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Chapter  1  :  A New Friend

I clocked out at the end of another boring day working for the man. Randall's wasn't the worst place to work. I got a good discount on my clothes and most of the people were friendly. I was a fashion buyer for the store. I walked to the bus stop and waited for the number 14. It was pretty full and I sat next to a young woman who was beautiful. She had red hair while mine was Auburn. I was no slouch in the looks department, either. I had won a handful of beauty contests but had lost interest a couple of years ago. I wasn't quite good enough to be a model, but close. Anyway this girl could have been a model. I eyed her as I sat down.

She looked at me and smiled. She said, "Hi, I'm Ariane and I don't want to be a model. I'm your friend."

She must have gotten that question a lot. Enough so she could answer it before I asked? My friend? I said, Pleased to meet you, Ariane. I'm..."

Before I could say my name, she said, "Stacey Sanders, I know. Friends know things about each other. How was work?"

I was confused. "Do I know you?" I asked.

"Well," she said, "you know my name, but not me, yet. I'm a new friend. I know a lot about you, though. You're important to me."

I was getting worried. She didn't look dangerous. I said, "You're scaring me. Can you explain what you want with me?"

"I just told you. I'm your friend. I don't want anything from you. I'll try and help you."

I saw a little girl in the seat in front of me stand up on the seat and look at me. She said, "Lady, who are you talking to?

I said, "I'm talking to Ariane here" and turned to gesture to her. The seat was empty. I stared at the seat. The girl said, "there's no one there lady."

She was right. What had just happened. Was I hallucinating? I had seen 'A Beautiful Mind,' and I knew psychotic hallucinations look real to the psychotic. I looked at the little girl and said, "I was just pretending," and ignored her the rest of the trip.

When I got home I called Lisa, my best friend and told her I was cracking up. "Lisa, I made a new imaginary friend on the way home. She rode the bus with me."

"Yeah, right. What's your friend's name?"

"Ariane. and she's here to help me."

"Right, are you sure she's not from the government?"

"Oh, yeah. She was gorgeous and vanished after a little girl asked who I was talking with."

"OK. Lisa said, "I've read about this. Are you taking anything like recreational pharmaceuticals or high doses of supplements?"

"No. nothing. I'm clean."

"OK, have you stopped taking anything like alcohol?"

"No, I don't have the D.T.s"

"Well, what do you mean she vanished? Like in a puff of smoke or did she walk away while you were distracted by the little girl?

"No. she was in the window seat and I was on the aisle. I was talking to her then the little girl asked me who I was talking to. When I looked back at her, the seat was empty."

"OK, I agree. You're crazy."

" Want to go out with a crazy girl?

" Sure. Where?"

" Kinky. Let's go to a BDSM club."

" OK. I haven't been spanked all month."

" Great. Can you drive? My car's in the shop?"

"Sure. Pick you up in a half hour?"

"OK."

I got my new black dress out and held it up in front of the mirror

"No, no. You need to wear something more revealing at a BDSM club. Also something you don't care about."

I spun around. Ariane was standing behind me. " How did you get in here?"

"Darling, I told you, I'm here to help you." She walked to my closet and sorted through my dresses.

"Ariane, you can't just break into my apartment. Do you have a key?"

"No, never needed one."

"You have to leave. I'm getting ready to go out. I have to get ready."

"You don't have anything that's quite right. Go get ready and I'll find something." She took my arm and steered me into the bath. She was strong.

I stood there looking at the closed door for a moment. Should I go back in there and throw her out? Maybe she'd just go away if I played along. I took a shower and did my makeup.

I opened the door with a little trepidation.

She was standing in front of the door holding a dress. It was red and short with a flaring skirt. Its top was a transparent wisp of material that would hide nothing. My nipple rings would shine like beacons through it.

Ariane said, "Sexy, huh. Its got a bolero that will just hide your nips if you don't raise your arms."

