”

There was a loud crack as Ruby’s backside was spanked, then the groom threw the heavy blanket over the two ponygirls’ bodies. Chouchou watched Tosh leave, latching the stall door shut. As Ruby shifted slightly, Chouchou felt a sharp tug on her nipples. The groom had connected their nipple rings to each other and there was absolutely no slack, unlike with the collars and belts. It was a direct coupling, nipples pressed against nipples.

For some moments, both ponygirls explored the limits of their freedom. Arms and legs were unhindered, but the collar chain was so short that fully extended there was only an inch or two between their faces and every tiny movement either grinded their breasts against each other or pulled painfully on their nipples.

There was a pause, both ponies so submissive they waited for the other to take the lead. Chouchou was so excited at the opportunity and so aroused that she finally made the first move, wrapping her arms around Ruby, shifting her body so as to entwine their legs, trying to create an angle where their sexes could press against one another. Ruby responded eagerly and soon their pussies were merged together like their nipples.

Initially, both were tentative, but their unrequited arousal soon overcame that and they were humping each other vigorously, cheek pressed to cheek, breasts mashing together. Ruby’s mane was swirling around, fliting across Chouchou’s face. There was no subtlety, both grinding crudely, desperately, like wild beasts in heat. The pain of Chouchou’s excoriated buttocks, being chafed against the mat under the weight of two bodies was momentarily forgotten.

Chouchou needed it so bad. There was so much pent up desire from the last couple of days. She came first, pulling Ruby so hard against her even as her hips fought like crazy to throw the other ponygirl off her. She growled, letting her rapture consume her, relishing the feel of the hot, hard body in her arms, the discomfort of the collar and belt that restrained her, the feel of the chain across her cheek and top lip that barbarically connected her nose to the wall, holding her captive like an animal.

Even as she came down from her high, she kept going, wanting Ruby to experience the same joy as she just had. Ruby squealed as she climaxed, thrashing in Chouchou’s arms. They writhed together. Gradually their movements slowed, then stopped. They lay still except for their chests, rising and falling heavily as they tried to get their breath back.

Chouchou kissed Ruby, long and intimately. They moved their tits against one another. It felt so good. Chouchou put her mitted hands up to Ruby’s bare scalp, rubbing it, wondering what it felt like to have a mane and be largely bald, to look so extreme. The idea made her shiver.

Then her hand moved down across Ruby’s back, over her mane and finished at her hip. The mitten rubbed against the brand – the real brand – that was burnt into the ponygirl’s skin. Although the thickness of the leather prevented Chouchou from tracing the authentic shape of the mark, the raised scar could be defined. To let someone stamp their mark into your body with a hot iron blew her mind. Touching that spot also brought a reaction from Ruby. Together, they both shivered at the significance.

Grabbing Chouchou, Ruby suddenly rolled to her left, onto her side on the mat, pulling the other ponygirl onto her side as well. It was a much more comfortable position for Chouchou, without the full weight of Ruby on top of her, easing the fire from her welted bottom. The other pony had shown empathy and experience, having been in Chouchou’s position and knowing what it was like. Chouchou kissed her again in gratitude.

There was so much she wanted to ask the other ponygirl, but she didn’t dare. There was a camera on them and it might have sound, besides, she remembered from earlier in the year seeing what had happened to Ms Beaufort’s other show pony, Joujou. She had spent every night for a month with her tongue in a spiked clamp for speaking. Such a thing didn’t bear thinking about. Anyway, Ruby was so exquisitely trained and obedient that she would never have answered, there was no point in trying.

For a while they just cuddled in post-orgasmic drowsiness. Chouchou might even have dozed off for a couple of minutes, but they were so tightly joined that the slightest movement by either of them would disturb the other. It was likely to be a long night.

The lights went out. There was a narrow window very high up on the back wall of the stall and the tiniest amount of moonlight shone through, casting a silvery blue shadow over the walls and door of the stall.

Gradually, Chouchou’s sexual desire returned. The feel and smell of the other ponygirl, the constant merging of their breasts, hard nipples pressing against hard nipples, even the bondage to which they were subject all stirred her insatiable lust. She began to grind her pussy against Ruby’s again, but Ruby pushed their hips as far apart as she could, until the chain snapped taut.

Instead, her mitted hand inserted itself between them and began caressing Chouchou’s sex. She turned the hand side on and began to gently saw the edge of the mitten between Chouchou’s labia. Chouchou quivered and gasped. Slowly Ruby increased the speed and pressure of the sawing, sliding fully between the lips, contacting Chouchou’s clit hood piercing, making her pussy spasm, flooding her whole body with pleasure.

Chouchou began to pant and squirm. She put her own mitted hand onto Ruby’s sex and began to rub. Their breasts were being massaged by the friction of the movement, nipples constantly tweaked. Ruby rubbed her bald scalp against Chouchou’s hair. The mitten burrowed right into Chouchou, the edge of the leather finally putting direct pressure on her clitoris, rubbing the barbell piercing against it.

Sensing Chouchou’s ecstatic response, Ruby intensified the action. Chouchou moaned and wriggled. It felt incredible. She didn’t want to be anywhere else than where she was right now, experiencing this gentle, intimate moment with such a beautiful, giving creature as Ruby.

Chouchou felt her excitement rise, her mind open. Her climax sparked, flamed, roared through her body and consciousness. It was so slow and long and glorious, as second orgasms always were. She buried her face into Ruby’s neck, drinking her perfume, her soft and warm skin, luxuriating in the moment.
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A Present for Ms Beaufort

All four ponygirls are on their knees in front of the troughs, eating their lunch. Chouchou’s face is in the upper trough. She has become quite accomplished at eating this way in the last few days and is spending less time pushing the food around and more time getting it in her mouth (as well as stuck all over her lower face.)

It is the usual lunch of oats mixed with diced raw vegetables and some diced turkey (she assumes the turkey is just for Christmas and is not a regular part of the meal.) She has to finish all the food in her section of the trough, her assigned portion. Leaving the tiniest amount can earn her a hard stroke of Tosh’s crop on her thighs, she has learned the hard way.

Next to her is Ruby and Chouchou’s pussy heats up every time she thinks about that night she spent joined to the red-haired pony. She wants to reach across and nuzzle her but dare not.

Today has been strange, a break from the normal routine. She’s not sure how many days she has been at Cacklebrook now but has a suspicion it could be New Year’s Eve. This morning she hadn’t been tacked-up, spending most of her time in the gym strapped to various machines that gave her a full body workout, wearing only her pony boots and mittens, a chain from her nose ring always locked to something. That didn’t stop the usual electrical wires being connected to her nipple rings to shock her when she didn’t comply fully with the regimen. Her breasts still had that dull ache that lingered so long after the shocks.

As usual for meals, if she wasn’t in her harness, her hands were behind her and locked together at the wrist, her hair tied back in a ponytail and the chain from her nose ring locked to a ring embedded in the floor right in front of the troughs. This was an infernal nuisance as it hung right across her mouth and made eating twice as difficult as it need be. But eating without her pony collar was a bonus, allowing her to turn her head and reach the food easier, especially beneficial when clearing up the final remnants.

The meal finished, she bends over further to reach the lower water trough. A morning without the whip on her backside has been good, reducing her discomfort. She sinks her mouth into the tepid, metallic tasting water and drinks thirstily. The food is bland and the water worse. She longs for something to stimulate her taste buds. Have the other ponies really lived for years on this diet? It’s inconceivable to Chouchou.

The muck stuck to her face comes off in the water, floating about. She has learnt to drink as much as she can. She is always worked physically hard and opportunities to drink are few. She hears footsteps behind her but she has never been stopped from drinking, not until she sits back on her heels is the chain to her nose ring released. Her hair is yanked, pulling her head right back so she is looking at the ceiling. A wet wipe cleans her face. Would she ever get used to that? It is so humiliating.

“Up!” Tosh barks.

Chouchou is getting better at rising up from her knees in these new pony boots without the use of her hands. She has practiced in her stall whenever she has been granted enough freedom to be able to do so, and watched how the other ponies do it. There is a technique and she is beginning to master it. The sooner the better to avoid agonizing tugs on her nipple or nose rings. She makes it to her feet but would have overbalanced had not Tosh steadied her.