I loved it, but where did it come from? Oh well, it’s here now. I raised my arms and she slid it over me. She buttoned the waistband and led me to my mirror. I looked great. She sat me at my dressing table and tweaked my makeup. She must have studied for years because in a few seconds I looked better than I ever did myself.

She held out a small red bottle and said, "this perfume guarantees you'll find a hunk tonight.  Smell it." 

She held it under my nose and I sniffed.  It was heady stuff.  It tingled my nose and I felt myself floating off my chair.  I couldn't move, it was such a high.  I felt my pussy get wet and my belly tremble.

She said, "hold out your hands, palms up."

I did and she poured a lot into both hands. It was clear and thicker than the perfume I had seen before.  It was way more than I ever used.

"Rub it under your nose, and all over.  Put a lot on your nipples and pussy.  Rub it in your cleavage."

I followed her orders.

Ariane held up a picture of a man and said, "This is your man.  Look closely.  Forget I showed you this, forget you have seen him, and submit to him.  Clear?"

"Yes, Ariane," I said.

She turned my head to face her and said, "You need some eye-catching jewelry." She produced some big hoop earrings from somewhere. and put them in my ears. "Your neck, hmmm." She reached behind her, like she had a bag there, but I didn't see it. Her hand came back with something gold in it. I didn't see what it was but she put it around my neck with a snap. "Yes," she said, "that's it."

I looked in the mirror and I had a gold collar resting halfway up my neck. It had a large ring on the front. I felt its snug, cold embrace. I said, "its cold." I ran my fingers around it and didn't feel anything but smooth metal. No key hole, no hinge, no seam.

"It’s thick and it'll take a few minutes to warm up. You'll be OK soon."

"Take it off, please, I want to look at it."

She ignored me, stood up, and handed me the bolero. I put it on. no buttons in the front and it was small. It wouldn't meet in the middle. She was right, if I left my arms at my sides, it hid my rings. Anything else exposed one or both.

"You look like why the riot started, Stacey. Relax and enjoy the ride. And don't worry, I'll take care of you. Here, take this." She handed me a little pink pill. I recognized it. "Take one every day, don't listen to those quacks who want you to match your cycle. Every day. Until you want a child, anyway." She gently pulled my chin down and plopped the pill in. "Swallow it."

I swallowed it and turned to my dresser to get a thong. She stopped me. "No," she said, "tonight go commando. You'll see." She handed me my little party purse and shoved me out the door. "Lisa's here. Have fun, " she said as she closed my door. My door. Who was she?

I walked out to Lisa's waiting car. I could feel Ariane's eyes on me.

I got in, numbly.

Lisa said, "My God, Stacey. You look great. Did you just buy all this? Is this why you wanted to go out to the BDSM club?"

I looked at her for a moment before I replied, "Lisa, I never saw any of this until ten minutes ago. Ariane put them on me. She just was in my apartment, got me dressed and shoved me out the door. I think I'm being haunted."

Lisa's mouth opened. Her eyes got big and round. She said, "Girlfriend you look better than I've ever seen you. Can I borrow your ghost tomorrow?"

"I don't know. She just says she's my friend. Let's go. I can't think about this now."

Ariane stood inside the door of Stacey's apartment. She stared at the door and watched Stacey get in the car. She listened to Lisa and Stacy with a wry smile. When they drove off she spoke softly, "Master, they are on their way. She has a nice red dress and a gold collar...Yes, she's ready...  Thank you, Master."  She vanished.

It was a rainy Friday and I worried about ruining my clothes. But the valet had a big umbrella and escorted both of us into the club lobby. We went into the bar and Lisa saw an old friend and stopped to chat. I went on alone and took an empty stool. I chose this stool to sit next to a handsome, well-dressed man about my age. We introduced ourselves and talked a bit. He was alone and watching the crowd. I liked him from the start. He was about my age, tall, broad shouldered and wore a thousand dollar suit. He wasn't judging the people, just watching. I saw the appreciative look he gave me. I had always had a kink about bondage and I knew what I looked like with my almost bare breasts and collar. I just always imagined myself as a slave girl. My education and society's expectations didn't change that. Ben said he was a stockbroker. He dressed like one. He showed me a business card.

Lisa came up and sat beside me. I whispered to her to go find someone to play with while I talked to Ben. She got the idea and faded. She drove so I didn't worry about a ride. I wanted to have Ben drive. I told him I wanted to be a slave girl, I just needed to find my master. In his deep, masculine voice, he told me wanted to be a dom, but wasn't experienced yet. He described himself as a wannabe. So I told him what I thought my dom should do. The standard stuff: assertive, decisive, firm, specific, and very knowledgeable about his sub.

"Ben, would you like to be my dom for tonight. I'd love being your slave."

"Yes, I would treasure the opportunity and I will take good care of you. Is your collar real?"

"I think so. A friend locked it on me and I don't know how to open it. I pulled on the ring and it’s not coming off without a key. He asked the waitress to bring him some cuffs and a leash. When they came I put my hands behind me and stood beside him. He ran his hands along my shoulders and turned me to face him. He started the kiss and I merged with him in a flash. He was a good kisser and I almost swooned standing in the club.

When we broke the kiss, he said, "Kneel and submit to me for the night."

He said he wasn’t a dom, but dropped to my knees without a thought. I said, "Benjamin Sikes, I submit myself to your control for the night. I will obey you in all things. I am your slave girl until the morning." I made those words up, but I sure wanted him to accept. Thoughts of limits passed through my mind, but I didn't have any right now.

Ben said, "Stacey Sanders, I accept your submission. For the night you are my slave. I will care for you and control you until the morning. Stand up and give me your jacket."

Whoa. I never said I would get naked in the club. I wanted to be in his bedroom first. I looked into his eyes and saw his desire for me. It was my moment of decision. Was I just spouting words or did I want to obey him, no matter what? I decided. I stood up and started slipped off my bolero. He smiled and stared at my almost naked breasts and my rings. Oh well, I thought. In for a penny, In for a pound. I unbuttoned the dress and let it slip off my body. I stood before him naked.

The rest of the room was watching, but I didn't care. I never took my eyes off his face while I stripped. I wasn't the only naked woman in the club. I was, however, the only naked woman in this room. He piled my stuff on the table with my purse and asked the waitress to put them in a bag and check them for him. He handed her a bill. She smiled and hurried off with my stuff.

He said, "Good girl. Turn around and put your hands behind you."

I obeyed, of course. He cuffed my hands and turned me around. He ran his fingers around my collar and tested it for fit. It was snug and rested halfway up my neck. People always said I had a long, graceful neck. I agreed it was one of my nicer parts. I had exceptionally nice breasts, too. I just usually didn't expose them to others. Oh well. Too late to worry about them now. He clipped the leash on my collar.

He said, "Stand up straight. Arch your back. Thrust your breasts out. Spread your legs. More. Perfect. Don't move. He took out his phone and took several pictures of me. "Smile, Stacey," and took more pictures. He took me into the play area. At least I was dressed for the part here.

I was spanked, flogged, fucked, and forced to orgasm by his fingers, a whip, and his cock. I gave him a great BJ. My hands stayed cuffed the whole time. We played until the club closed.

He took me back to the front and got my bag of things from the attendant. He held the bag and my leash and looked at me. Somewhere along the way he had strapped a big, red, ball gag in my mouth so I was speechless.

He took out a cell phone and made a call, all the time watching me. After he punched in a number he said, "Posture, Stacey. Stand straight, breasts out, feet spread." He switched gears and said, "John. pick me up at the front door, please." He hung up and said. I own you until morning, Stacey. I'm taking you home with me."

I wore those cuffs and collar all weekend and we got to know each other intimately.