The evening before last, Tosh had come into Chouchou’s stall wearing a strap-on dildo. Chouchou had been placed on her knees, wrists fastened behind her back, her nose ring connected to the low ring on the wall at the back of the stall. It was a very short chain, holding her bent over forward, nose almost pressed to the wall. Her knees had been pushed wide apart. She couldn’t move at all, the slightest lift of her head pulling diabolically on her septum, making her eyes weep.

Her backside was her highest point, presented invitingly to the groom, the pouch of her sex hanging down underneath. She knew her pussy would be glistening, she had been leaking her arousal all day, like an animal in heat, unable to control her lust, yet also unsuccessful in her attempts to cum in her pony tack. She had been in raging need. Tosh had fucked her hard, first in her pussy, then in her arse. The pony had climaxed twice. Chouchou had loved it and couldn’t wait for it to happen again.

“Walk on!”

Chouchou was prancing comfortably now without fear of falling after countless hours of practice. Yesterday morning she had been hitched to a cart and pulled Ms Aella around the paddock for several laps without mishap. Ms Aella had been very pleased with her and given her a sugar lump, briefly awakening her starved taste buds.

But in the afternoon, Ms Aella had taken her for a run through the woods that surrounded the farm and she had stumbled and fallen. Ms Aella’s carts had a strut and runner arrangement under the shafts that limited how far they could drop and preventing her from hitting the ground. The runners had slid across the dirt and brought the cart to a gentle stop. The traces holding her fixed to the shafts had snapped tight, leaving her suspended at an angle, her face a couple of feet above the ground. Her collar preventing any whiplash.

Her knees had hit the ground, but it had been soft and slightly sticky and hadn’t done any damage. Despite this, it had been a traumatic experience for the ponygirl, falling helplessly and with no way to bring her arms out to protect herself, seeing the rough ground rising toward her face. It had really shaken her up. But it was gratifying that the safety system had worked.

Ms Aella hadn’t been angry, quite the contrary, she had been very consoling as she helped Chouchou back on to her feet, reassuring her that everything was alright, giving her lots of physical contact. It had really knocked the pony’s confidence, though, and Ms Aella had been less understanding of that, whipping her hard for her hesitant, less than fluid steps. Chouchou had been kept out in the cold for a long time until she regained at least some of her former rhythm and belief before she was allowed to stop. There had been no sugar lump in the afternoon.

Chouchou is led into the tack room and put back on her knees. Once again the chain to her nose ring is locked to a ring in the floor. She has to tilt her head down slightly otherwise it tugs at her septum. Her nose ring is used so much to control her here and is effective at reinforcing her dehumanized status. She is always conscious of its presence against her top lip and its unique power to hurt her.

She is left to wait for a long time. Other ponies pass through. The main door to the stable opens into the tack room and every time that it does a blast of cold air reaches her near naked body, raising goosebumps and causing her to shiver. As a pony, she hates the winter, the cold further reinforces her powerlessness and vulnerability.

But this time, as the door clicks shut, she hears the sound of stilettos rapping on the concrete floor. A pair of gleaming black high-heeled boots stop right in front of her, in her eyeline.

“Happy Christmas, Chouchou!” Ms Beaufort’s sexy, French accented voice.

She is here!

Chouchou’s hair is ruffled, like petting a dog. The back of a leather-sheathed hand presses against her plump lips and the pony kisses eagerly. Then pressure on the back of her head pushes it down until her lips are on the foot of a boot. She showers both with kisses. Her heart is racing. This is so unexpected.

Tosh is also beside her, squatting down and unlocking her nose chain from the floor ring. She hands it to Ms Beaufort.

“Up, pony!”

The Frenchwoman yanks the chain hard, causing Chouchou’s eyes to water as she rises. Ms Beaufort winds the chain around her hand until all the slack is taken up. Chouchou remembers her training, remembers the poise and elegance shown by Ruby and tries to emulate it, drawing herself up high, tilting her head back and thrusting her chest out as if she was in her harness, feet together, desperate to impress her owner.

“Beautiful!” Ms Beaufort purrs.

Her free hand plays with Chouchou’s bare breasts, gently and skilfully. It feels so good. Their eyes meet. Ms Beaufort’s are full of good humour, matching her smile. Chouchou’s are intense with desire and fear. The ponygirl curves her back even more, pushing her tits harder into the hand. Ms Beaufort laughs, pinching both of Chouchou’s nipples hard, then her hand slides down across the pony’s belly to cup her sex. The ponygirl groans, now pushing her pussy harder against the hand.

“Pleased to see me, I see!”

First one finger, then a second, push between Chouchou’s labia and sink inside her. she sighs and her hips squirm. Ms Beaufort begins to finger fuck her, gently at first, then with more speed and vigour. Their eyes are still locked. As always, it feels to Chouchou that Ms Beaufort can see into her soul, that every part of her psyche is laid bare for the lady’s perusal. She shudders at such helpless vulnerability.

She starts to breathe heavily, her hips to twitch, such pleasure at the hand of her owner, but they both know that Ms Beaufort is not about to let the ponygirl cum. Suddenly the hand is gone and Chouchou is squeezing her pussy around nothing. She pouts and Ms Beaufort laughs again. The two gloved fingers, now thickly coated with vaginal juice, are held up to the pony’s mouth and she takes them in, sucking on them, working her tongue to diligently clean them off, tasting herself.

The lady is wearing a long black leather coat with wide lapels, belted tightly at the waist. The leather groans as the Frenchwoman lifts her arm high to keep the chain to the pony’s nose away from her mouth. But when the fingers are removed, instead of lowering the chain, Ms Beaufort raises it higher, tilting Chouchou’s head further back, the tug enough to make the pony’s eyes water again.

“You have a decision to make, Chouchou. It’s time for you to get your mane, to lose the rest of your hair, to look like a real pony. But I won’t do it without your consent.” Ms Beaufort pauses to allow her words to fully register.

Chouchou’s eyes are wide with shock.

“We shall do it this afternoon, immediately.”

The pony’s instant response is panic. The prospect of having it done for real fills her with horror. She takes such pride in her hair, it is such a fundamental part of her identity. When she wasn’t Chouchou the ponygirl, she would look freakish, bizarre. She would no longer be attractive.

“If you want to, you could think of it as your Christmas present to me!”

And yet… every time she sees herself as Chouchou the ponygirl, the fact that she doesn’t have a mane like the others bothers her. She doesn’t look right. She isn’t a proper ponygirl. Part of her has been longing to have a mane like Ruby’s… and the sexual charge the idea gives her…

“Stamp your hoof once for yes and twice for no.”

But she could wear a wig, no one would need know. And it was only hair… It would grow back in time if she let it, it wasn’t irreversible… As she calms herself down, she realizes that her tumult and angst are academic. She is not going to defy and disappoint Ms Beaufort. She has put her trust in the lady completely, submitted herself to her authority and did not regret it – it had changed her life profoundly, opened her mind to experiences and pleasures beyond anything she knew existed. There was actually no decision to be made, her consent was implicit.

Chouchou slams her hoof down on the concrete once only.

“Good pony!”

Ms Beaufort lowers the nose chain. Her eyes are bright with excitement and affection. Her hand wraps around the back of Chouchou’s head and pulls it down and she kisses the ponygirl full on the lips, for the first time ever! It lasts only a couple of seconds but is a moment that Mia will treasure forever.

*

Of course, Chouchou doesn’t get a glorious, thick mane like Ruby, Sapphire and Diamond. Ms Aella’s ponygirls have manes three inches wide across the centre of their scalps. Ms Beaufort doesn’t give her ponies that type of mane. Her style is much narrower than that, not much more than an inch wide. That isn’t the only shock for Chouchou.

In the tiled wet room where the ponies are hosed down and washed, where they receive their morning enemas, a heavy metal frame has been placed. It looks scary. Chouchou is fastened to the frame. There is a heavily padded PVC covered cushion for her to kneel on. Her ankles are locked to the frame that is behind her, her back tight against bars that rise to the height of her shoulders. A long horizontal bar stretches wide above that, to which her arms, stretched out to their full length, are fastened.