Sunday morning and I had to go to work, I had showered and was sitting in a chair in the bath, looking at myself. I was wondering how I would explain my collar to my friends at work.

The door opened behind me and Ariane walked in. She was naked and wearing a collar just like mine. "Morning, Stacey. I told you that you'd have fun." She reached up to the back of my collar opened it.  Now I had second thoughts about it.  I had kind of looked forward to explaining my new look and guy to friends.

I turned to ask her how she got in Ben's apartment, but she was gone. And the collar with her. I must be losing my mind.

I learned to live with Ariane. I saw her most days and had to be careful not to talk to her when other people were around. I came to trust her advice. She seemed to have a better fashion sense than I did. Sometimes she gave me things to wear. Jewelry, clothes that I didn't remember buying or even seeing before. Sometimes she was tangible, as real as anyone and other people saw her handling things. And sometimes she just appeared or vanished and other people couldn't see her. I got 'A Beautiful Mind' on DVD and watched it several times. Ariane wasn't like his phantasms. Once she watched it with me. I came to believe she was my guardian angel. Real when she needed to be.

I moved in with Ben a month later.

He was a good lover. He knew all the tricks for making me come and he wasn't shy about using them. I had always been kinky and once I showed Ben I liked bondage, he often obliged me. His toy collection expanded.

Ariane told me I would enjoy a pillory and a spanking bench. I hinted and showed Ben pictures of them in use from porn sites. Soon he added a pillory, spanking bench and a frame to hang me from to his games room. I loved it all. Once I had slithered my sneaky way past his proper upbringing, he got creative.

I've always fantasized about being the Princess captured and ravished by rogues. I've worn chains and been raped and loved and locked in dungeons. I've never sought sex but had it thrust upon me and it was thrilling in a way that vanilla sex has never been. I would escape and be captured. The thrill of the chase made me alive in a way that life never accomplished. I wanted Ben to rape me, take me by force. At first, he was too fucking nice. I wanted a bad boy. I've always heard you can't change a person. Maybe whoever said that wasn't using the right rewards.

Ariane would often open the door for me when I came home from work. I always got home before Ben. Anyway, after a couple of months she told me to get undressed as soon as I got home and stay naked until Ben arrived. She told me he would like that and spend more time with me instead of working at home. It made sense, so I tried it. She was right. When I was naked he never did work at home. I became quite accustomed to sitting in his lap while he read to me, playing with my nipple rings.

After I shucked my clothes at home, I spent at least some time every night in the pillory or on the bench. I loved the feeling of helplessness while he played with my body. I orgasmed so much he put rubber mats under all the equipment. When he released me I had to clean and disinfect the mats. I got so the smell of ammonia cleaner made me horny.

One day when I got home, Ariane said, "I brought you something special. Put your things away and I'll show you."

I put my purse away and kicked off my shoes. I put my clothes away. I hadn't worn anything at home for months. A habit Ben loved.

Ariane took me into the den. There was a black lacquered box, two by three by two feet on the floor.

I lifted the lid and found it mostly empty. On top was wooden carving of a woman's head, like used to hold a wig. This one had a bunch of leather straps buckled on it and there was a bit in the head's open mouth. I picked up the head and turned it around in my hands. I felt my belly tickle as I looked at it. I had thought about pony play in the past. I had even seen some at the Folsom Street Parade once. It looked like it would fit me. There was something familiar. I looked closer at the face. It was me. I looked at Ariane and held the head up beside mine.

Ariane smiled and said, "Made for you, Stacey. Try it on. Ben will love it. So will you."

I was intrigued. I had considered pony play erotic but never tried it. It tickled my pussy to look at photos of ponygirls. I said, "later."

I set it aside and looked in the trunk. There was a bunch of leather straps under the head. I pulled one out and found it was a harness. The straps were connected together. Laying it on the bed I saw there were several buckles open and it looked like it was for a woman but there were some extras. I looked at Ariane.

She said, "made for you, Stacey."

I put the harness on the table and looked back in the trunk. There was a drawing showing the harness on a ponygirl. The ponygirl was me. There was a long strap the others were connected to. It had a tall collar on one end that buckled around my neck. The strap ran down my back, through my crotch and back up between my breasts to buckle to the collar. There were three connected straps: one above my breasts, one below, and the last around my waist. The waist belt was much wider and thicker than the others. There were three more smaller straps fastened to the back straps. The illustration showed them holding my arms folded across my back.

All that was left in the trunk was a large format picture book. I picked it up and leafed through it. Ponygirls. The book was all photos of ponygirls in harness, pulling wagons and carriages. Racing, Standing, kneeling, Being taken from the back and front. This was some of the most explicit and stimulating pornography I had seen. I felt my arousal grow as I looked at the photos.

I remembered how erotic ponygirls were. I put the book back in the trunk. I picked up the head. Maybe... In a minute I had the bridle on my head pulled tight. I was struggling with the bit, trying to attach it. I hadn't looked at it closely when I took it off the head.

Ariane said, "Wait, let me. Open wide."

I opened my mouth and she inserted the flat plate. It rested on my tongue and made speech impossible. There were stubby cones on bottom of the plate resting on my tongue. The bar was metal and had a hard plastic cylinder around it. My teeth closed on the plastic but the bar was free to rotate if pulled on. She buckled it in place and tightened the strap under my chin so my teeth closed on the plastic.

I went into the bathroom and stood in front of the mirror so I could see how I looked in the mirror. My mouth was distorted by the bit, but I looked erotic as hell. I went back into the bedroom and picked up the harness. It went on easily. Every strap fit like it was designed for me. Most of them buckled in back so Ariane did those for me. She pulled my arms back and tightened the straps that held them crossed behind my waist. I went back to the mirror and looked at myself. My pussy was moist. I was highly aroused.

I went back into the den. Ariane smiled at me and said, "You look fantastic, Stacey. You were made to be a ponygirl. I blushed. She picked up the book and opened it on the table. She said, Let's try some of these poses."

I was so horny. I wanted to look like the models in the book. I started trying out the poses of the ponygirls. It was making me more aroused. I lost all track of time and was focusing hard on getting the stances right when I heard, "You've got a new kink, huh?"

I spun around and saw Ben smiling at me. I tried to tell him it was Ariane but the bit made speech impossible. Ariane was gone. My whine was just like a ponygirl sound, I guess. I ran to him and threw my body against his chest. He wrapped his arms around me.

"How did you manage to do your arms?" he asked, "It must have been Lisa. Right?"

I nodded at his mistake. Kissing was out of the question until I got the bit out. He walked to the table. He looked at the book, then the harness sketch laying beside it. He said, "I see what you're doing. Go ahead and do some more. I want to see."

I was so horny. My love juices were trickling down my legs but all I could do was stamp my feet.

He looked at me and said, "I saw you practicing when I came in. Go on." He pointed to the picture open on the bed.

I wanted him to take me, not to play at posing. I shook my head.

He reached into the trunk. It must have been under the book. He lifted it slowly out so I could see it. A riding crop.

He said, "this is for disobedient ponygirls, I think."

I quailed at the sight. I liked it when he got rough during sex, but a riding crop. It looked wicked.

He said, "pose for me Stacey." He slapped the crop in his hand.

I nodded and looked at the pose in the book. I tried to match it.

Now he was a critic, "Legs further apart. Head more erect. ..."

I tried twenty poses before he tired of the game. I was more aroused than ever. This harness was a turn on. Maybe it was because I was helpless and mute, but I was right on the brink of an orgasm. I was panting my need. Maybe it was the tight crotch strap that rubbed every time I moved.