Straps around her waist and across her chest bind her tight to the frame. She can move her knees, but not much else. She shivers in fear. Ms Beaufort has left, apparently not interested in watching the event itself. Tosh disappears briefly and returns with a familiar ponygirl collar. She has an even bigger grin on her face than normal. The collar is buckled shut around Chouchou’s neck. Then the groom squeezes the pony’s mouth open and pushes a soft rubber ball behind her teeth. She is left alone for some time, her apprehension growing.

When the groom returns, she has a woman with her that Chouchou hasn’t seen before. She has wild, big pink hair and piercings all over her face. When she slips her jacket off, her arms and chest are covered in tattoos. They were so confident that Chouchou wouldn’t say no that the hairdresser was already booked.

“Hello beautiful!” The woman has a Welsh accent.

She is obviously familiar with the world inside Cacklebrook Farm, not shocked by the sight of the bound ponygirl. She pets Chouchou affectionately, stroking the side of her head and her cheek.

“We’re gonna make you look like a real ponygirl! You’ll be so pretty and exotic!”

She handles Chouchou’s breasts gently and the pony moans in pleasure. But the moment quickly passes and the woman is behind the frame untying Chouchou’s ponytail. She runs the bum length hair through her hands and the reality of what is about to happen really hits Chouchou, tears welling in her eyes and the cutting hasn’t started yet! It is such a part of her femininity. She fears she won’t look hot anymore, not sexy, just bizarre.

“Thought so! She’s got extensions in here, they can be recycled?”

Tosh isn’t bothered. “Whatever! We just want her real hair used for her tail. You can do what you like with them.”

“Great! Thanks! It’ll be a couple of weeks before the tail is ready, a bit longer than usual because of the extra work.”

“Not a problem.”

It had never occurred to Chouchou that a pony’s tail could be made from their actual, real hair. She shivers at the idea. It would be a constant reminder of what she had lost.

The woman starts cutting Chouchou’s hair, getting her scissors as close to the pony’s scalp as she can. There are no mirrors in the wet room. Chouchou is not sure if that is a blessing or not, but it is scary not to be able to see what is happening. What has taken years to cultivate and grow is gone in a few short minutes. The significant weight of the hair is something she has taken for granted and as it falls away it feels strange and alarming. The woman stops to spend some time picking up the long cuttings and bagging them.

Then there is the buzz of the clippers. She feels the metal press against the bottom of her skull and slide up, again and again. She sobs, tears rolling down her cheeks. In this moment she despises herself for letting this happen, for allowing her motivations to be governed by her pussy and not her brain. Now the clippers are sliding from her forehead backward. She can feel the air on her scalp and it’s weird. Finally the buzzing stops. A soft brush is run over her head. Hair cuttings fall around her like snowflakes.

The woman has been holding the pony’s new mane up, away from her head, working around it while buzz cutting. Now she lets it fall. Chouchou can feel it lying to one side, over her ear. Ridiculously, she feels gratified that she has some hair left. The woman runs her hand over the stubble on the other side of Chouchou’s head and she shudders at the feeling.

“You have a lovely shape scalp. It will look so beautiful when it is bare!”

Chouchou does not find these words consoling. For a while, nothing much feels like it is happening. The woman is removing the extensions from the pony’s remaining hair. It had been pretty long before they were added, falling well down her back, so there is plenty of length left. The mane is brushed out, again to lay over one side of her head.

The pony is ignored for some time, the woman pottering around behind her. Chouchou detects a familiar odour, hot wax. She is not going to have her head shaved, it is going to be waxed! She remembers the pain of a body wax, what the hell will it feel like on her skull? Now she knows why the rubber ball has been put in her mouth.

“This is gonna hurt, I can’t lie! But it is so worth it! Your scalp will look so much cleaner, it gets the hair out right to the root, no shadow, and will last for ages!”

Strips of wax are pressed against her skull. Each initially burns, but as it cools the warmth is quite pleasant. The pony is not fooled, she is trembling. Without warning, the first strip is ripped off. Chouchou howls behind her gag, but in truth she has taken so much pain in the last few months that this is no worse, just unique in its nature. The process continues and her scalp is throbbing. Her hair is brushed across the opposite ear to access the other half of her head.

It becomes painstaking work to finish it off, using little blobs of wax along the hairline of her mane and around her ears. Finally, the woman has a magnifying glass and tweezers, picking out any remaining hair. She is very thorough. Then she rubs some cream onto the newly exposed skin. It is an effective head massage. The ointment is cool and soothes the burning somewhat.

Chouchou is increasingly frustrated that she can’t see what it looks like, imagining the worst. It feels so odd, the air directly on her skull, the lack of weight. The hairdresser is working on her mane now, trimming and shaping it. She is sure some of her hair is being coloured, has been wrapped in foil, she can feel it lying on her sore scalp. It is frightening, being kept in ignorance as her appearance is so radically changed.

Tosh has been popping in and out of the wet room at regular intervals. She offers the hairdresser a coffee and they both leave. Chouchou has been bound in place for a long time. It is now dark outside. There is a lot of activity in the stable, voices, the clash of horseshoes on the floor. It has never been so busy since she has been here. She thinks that can only be a week, yet it seems so much longer, her normal life so far away. So easily she has fallen into the routine of the ponygirl lifestyle, living without speaking, without the use of her hands, without taking a step outside her new pony boots.

And now she has her mane. Her transformation from human to equine is complete. It feels right and it feels wrong. It feels thrilling and disturbing.
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Hell or Heaven?

The tack room is crowded, all three of the other ponies are there. To Chouchou’s extreme surprise, Jack is sitting on a bench, fingers tapping on the screen of her phone. When she sees Chouchou, she pushes herself back onto her feet. In the presence of so many ponies in their towering hoof boots she appears even more diminutive than usual. As Tosh hands over Chouchou’s nose chain to the boi, even the groom has three inches on her. As always, she is in her leathers – a dark grey jacket and jeans this time, her strap-on prominently visible bulging from her groin.

The hairdresser is now working on Diamond’s fabulous white mane. Another woman is finalizing the tacking-up of Ruby. Chouchou is sure she has seen her before, but not until the woman glances her way do her icy-cold grey eyes bring back recognition. It is the Russian who had examined her outside in the courtyard on her first visit to Cacklebrook. She had been wearing a bizarre uniform of red leather with a long, very severe hobble skirt. Today, she is in black leathers, her extraordinary pale hair tied back.

When Tosh and the hairdresser had returned from their coffee break, Tosh had a bridle. She pulled it over Chouchou’s head. It was not the bridle Chouchou had been wearing during her time at Cacklebrook, it was one of Ms Beaufort’s, more like a mesh helmet, the type Chouchou detested. Her mane was fed through the slot designed to accommodate it, the criss-cross of straps wrapped around her face and bare scalp, the feel of the leather directly against her skull caused her to shiver.

The feeling of encasement got worse as the straps were tightened and buckled closed. The moulded curving blinkers took away her peripheral and upward vision, the leather pressed into her skin. It soon became apparent why the bridle had been fitted as the hairdresser finished styling her mane. The air was thick with hairspray and lacquer, she could no longer feel the mane moving against her skull. The bridle simply would not have been able to be fitted after the elaborate styling was complete without ruining it.

Jack is staring at Chouchou, eyes wide. The pony feels herself blushing. The boi is clearly shocked by the sight of her. She reaches up a hand, arm fully extended and standing on tiptoe to be able to reach Chouchou’s head, and rubs the pony’s bald scalp in between the bridle straps. She smiles.

“Cool! It looks fantastic!”

Chouchou knows Jack well enough to appreciate her sincerity and is somewhat comforted. The pony cannot see the mirror and still doesn’t know what she looks like. Jack cups her breasts and enjoys herself playing with them. Mouth now free of the rubber ball, the ponygirl groans with pleasure, addicted to having her tits handled this way.

She remembers the conflict in her mind before getting the boob job, the shock and horror of how big they were. But now she thinks it was one of the best things that has happened to her. She loves them, both from the extra physical pleasure they give her and how spectacular they make her look. Hopefully she will feel the same way about her mane, though she can’t see herself reconciling her hair loss to that extent. She sighs as her nipples are manipulated.