He looked at me and said, "you know, you'd be more convenient if you had a leash." He put a finger through the ring on my collar and led me into the laundry room. He got a piece of heavy cord out and unrolled it. He tied one end to my collar ring. He led me into the kitchen and tied the cord to the oven handle. "Kneel here," he said, pointing to the floor." I was panting and moaning. I was in more need for a fuck than I had ever felt before. I couldn't think. Hell, I could barely breathe.

I hunched forward, trying to contain my arousal. I heard him say, "Kneel up and spread your legs. Stick your breasts out."

I tried to do all these things, I could only manage one at a time. When I looked at him, he said, "now smile. You look fantastic."

I smiled and he fondled my breast. I came in a huge orgasm. I slumped onto the floor and spewed my juices all over my legs and the floor. I moaned and whimpered. It was so huge. My insides were spasming over and over like the heartbeat of my pussy. When I could think again he had me stand up and he washed me off with a wet cloth. He took my bit out and said, "you were great, honey. I want you to wear the harness from now on. I'll have to get you a spare."

"Ben, I said, " I think this is too intense for regular wear. I'll spray my juice on everything."

He replied, "Yeah, we don't want that. Put it on whenever you're home but stay off the furniture. Don't use any furniture unless I OK it. Understand?"

My pussy flipped around a bit. It stimulated my sense of submission more strongly than I would had thought possible. "OK,” I said. “I might forget if I'm distracted. What should I do just stand?"

“No. You can stand or kneel anywhere. On second thought, no sitting either. Ponies don't sit and neither will you."

I said, "Yes, Ben. I will only stand or kneel when I'm home." I knew I wouldn't do that. What he didn't know wouldn't hurt him.

He released my arms and went to his office. He told me to clean up the kitchen including the floor. When I was done I wandered back to the bedroom and saw the book and trunk. I moved it all to the living room.

I picked up the pony girl book and went through it again. I found some of the photos entrancing. The ponies seemed to be smiling slyly at me, like they had a secret. I noticed some of the girls had stricter arm bondage than most. These girl's arms were strapped together from wrist to elbow. Their elbows were pulled together so tight they touched. Their arms strapped snug against their backs. It looked inescapable and uncomfortable. Why were they smiling at me?

The most riveting photo for me was one on page 87. There were two girls. Beautiful, high cheekbones, long blond hair in single ponytails. They were running side by side, harnessed to a cart. The photo didn't show the driver. Their breasts were bare and bouncing. They both had identical steel collars with rings on the front, sides, and back. They had pierced nipples and their rings supported golden bells. The bells were jangling below the nipples on short chains. There was a broad black leather belt around their waists that connected them to the cart. They had long blond pony tails streaming out behind them. But I only saw these details on the later looks I stole at the photo. The single thing that made me stop and look, and kept drawing me back was their arms.

There were shiny steel bands circling their wrists and biceps. Their wrists were pulled up high on their backs and locked to the steel collar. The bands on their biceps were locked together with a short chain over their forearms. The arms were held in a snug package. Their arms were unusable. I savored their absolute helplessness. I felt my nipples harden and a tickle in my pussy. These were the most erotic girls I had ever seen. I stared at this photo until I noticed drool was dribbling out of my mouth. I hastily wiped my mouth. I put the book I was holding in my section of the bookshelf and put the others back on top. I put the stool away and made a pot of coffee.

Ben went to play some pickup ball at the corner park. I knew he'd be gone at least an hour. I called my best friend in the whole world, Lisa. We had known each other since high school and she was as kinky as me. We used to go the BDSM clubs and play with strangers. We were both subs and liked the safe environment. I hadn't gone with her much since I moved in with Ben. She kept having one night stands and moving on. I had thought of inviting her to come play with Ben and I, but I hadn't had the nerve for that yet. I was afraid rejection would kill our friendship.

After a few minutes of gossip, I asked, "have you ever thought about pony play?

"Ooh, kinky, girlfriend. You know someplace to try it?"

"No, I found a book of Ben's with pictures of pony girls and it turned me on. I'd never thought about it before. Have you tried it?"

"No, sorry. I wanted to a year ago. I had a friend who said it was fun. But we split before I got a chance to try it. But you know, I think I know someone who's into it."

"Who, someone I know?"

"You know I still go to the club sometimes? I haven't gone with you much since you met Ben. Anyway, there's a couple who are really into the pony play bit. They said they knew Ben and he told them he was monopolizing my best friend's time and I might be lonely. They run a farm for pony play down in Puyallup and they invited me sometime. Only thing was they needed me to bring a guy to be my owner. I haven't found the right guy for that yet. Say, I'll bet they'll take you if you bring Ben. Oh. See if Ben knows a guy who'll go with me. It'll be more fun if we have a friend there."

"OK. I'll ask Ben and you see if we can come this weekend.

"Well, OK, but only if you promise to bring a guy for me."

"Great. When will you call her?"

"I've got her number at home. It'll be too late to call tonight. I'll call her tomorrow and if she's OK with it, I'll give her your number. OK?"

During the conversation I had felt increasing arousal, but also something else. My gut seemed to be ‘hollow’. She was in fact a little afraid, even though she had tried most of what you would get a good slave to do.

I heard the door.

"Thanks, Lisa, you're a doll. Got to run. Ben's home. 'Bye." I hung up and went to convince Ben he'd like to be my owner.

Ben was sweaty and wanted a shower. I agreed it was a good idea and he went to the bedroom. I just had to have another look. I got the book out, dumped myself on the sofa and started browsing through the book. The pictures were magical. I could feel my pussy tickling and my nipples harden. I fondled my nipples as I scanned the images. They were rock hard and I hoped Ben would come in soon. Each photo I looked at made me more and more horny. I remembered the surprise I had for Ben. This would be a perfect time. I shoved the book back into the shelf and hurried to the bedroom. Ben had just come out of the bath. He helped me take the harness and bridle off. I knew they would be my companions for a long time, but not too comfortable for bed.

"Ben, I need to be fucked in the worst way. I'll be right back. Don't you dare pick up a book!"

I came out of the bathroom wearing his favorite diaphanous teddy, just the top. Sometimes the right clothes are sexier than naked. I had 'forgotten ' the panties. My surprise was the handcuffs. They had sat unused in a drawer since our first 'date.' When I picked them up I had a flashback to my submission and stripper act in the club. I felt my pussy clench at the erotic memory. I had run the water to hide the ratchet sound. When I slipped into bed my hands were firmly locked behind my back. He smiled at my garb when I got in bed but it wasn't until I turned to show him my back that he saw them. The surprise on his face was wonderful. I watched as it changed into a lascivious grin.

"Its a mite early for Christmas, but I see my present is already wrapped," he said.

"I thought you could have your present a little early this year. I hope you've been a good boy."

"You can tell me how good I am later."

"I'm afraid I'll have to see for myself before I can rate you. Will you promise to be good?"

"Stacey, I promise to treat you like a girl should be treated."

Ben put an arm around my shoulders and pulled me across his lap."

I squealed in joy, suspecting what was next. I squealed again as his hard hand landed on my ass cheek. It had been too long.

I orgasmed nicely after he warmed my ass and showed me just how good he was. He lay on his back and I was on my side, nestled into him. His arm was around my back, holding us close. My hands were still cuffed.

Ben asked, "So, where did you get the cuffs?"

"Remember our first date? These were what brought us together."

"Oh my. These are special. Did you find the keys, too?"

Ugh. I forgot those. "No. You had them when we came home from the club."

"Well, you may be late to work tomorrow. I'll call your boss and explain why we had to visit a locksmith first."

"Don't you dare. I like my job."

"Surely you don't think he'd fire you because you cuffed yourself for me? I think he'd forgive you if we sent him a picture of you as you are now. And explain you got so horny you couldn't take the time to find a key first. Let me get my phone and I'll send him a pic."

"Let's not do that, Ben. You'd give him a heart attack."