As usual, and despite the trauma of the afternoon, it takes next to nothing to make her raging horny. She tries to look down at Jack’s crotch but her collar holds her head tilted slightly back and the boi is too close, she can’t quite see it. But she remembers it. The big diagonal bulge of the dildo that tents her leathers up toward her hip. She wants it inside her again, remembers the times when it has been and the fantastic orgasms it has wrought out of her.

“What a transformation since I first saw you! Your own mother wouldn’t recognize you!”

That comment cut deep. What would Mia’s mother have made of her daughter allowing herself to be changed into this sex object on steroids? It was a good job she was no longer around.

With a gentle tug on her nose ring, Jack leads the ponygirl to a relatively quiet corner of the room to give them more space and tacks Chouchou up.

There really is something special happening. And at least the ponies are getting some covering against the cold, no matter how minimal it appears to be. It is a bodystocking, opaque light brown in colour. All the other ponies are wearing one and Chouchou gets one too.

For the first time in a week, her pony boots are removed, just long enough for Jack to pull on the legs of the stocking. She has been placed on her back on a bench, so doesn’t get the opportunity to even put her bare feet to the floor, let alone take a step without the boots. She wiggles her ankles frantically, using the time to stretch them as much as possible before Jack slides her feet back inside the hooves and laces them tight again.

Of course, they are still within the clement temperature of the stable building, but the bodystocking feels so warm and cosy after a week often spent uncomfortably cold. As it covers her body, Chouchou shivers, but this time with joy and the sensual pleasure of the soft, silky material sliding over her skin. It covers her up to the base of her neck, but there are strategic cut-outs. Her crotch and buttocks remain bare. Circular holes leave her areola and nipples exposed. The arms reach her wrists, bunching slightly where the cuffs of her mittens are locked.

Chouchou is strapped into her body harness, arms cinched into their normal reverse-prayer position. She winces as Jack pulls harshly on the strap drawing her elbows together, taking them at least as far as anyone else has. A reminder that the boi does the bidding of her Maîtresse and will not go easy on the ponygirl, despite her gentle demeanour. Chouchou is put on her knees.

The pony’s relief as the heavy chain to her nose ring is removed is short-lived. It has been hanging in front of her, swinging back and forth, irritating her septum. But instead, she gets the facial chains that she so hates, linking from her earrings to the septum ring, perpetually tugging it in both directions. Then the chains from the earrings to the bit rings of the bridle, and finally the heavier links that connect her earlobes to the shoulders of her harness, drawn so tight they distend the lobes, pulling them downward. They are so gratuitous and unnecessary.

Jack squats down in front of her, Their eyes meet. Chouchou sees the gleam, the excitement in the boi’s gaze, the pleasure she is getting from tacking-up the ponygirl in this extraordinary bondage.

“You look so incredibly, fucking sexy!”

A hand squeezes the pony’s breast again and the boi leans forward to kiss Chouchou with passion. The ponygirl responds in kind, but it is all too brief, within seconds Jack is fitting the hateful bit, locking up the pony’s tongue.

There are more extras to go with her bodystocking, Chouchou gets the theme. Two little antlers, very realistic except they are much smaller than the real thing. They are fastened to her bridle just above each ear, she can feel their weight. Then there is a big, round, bright red nose that flashes brightly. It is fitted on the end of Chouchou’s own nose, pinching uncomfortably. Some invisible sticky tape connects it to her bridle, ensuring it won’t fall off.

Her vision was bad enough with the blinkers and the straps across her nose and below her eyes, now the curve of the top of the red nose interferes further with her lower vision and the flashing merely adds to the distraction. She feels foolish.

Her reins are fitted and Jack pinches and stretches her nipples in preparation for the nipple bar – not necessary, they are already rock hard. Chouchou whimpers as the bar is tightened ruthlessly. Jack tests the bar to make sure it is secure. Again, their eyes meet. The boi smiles at the pony’s pitiful expression and grabs the reins.

“Up, pony!”

Once on her feet, Chouchou sees that the Russian woman is standing next to Jack. She is holding a dildo that is larger than the normal ponygirl tack, installing it into the crotch strap of her harness that is yet to be fitted. It normally slots straight into place, but this time there is more difficulty getting it to fit.

Chouchou watches fearfully. They are expecting her to prance and run with that big thing inside her? She can tell by the way the strap hangs that the dildo is also a lot heavier. The woman hands the strap to Jack and they share a smile. She puts her hand affectionately against the boi’s back, before turning her attention to Chouchou, casting her eyes over the ponygirl.

“You look ridiculous!” She states in her heavy accent. “All you ponies look ridiculous. The reindeer vibe is a mistake!”

Across the room, Chouchou has glimpsed more flashing red noses. Her costume is shared with the others.

“Much better udders, by the way!” The Russian grabs Chouchou’s breasts, her fingernails sinking cruelly into the flesh that bulges out from between the straps of the harness. “But you need to be made a little bigger still!”

She thrusts her chest at the pony. Even under her leather jacket it can be seen that she is very big herself. Chouchou remembers her in that uniform earlier in the year. That had been designed to emphasize how large-breasted she was. She turns her attention back to Jack.

“I didn’t lube the dildo. She looks like she doesn’t need it.”

“She won’t.”

With a final, predatory glance at Chouchou, the woman moves out of her limited vision. The ponygirl shudders, having a bad feeling about the Russian and hoping she never finds herself at her mercy.

Tugging mildly on the pony’s reins, Jack turns her and bends her over the bench. Chouchou briefly sees the tail and butt-plug lying there. At least that is the regular one. Her legs are kicked wider apart. She feels the back of the crotch strap being buckled to the wide cinch around her waist, then the plug being slotted through the strap.

Her buttocks are parted and the cold lube is squirted onto her rosebud. The plug is eased through her sphincter with a squelching noise. There is a brief flare of pain, but Jack is noticeably gentler than Tosh at performing this act. The plug pops into her bowel and her rosebud shrinks around the stem. The strap sinks between her bum cheeks, pushing them out, plumping them ready for the whip. She feels the tail brush the insides of her knees as it swings.

Now she feels the head of the dildo bump against her pussy. Her labia are spread apart and the dong is nudged in between them. Her sex stretches open and sucks it in, taking it easily. She is used to big things in there now, just not running with them still in place. She sighs with pleasure and wriggles to settle it as it slides deeply into her. It is really heavy, she can feel the weight. The front of the crotch strap is drawn up her belly and fixed to the waist chinch, pushing it even deeper. She gasps, feeling really stuffed with both objects fully inserted and now trapped in place.

Finally, the narrower straps that feed from her groin and around the base of her buttocks are buckled to the cinch at her hips, cupping the cheeks, lifting them ready for the whip.

As Jack pulls Chouchou upright again she moans as both plugs shift and settle. The wider dildo makes a difference, she can feel it pressing against the butt-plug in her rectum, her flesh caught between. It also isn’t as flexible as the usual one. The pony is turned around. The crotch strap is tightened another two notches, pushing the plugs even deeper. She gasps again, squirming to increase the sensation. Jack smacks her thigh hard.

“Stop that!”

Holding the reins bunched in one hand just under the bit, Jack leads Chouchou across the room, the pony’s eyes wide at the sensations from high-stepping with the new dildo. She sees Sapphire is still being tacked-up by Tosh. She glimpses the other two ponies stood against a wall, facing the wall. Each prancing step feels incredible, the two plugs inveigle themselves, working against each other. She will cum very quickly if she has to walk or run far.

Jack stops her, turns her. Chouchou is in front of the mirror. She sees herself at last. But she doesn’t recognize what she sees. With the antlers and the flashing red nose, her bald shiny pate and thin mane, she cannot distinguish Chouchou. She cannot perceive Mia Ford. Her first thought is that she agrees with the Russian woman – she looks ridiculous.

She tries to view her mane in isolation. It is difficult. It looks like a crest, rising several inches straight up, curving over the centre of her head and down her back. The very top narrows to a thin, wavy outline. It is the same platinum blonde, but it has been shot through with black in several places, very reminiscent of Joujou, Ms Beaufort’s real show pony, only in reverse (Joujou is dark with blonde.)

As she feared, even at its base, the mane is narrow, less than half the width of Ruby’s. Nearly all her head is bald, glowing under the artificial lighting and between the matte leather of the bridle straps. She is shocked that she looks so different, no matter how many times she has imagined it in her mind, she is not prepared. Her greatest concern is realized – she looks like a freak. Tears spill from her eyes onto her cheeks.

Jack rubs the ponygirl’s shoulder in consolation.

“Don’t worry, it’s fine. It will look great without the reindeer clobber, trust me!”

Chouchou meets Jack’s eyes in the mirror. Her eyes are moist as well. Of course, the boi is in almost the same position as the ponygirl, having been denied all but a meagre amount of her own hair, only stubble around her back and sides and a bit more on top, for how long Chouchou doesn’t know.

Chouchou is pulled across to the wall, her reins tied to a ring, her nose almost touching the plaster. She is standing next to Ruby but cannot turn her head to see her. She continues to sob.

*

A few minutes later, Chouchou is outside in the dark, cold night. She is shivering despite the bodystocking. She is fastened between the shafts of a cart.

She has never seen so many cars parked in the courtyard. There are at least twenty people milling about and they come forward as the ponygirls/reindeer appear and are attached to the carts. There is some lighting in the yard and many people are carrying torches. Chouchou is blushing furiously once more as several people gather in front of her – dealing with the double whammy of her lost hair/crazy mane and the dubious reindeer costume.

Then she hears a familiar voice, though she cannot see her boss, Ms Rose.

“She’s one of my cabin crew. She gets off on it!”

Chouchou blushes even harder, she must be beetroot by now. All hail the darkness!

“It’s OK to touch her, it just makes her even hornier.”

A hand presses between her legs, hard against her sex through the crotch strap. Her hips involuntarily spasm. Kendra dips her head into Chouchou’s eyeline, grinning mischievously. It is her hand.

A woman standing directly in front of Chouchou runs her gloved hand over the pony’s harnessed body, finishing up with her fingers sinking into a breast, gently moving it about. She is looking directly into Chouchou’s eyes to see the pony’s reaction. Chouchou can’t hide her excitement and lust, as well as the humiliation.

“Of course, she’s nowhere near fully trained yet. You want to see the others to view the finished article.”

The crowd moves on to the other ponies, new people appear out of the shadows. She is groped again. One extremely obese woman reaches up and tweaks the chain connecting her nose ring to her ear.

“Unusual head harness!”

Then Ms Beaufort is in front of her, a thick scarf wrapping her neck and chin, a warm hat covering her hair and ears. Her gloved fingers explore Chouchou’s bald scalp between the webbing of the bridle. Her eyes are gleaming with excitement. She smiles.

“Wonderful! Now you really look like you belong to me! Thank you, Chouchou!”

Her fingers stroke the ponygirl’s cheek, gently.

A headtorch is fastened on to Chouchou’s bridle right in the centre of her forehead. When it is switched on it floods the cobblestones in front of her with light. In front of her is the back of another cart. Chouchou is last in the line of four.

Squeezing her ponygirl’s left breast, Ms Beaufort leans forward, putting her mouth to the pony’s ear.

“Make me proud tonight, Chouchou.” She says quietly.

The Frenchwoman mounts the cart. The crowd is standing back now. Suddenly the space before the pony is flooded with more light, with greater reach and width. There are lamps on the cart too. The clop of multiple hooves echo around the courtyard as the ponies in front of her move off in a line. Ms Beaufort slaps the reins onto Chouchou’s shoulders.

“Walk on!”

The ponygirl prances forward down the gentle slope of the cobbled yard, past the line of people watching. She is glad to be moving, hoping it will help to warm her up some. At the bottom, a sharp tug on the left rein pulls the bit into the corner of her mouth, yanks her nipple painfully. She turns onto the path that cuts between the farmhouse and the end of the stable block. They are really going to do this, go for a run in the pitch black of the New Year’s Eve night!

She tries to remember all her lessons but the size of the dildo inside her is a real distraction. It is uncomfortable, especially after she is brought up to a trot. But the stimulation it creates and its peculiar interaction with her butt-plug overrides this. Her sexual arousal surges and she is lost to its power. It is a question of when she will cum, not if.

With the added impediment of the flashing red nose restricting her vision, she can only see some feet ahead, nowhere close to where she has to place her hooves. Fighting the complication of her growing sexual high, she has to concentrate, anticipate when she will reach any dips or bumps on the path as they leave the tarmac behind. This becomes even more difficult as they enter the woods and the trail becomes even more uneven.

She knows she is struggling, hesitant. Ms Beaufort does not accept it. The whip flicks continually over the pony’s bottom. They are falling behind the others. Chouchou feels an injustice. She cannot be expected to match these ponies, so highly trained and accomplished in their pony hooves. She is just a novice.

The terrain gets steeper and she is starting to breath heavily. The whip bites harder now, with real venom. She is not allowed to slow further. Tears spill onto her cheeks once more. The pain lessens her sexual excitement somewhat. She focuses desperately on anticipating where she will be stepping, maintaining the correct leg action to get the hooves to lay flat, something becoming more difficult as she starts to tire.

At last the slope lessens as they veer to the right. She wants to rip the stupid red nose off her face, it is making everything so much harder. She can now no longer see the cart ahead of her. She is embarrassing Ms Beaufort and is mortified. As the ground levels off they leave the woods behind. The dirt path beneath her hooves changes to lush grass. Now she can see the other ponies way ahead of her with their bright lights on their carts.

The reins slap her shoulders.

“Canter!”

She charges forward as the whip slashes across her bottom, the hardest stroke yet. The increased speed, despite the fire in her buttocks, has a profound impact on the stimulation from the plugs inside her. It feels incredible. She is running slightly downhill now and it is easier. The extra time in the gym over the last few weeks is rewarding her with stamina she didn’t know she had. As she pounds across the grass the shifting of the dildo and butt-plug generates unbelievable sensations, and they transmit on to her genital piercing, onto her clit, they are unstoppable.

The orgasm rushes upon her, flooding her mind with euphoria, utter bliss. She works so hard to keep her concentration, to keep up the pace, preserve her leg action. But her legs are now like jelly, she is wobbling, slowing. The whip cuts viciously across her hindquarters, and again. Somehow she stays on her feet, keeps moving, gradually getting her speed back.

For a few moments it feels so good, the pleasure and the endorphins spreading through her body and consciousness. She is elated to be a ponygirl, pulling her magnificent owner, Ms Beaufort. It all feels so right, so joyous – she even has her proper mane now!

But gradually the thrill subsides and there is discomfort and pain, her throbbing backside, leaden legs, aching arms. The shift of the big, heavy and unforgiving dildo inside her is unpleasant and harsh. The bitter wind blowing across the meadow is freezing. She is gasping for air, but it is so cold it burns her lungs with each breath.

“Gallop!”

Chouchou is incredulous, but the whip fizzes once more and she breaks out into a sprint, and Ms Beaufort is able to keep her at that pace. She is gaining on the others and the sudden belief that she can catch them spurs her on. They are now heading straight downhill. As they pass by a hedge she can now see in the distance to the bottom of the hill. There is a big bonfire burning, lights, people milling about. She pounds on, concentrating so hard, desperate to please Ms Beaufort. The lash lands on her again and again.

They close up on the cart in front. A sharp tug on the reins, on her nipples and she slows to a canter. Her thighs are burning and heavy, chest heaving for air. She’s done so well, she mustn’t fail now. The four ponies and carts curve around to enter the gathering from the side. They are all brought down to a trot.

She must make Ms Beaufort proud. She pushes her chest out as far as she can, holds her torso as still as she can, focusing on each step. She will not be ashamed. She will show everyone she is worthy of the honour of being Ms Beaufort’s ponygirl. As they are brought back to a walk, Chouchou prances forward, bouncing with verve.

A short distance from the bonfire there is a huge wooden cross at least fifteen feet high. Two spotlights make it highly visible. At the very top of the vertical pole a figure is fastened in a star shape, arms extended out fully to the sides, legs straight and spread wide apart. The bound female form is clad in a bright gold latex catsuit and helmet, a severe corset creating a spectacular hourglass outline below large breasts perfectly defined by the rubber.

One by one, the ponies are brought to a halt in the space between the fire and the cross, drawing alongside each other. As Chouchou is last, she is closest to the fire, welcoming the sporadic heat drifting in her direction. There is a ripple of applause from the small crowd.

A brutal tug on the reins draws Chouchou to a stop, nipples twisting upwards agonizingly, the port pushes against the roof of her mouth and she fights her gag reflex, but she is so pleased. She made it! How she didn’t trip and fall is beyond her – it was a miracle! Her chest rises and falls dramatically, hurting for air. Her thighs burning with lactic acid. But she stands tall, feet together, back curved, pushing her tits out as far as she can. She is so proud of herself, never thinking she could have achieved that feat.

She is rocked momentarily as Ms Beaufort dismounts. Unseen, a hand is on her scalp, rubbing her head. Lips are pressed against her cheek in a kiss.

“Tres bien, poney! Magnifique!” Ms Beaufort speaks quietly in Chouchou’s ear.

The ponygirl experiences a wave of euphoria. Such praise from her Maîtresse! Her eyes well with emotion. The throbbing of her ruthlessly whipped bottom forgotten, she pulls herself up even higher, never mind the antlers and the ridiculous flashing red nose.

Chouchou finds herself left to recover. She hears a cheer to her left but can’t see what is going on with her blinkers and the rigid collar that won’t let her turn her head.  A few people pass across her eyeline. She is so bitterly cold as she cools down from the run. She would like her breasts squeezed but there are no takers for that. She sees Ms Aella’s maids in their rubber Victorian uniforms. They are carrying trays with snacks and drinks on. Everything seems to be happening to her left.

There is another loud cheer. Her breathing is regular again. The chill on her bald scalp is a new, vexing experience. She shivers. After a couple more minutes there is a third cheer.

Then Jack is in front of her, eyes bright with lust. She is wearing a black leather flat cap that doesn’t cover her ears, which are red from the cold. She releases Chouchou from the cart and pulls the reins to hang down in front of the pony. Gripping them just below the bit, she pulls the pony forward and then turns her to the left.

Now Chouchou sees what the cheering has all been about. Her eyes grow wide. From the two horizontal bars of the cross the other three ponygirls are suspended, hanging from chains, swinging gently back and forth, their pony hooves dangling at least three feet off the ground. On the left bar are Ruby and Sapphire – such a close match for each other – and on the right bar is Diamond. Next to her, two heavy chains are hanging down, currently not in use, but that will be quickly remedied.

“Walk on!”

Jack leads her prancing through the crowd to the remaining vacant spot. Behind the cross, holding the other ends of the chains, are two men. She recognizes Bruno’s distinctive silhouette in the shadows. The other man is tall and thin – she doesn’t think she knows him.

She is spun around to face the group, standing under the bar. Ms Aella, Ms Rose and Ms Beaufort are all in front of her, but her eyes are immediately drawn to Ms Beaufort in her glamourous leather coat. She is smiling, relaxed. Chouchou finds herself pulling on her bound arms, tongue fighting her bit – the direct symbols of the lady’s control over her, reassuring herself that she is powerless against the Frenchwoman, completely under her domination, and the idea thrills her.

Jack has locked the chains to the rings on the shoulders of her harness. As she steps away, the Russian woman approaches and checks they are fixed correctly. She signals and immediately the links snap tight and Chouchou is lifted off her hooves into the air. Her harness takes her full weight, creaking and groaning, pulling tighter to her frame. As the waist cinch is pulled up, the crotch strap takes some of her weight, pressing hard into her groin, sinking the massive dildo a little bit deeper. She shudders at the sensation.

She feels panic as she starts to swing alarmingly, her arms once more fighting to free themselves, but this time it is instinctive, she is so helpless. The crowd are cheering again as she is pulled higher, pitching slightly out toward them and then backward. Her reins have been left hanging down in front of her and are swinging side to side. As the men walk past her she realizes she is now in place. The swaying reduces until it is modest.

This high up it is difficult to see. There is a spotlight directed on her and Diamond and it is blinding. She can hear excited chatter, see the bonfire roaring away. She has been reduced to a New Year decoration, a literal object.

There is nothing now to shield her from the bitter winter breeze. It is not a strong wind, but is cold as ice, especially on her newly bald head and bare nipples and bottom.

But she should have guessed that it would not be that straightforward. After a few minutes, a young woman steps forward, close enough to be visible to Chouchou. She is maybe four feet in front of the displayed pony, her head level with Chouchou’s knees. She is holding her mobile phone up. Chouchou thinks she is taking a photo – she might well have been – but she is glancing from the screen to the pony and back again. Suddenly, the dildo inside Chouchou gives her a powerful electric shock.

The pony’s strangled cry is greatly reduced in volume by the bit serving as a gag. She thrashes like a fish on a hook, setting herself swinging again. The initial pain is agonizing, breath-taking in such a sensitive place. She briefly loses all awareness of anything else. Afterwards comes the ache, spreading out from her crotch into her lower body. Tears pour from her eyes. She sobs. When next she can focus, the woman has gone. She hears a grunt from Diamond, hears her chains and harness groaning. Has the racing pony received the same thing?

A short time later another woman steps forward. She is older. Her face looks kind. She has her phone in her hand but does not hold it up. Again, her eyes are fliting from her screen to Chouchou and back again. Chouchou braces herself, filled with dread. The dildo bursts to life, but this time it is not a shock. The device is vibrating powerfully. She moans, squirming, hips twitching. Her whole sex is vibrating – it reaches her clit hood piercing, passes through her bowel wall and vibrates the butt-plug too. It is incredible!

She starts to writhe in a desperate need to enhance the sensations even further, swaying haphazardly on the chains. It is so potent! It is bliss. It is even more powerful than the odalisque night-time vibrator that still features in her fantasies. Her harsh bondage only intensifies the experience. She gurgles in delight, her eyes glazed.

And then, just as suddenly, it stops. She whines piteously, raging with sexual need. She wriggles as much as she can to maintain any of the magic, but it seeps away and she sobs again, but this time for the entirely opposite reason.

She sees yet another woman standing right below her, this one she recognizes, it is the Russian woman, now wearing a large fur hat. She steps really close, strokes Chouchou’s leg, smiles up at her – but there is no warmth or comradery behind it, quite the opposite. Chouchou shivers in terror. The Russian retrieves her phone from her pocket.

In a few seconds the ponygirl gets her second shock from the dildo. She cries out hoarsely as she writhes. It is such a terrible place to be shocked, so intimate, and the device is so big… it is horrific. As she recovers she becomes aware the woman is still there and is holding the reins that are hanging down in front of the pony. She yanks them hard, twisting the pony’s nipples viciously, sending the port to press firmly to the roof of the mouth.

That is the pattern set for the night. It appears every guest and resident has one go with the phone app. They can either choose the shock or the vibrator, hell or heaven. Surprisingly, it works out about even. She is a sitting duck at a crazy S&M New Year party, she thought that there would be more shocks.

Whichever option, it is an incredibly intense experience for Chouchou. She is soon physically and emotionally exhausted, trembling from fear of more atrocious, heinous pain, frustrated that the vibrator doesn’t run long enough to bring her off.

There are a succession of familiar faces. Jack gives her pleasure, Kendra gives her pain. Both foreseeable. Both Tosh and Bruno give her pleasure, much to her surprise. Strangers are more prone to shock her. From the noises coming from Diamond, Chouchou assumes all the ponies are suffering the same fate. Is it the same for the poor unfortunate at the top of the cross encased in rubber?

There is a period of respite. The countdown to the new year and everyone is distracted. At midnight, a stupendous firework display erupts all around them, lighting up the sky. Thumping bangs shake the cross and the chains from which Chouchou is hanging. With her particularly severe blinkers restricting her upward vision, she can see only a little of it. The five women on the cross must look amazing in their fantastic costumes, under the spotlights, with the multi-coloured fireworks exploding above them.

As the display ends there is a moment of silence. Then music erupts from somewhere. Chouchou is trying to guess how many people there are left who haven’t taken their opportunity with her yet. The night isn’t over for her yet by a long way.

It is some minutes before anyone else approaches. From out of the murk Ms Aella appears, so statuesque and commanding. There are women who Mia just wants to kneel before, whose magnetism she cannot resist. Angelina Aella is one of them. The lady has a big smile as she runs her eyes appreciatively up and down Chouchou’s suspended form. Their eyes meet, before she looks down and taps on her phone.

Chouchou shivers, certain it will be pain. The vibrator bursts back into life. Ms Aella laughs at the ponygirl’s reaction before sinking back into the shadows. Chouchou closes her eyes, hips swivelling uncontrollably. She moans, tongue fighting the infuriating restriction of the bit. All too soon it stops again and she mewls in frustration.

But when she opens her eyes, Ms Rose is standing right up close to her legs, her expression inscrutable. Once again Chouchou is fearful, but is surprised as the vibrator kicks straight back in only a minute after it stopped. The pony writhes, getting desperate as she is taken higher and higher, suffused with such pleasure. The harness creaks, the chains groan. She gyrates her hips to exacerbate the feelings in a vain attempt to bring herself off. She is so helpless, out of control of what her body feels, completely at the mercy of others for the most fundamental, intimate reactions it experiences.

The vibrator dies without warning. She hangs still, panting. Ms Rose has gone. She peers into the darkness in despair. Out of the blackness Ms Beaufort’s elegant form appears like an apparition and she is right below Chouchou. Their eyes meet. The Frenchwoman is no longer smiling and relaxed, her gaze is passionate and intense. The lady has such power over Chouchou/Mia, both physical and emotional. Is there anything the ponygirl would refuse her?

Terror and excitement consume Chouchou simultaneously as she hangs in the air in her bondage, scrutinized by the woman who is most important in her life, who has rendered her thus.

Ms Beaufort takes hold of the dangling reins. Ever so slowly, she increases the pull. The rings through Chouchou’s nipples lift up, raise higher, twisting and tugging on the nipples themselves, stretching them. The initial slightly pleasurable pain turns to increasingly severe pain. The port of the bit has been lifting in her mouth. It presses against her soft palate with growing firmness. She fights to control her gag reflex. She tries to remain still and resist the instinct to squirm which will only make things worse and hurt her even more.

Her eyes well with yet more tears as Ms Beaufort displays her cruelty, her utter dominance, reinforcing Chouchou’s powerlessness and submission. While still holding the tension in the reins, the lady breaks her eye contact from the pony to touch the screen of her mobile. Chouchou braces herself for further agony but the vibrator bursts into life again.

Their eyes are locked once more, the ponygirl’s are wide with surprise and drunk on the renewed euphoria being generated in her sex, Ms Beaufort’s are fierce, penetrating through to Chouchou’s soul. Now the ponygirl is unable to stay still, wriggling frantically, which only increases the pull on her nipples and her pain, which is fusing with the pleasure. Her hips are twitching, her pussy spasming from the astonishing sensations generated by the dynamic vibrator.

Chouchou experiences a flashback to the day she first met Sydney Beaufort, to all that has happened to her since she did, leading up to this point, this truly bizarre scenario. She doesn’t regret any of it. Her life has such purpose and direction, such deep, profound fulfilment and intensity. So much meaning. She gazes into those unflinching blue eyes and is consumed by them.

She screams as her orgasm explodes, writhing violently and uncontrollably, pain and ecstasy merging into one. The whole world shrinks until it encapsulates only Ms Beaufort’s eyes and her dark heart behind them, and there is such joy for Chouchou that she has found her way to this place, this moment, giving her heart, body and soul to this woman.

The End

(for now...)
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Out in the countryside on a sunny summer’s day, struggling artist Kara Lee carelessly trespasses…and makes a shocking discovery…finding a place where dark sexual fantasies are brought to life. Ponygirls are trained to pull people around in carts, maids serve in elaborate rubber uniforms under strict discipline and erotic excess is celebrated, all under the iron authority of the charismatic Angelina Aella.

Kara finds herself ensnared in this world of leather and latex fetishism, BDSM rituals and power exchange and is stunned to find her own repressed sexuality unlocked. Her life will never be the same again!




Share Kara’s tumultuous experiences as she learns the truth about what occurs behind the walls and gates of Cacklebrook Farm in this 49,000 word novella.

Main theme is lesbian domination, some male domination, with bondage, use of whips and canes, body modifications.

Excerpt

“Can she not speak?”

“Don’t be silly, Kara. Ponies don’t talk! Give her some titbits from your plate and she’ll like you even more!”

Kara glanced once more at Angelina to see if she was joking. One artfully shaped eyebrow rose in response.

Kara stabbed her fork into a slice of banana in the fruit salad bowl and then leant forward to be able to reach the fork to Sapphire’s mouth. Her lips were full and pouty, looking suspiciously as if they had been artificially enhanced, and as they peeled back to accept the offering, they revealed perfect small white teeth.

As her tongue curled out to slip the banana off the fork, Kara just stared, mesmerized. There were several bits of metal embedded in the organ. A large ball sat close to the tip, similar to Lily’s, but twice the size. It even had a ring at the top that lay to one side. Further back, two smaller balls sat next to each other, the three piercing points forming a decorative equilateral triangle.

She held eye contact with Kara as she chewed and swallowed the fruit.

“Strawberries are her favourite.”

Kara fed her a strawberry, then another.

“You can touch her. She likes to be petted as well. She’ll take all the attention she can get.”

Kara didn’t know what to do – where do you pet a ponygirl? Bound the way she was, her breasts were the most prominent and exposed part of her, the flesh bulging from between the gaps in the harness straps, the nipples thrusting straight at Kara.

Angelina laughed.

 “Give them a squeeze, you know you want to!”

Kara hesitated. Sapphire was showing no reluctance to the idea, quite the contrary, her eyes glistened with excitement. She seemed to be leaning even further forward to present the bulbous mammaries.

Kara couldn’t help herself. She reached out and gently rubbed the back of her left hand on the side of the ponygirl’s right breast. Sapphire made a sound, like a small whine, and pushed her breast harder against Kara’s hand. Her brow was creased in a frown, her lips closed in a pout, her eyes pleading.

Emboldened, Kara cupped the breast in her palm, applying pressure with her index finger and thumb.

A low moan escaped Sapphire’s lips, which curled back in a smile.

Kara released her grip, then applied it again, firmer this time. The breast felt wonderful in her hand. A sexual thrill shot right through her. The warm, soft skin oozed out from the cooler, tougher straps of the harness, her slim fingertips disappearing into the mound.

Further emboldened, she pressed her palm against the nipple, flattening Sapphire’s breast against her chest, still squeezing with her fingers. Kara felt the hard nub, with the even harder cold metal ring and the attached rein. This was so barbaric! She had never been so turned on in her life.

Kara put down her fork and cupped her right hand under Sapphire’s other breast, feeling the delicious warm weight. Her thumb rubbed across the nipple, inducing another noise of pleasure from the ponygirl. Kara increased the pressure.

Sapphire’s lips parted and her eyes briefly closed, only to open again, still looking directly at Kara. The nose ring was huge when viewed this close, heavy and industrial looking, the dull metal glinting only occasionally in the sunlight and sitting right on her top lip so that Sapphire must be permanently reminded of its presence. With a sigh of pleasure, sapphire closed her mouth and Kara had an overwhelming, irresistible desire to put her own lips onto that mouth.

It was the first time she had kissed a woman. The lips were soft, smooth…feminine and delicious, with the cold, unyielding ring a brutal juxtaposition that couldn’t be avoided. Their tongues briefly met.

Suddenly self-conscious, Kara pulled back. Had she really just done that? Her loins were on fire and she really wanted to do it again, but the thought that Angelina was sat alongside her watching had become too much. She felt her face flush.

“Doesn’t she taste wonderful!” Angelina smiled. “Lay back and relax, Kara.” 

Her hand pushed gently on Kara’s chest until her head rested on the cushions behind her. Angelina leant over so their faces were close.

“I bet you taste delicious too, Kara! May I kiss you?”

Kara drank in Angelina’s perfume. Her presence this close was electrifying. Below impeccably styled, arching eyebrows, those violet eyes flecked with green mesmerized with their hypnotic depths, doing nothing to quell Kara’s rampant lust. She could only nod in response.

Angelina’s mouth was bigger, stronger, and more assertive. Her tongue forced itself passed Kara’s lips and took her breath away and Kara had to restrain a whine when she briefly withdrew.

“Hmmm…Wonderful!” Angelina smiled, before her mouth renewed its plundering. 

Kara squeaked as Angelina’s hand found her left breast and tweaked the nipple.

So lost in the moment was Kara that she was slow to realize that her skirt was being lifted. There was a rush of panic but her raging desire was so great that she couldn’t move. Her lack of control over how events were unfolding turned her on even more, as if all responsibility had been removed from her as she reached a level of sexual excitement she didn’t know was possible.

Gently, her legs were drawn apart, the knee of her undamaged leg raised. She felt fresh air on her exposed vulva.

Angelina withdrew from the kiss, tugging at Kara’s lower lip. She laughed.

“Thank you, that was wonderful!”

Kara was too overwhelmed to respond.

Angelina glanced languidly down Kara’s body.

“Sapphire would like to thank you for being so nice to her, is that OK?”

Kara just nodded again, still feeling Angelina’s lips on her own, her fingers on her nipple, even though both had been withdrawn.

“She is very skilled with her mouth, just enjoy her!”

As Angelina lay back, Kara’s view cleared once again. Lily knelt next to the ponygirl and she was unclipping the feathered plume from her headdress. Next, she lifted Kara’s skirt where it was bunched around her thighs. Without thought, Kara raised her hips to allow Lily to push the dress up to her waist. Sapphire’s head immediately bobbed down under the dress, disappearing from sight.

Kara cried out as Sapphire’s mouth made contact with her vulva, a fusion of sensations radiating from that part of her body. Her hips leapt up instinctively, pushing harder against the lips and tongue. Kara moaned and closed her eyes, savouring the most exquisite feeling she had ever experienced. 

She opened her eyes again to see Sapphire’s bound arms and bottom nestled between her legs, the ponygirl’s tail gently swaying with her movements as her tongue moved through Kara’s labia, first probing her vaginal opening, then attacking her clitoris. Occasionally, the metal of the pony’s tongue piercings would press against a sensitive spot, the extra hard pressure causing Kara’s hips to jump in reflex. 

Kara was so turned on her first orgasm came quickly. She gave a cry and covered her face with her hands as the euphoria crashed through her. She squeezed her thighs together, trapping Sapphire’s head, rocking her hips.

Kara lay still. She wasn’t sure if she had blacked out or not – for long moments nothing had existed but her genitals – but Sapphire’s mouth was still at work and now her teeth were nipping at Kara’s clit, then her tongue was pushing into Kara’s vagina and renewed waves of ecstasy flared.

Kara opened her eyes again, glancing to her left she saw that Angelina lay beside her, her jodhpurs pulled down until they snagged around her boots, her legs held up in the air by Lily’s hands and Lily’s head was buried deep in her crotch. In fact, Lily was nothing more than a ball of shining black, glistening like oil in the sunshine. Angelina’s hands had hold of Lily’s head, directing and controlling it.

This is so depraved! This cannot be happening! Oh, but it is!

She looked again at the woman between her own legs. Her hands moved down, pulling her skirt further up so she could see Sapphire’s head. Now she could properly see how Sapphire’s arms were held behind her back. The elbows pulled together and strapped so tight they were touching. Her forearms were folded, pointing upwards towards her head, the palms of her mitten clad hands facing each other, another strap at her wrists holding them there and a short chain from her collar linked to rings at the top of the mittens so she had no possibility of moving the limbs at all. It was like an extreme prayer position, only behind her body instead of in front of it. The sight both horrified and excited Kara. It must have been agonizingly painful for the ponygirl.

Her fingers touched the bald scalp either side of Sapphire’s mane, her hands briefly holding the braided hair, then she grabbed the straps of the head harness and pulled Sapphire tighter into her crotch. Kara gasped as the ponygirl responded by attacking her clitoris with even greater zeal. Her eyes closed again as she savoured the new sensations she was discovering.

The rise to her second orgasm was calmer and more luxurious. It felt like slow motion after the desperate first one. Each separate climb and plateau could be appreciated and as Sapphire sucked, licked and bit - sometimes all three seemingly at once – Kara felt the eruption begin deep in her core. Higher, higher, ever higher to a crescendo.

She screamed, clamping her thighs to Sapphire’s head without any thought to the woman’s comfort and lifting her legs, thrashing them, dragging the pony’s head roughly from side to side while her hands still held the head harness, ensuring the mouth remained locked to her crotch.

Kara lay back, finally releasing her hold on Sapphire.
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Calli Webster has been searching for her friend Charlotte Cain, who disappeared suddenly last year. The only clues she can find lead her to a seedy strip joint and a topless waitress called Azure. Calli is unprepared for what she finds at the club and becomes drawn into a world of raw lesbian sexuality, fetishism, domination and submission.

Meanwhile, Imogen Roberts, who has been suppressing her submissive desires for all of her life, is also lured to the club by her infatuation with the star performer, exotic performance artiste Crimzon.

The two women’s lives are destined to become entwined as the temptations provided by the club pull them deeper into an alternative lifestyle that they find thrilling and frighteningly irresistible, but is also changing them beyond recognition. How far are they prepared to go for the opportunity of being part of this world?

A follow-on to the original Inversion novels with many of the characters making a reappearance in smaller roles, Calli’s Quest is centred around Calli and Imogen’s journeys of self-discovery and transformation and features more than 64,000 words. 

Main theme is lesbian domination. Explicit F/f sex, body modifications, exhibitionism, leather and latex fetishism, bondage, corporal punishment.

Excerpt

Calli had thought that Crimzon ran the show, but it turned out she was just a junior partner, The big boss was Lexi Aston, known to everyone except Crimzon as Miss Aston. Miss Aston run the place with a rod of iron and was feared by the staff – with good reason. As far as Calli could work out, the woman was a genuine sadist.

She had a pet called Bubblegum. Calli had never actually seen Bubblegum’s face. Often, If Calli was in Miss Aston’s office, the pet would be there too, but always covered in pink rubber from head to toe, including her head and face – sometimes her breasts, buttocks or vulva would be bare. She was always either on her knees or bound in some uncomfortable position.

Crimzon had warned Calli that Miss Aston would test her, try to shock her to make sure Calli could cope with the things she would see or experience working at Le Moulin Noir, and the woman had certainly done both of those things. During her initial interview, the unfortunate Bubblegum had been bound on the long sofa that dominated one half of Miss Aston’s office.

Her arms were pulled out from her sides and tied to the arms of the sofa, while her body was bent double and her legs pulled wide apart and fastened to the top of the back of the sofa at each end. This left her head pushed into her chest and her bare bottom pointing outward and upwards, hanging off the edge of the seat cushion.

Halfway through the interview, Miss Aston had got up, retrieved a cane and placed six livid stripes across the vulnerable, exposed buttocks of the pet, inviting Calli to stand close by and watch. Calli had been horrified and fascinated in equal measure. It was so wrong yet she found it incredibly erotic.

Calli had even been coaxed into touching the welts with her fingers, feeling the angry heat emanating from the lines. Bubblegum was not only blind inside her rubber helmet, but her ears were plugged and capped too, effectively making her deaf as well. She would never know that it was Calli making her hips squirm as she ran her fingers along the raw skin. But it didn’t stop Calli feeling guilty. How could anyone enjoy being treated like that?

Bubblegum had also been very effectively gagged, she made hardly any sound as she took the punishment. There was a short tube sticking out of the helmet where her mouth would be. She had been breathing hard during and after the chastisement and this caused the tube to whistle urgently with her desperate attempts to draw and expel air. That noise had remained in Calli’s head for days, like a song, an earworm. The thought keeping her perpetually turned-on.
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