"You're probably right, besides, I think I know where I put the key. Don't worry. I'll get it." He took his arm back and got out of bed. I rolled over so the cuffs were on top. I heard him come out of the bath, but he went into the closet before he got back in bed. He rolled me back onto my side and put his arm back around me.

"Aren't you going to unlock me?"

"No. Like I said, I like them and I like them most on you."

"But I can't sleep like this!"

"Why not?" His free hand slipped under my teddy and cupped my breast. He started rolling my nipple between his thumb and forefinger.

It was stimulating. I felt my belly tremble. OK, I thought, maybe I can sleep like this, later. He kept rolling my nipple and it grew rock hard. He switched to my other nipple and soon it was hard too. He rolled me back onto my back. I arched my back so the cuffs didn't hurt and he mounted me again. I was sopping wet and his cock just slipped right in. It felt so good as he pumped up my orgasm. We were both ready and had near simultaneous orgasms. He stayed in me until he was normal size again and withdrew.

We spooned our bodies. My cuffed hands were perfectly placed to stimulate his cock. His hands were perfect for fondling my breasts. This made for a little less sleep.

"Honey," I said, " I was looking at your book of pony girls. Do you remember that?"

"Of course. It was my favorite until you came into my life."

"I found it and looked at it. I am turned on by the girls in it. It was what made me so horny tonight."

"Good. Look at it every night. In your handcuffs, of course."

"Of course, but would you like me to be your ponygirl?"

"Well, yeah. That would be great. I think we'd have to be in the country to play, though."

"My friend, Lisa says she met a couple that run a pony farm in Puyallup. They might let me come and get trained for pony play if you come too. Would you if they agree?"

"Yeah. I always enjoyed the photos and I'm sure a real, live, trained pony girl would be wonderful. You want to do this then?"

"Ben, I think so. I haven't done any research, but the idea and the photos turn me on. Ask me again tomorrow. Oh, do you have a male friend to come and be Lisa's man? She wants to try it too."

"I know just the guy. He works with me. Malcolm Anders. Great guy, single and a good man. I'm sure Lisa will like him. He's been to the club a few times with me."

Great, honey, do you want to sleep now? It’s kind of late."

"Sleep? Are you nuts. Your fingers and our talk have made me horny. Didn't you notice?"

"Well, maybe a little. Are you sure?"

He rolled over on his back and grabbed my waist. He lifted my bare ass onto his rigid prick and lowered me onto it. I spread my legs around his and knelt on top of him. I started pumping my pussy up and down, feeling him grow even more inside me. He kept hold of my waist and used his arms to help me pump up and down. I was moving fast now and my breasts were dancing in front of me. I heard myself moaning as the pleasure increased inside me. I felt him explode inside me and fill me with his hot spend. It pushed me over the edge and I orgasmed a microsecond after him. I felt our mixed cum trickle down between our legs. He pulled me down on him and we kissed for a long time. He rolled me off him and we showered. My hands were still cuffed so he had to do all the work. He didn't seem to mind. When we went back and saw the huge wet spot in the bed, he draped a bath towel over it. He said, "that waterproof pad was a good investment."

I woke up and looked at the clock. It showed 4:30. Damn. I lay there and wriggled my cuffed hands. Yep, still locked behind me. I lay there and tried to fall back asleep. But the images of ponygirls danced across my vision, like vivid memories. I just had to look one more time. I crept out of bed. Luckily Ben was a sound sleeper. I was naked and my hands were cuffed behind me. I didn't know where Ben had put the keys. Probably out of reach anyway.

I tiptoed into the living room and closed the bedroom door. I pulled the book out and lay it on the table. I flipped it open to the front and sat in the chair. I found I could just bend my hands around myself far enough to flip a page if I struggled. I felt my nipples harden and a tickle in my pussy. Those photos were potent. I wanted to fondle myself while looking but my hands just wouldn't reach that far. I stood up and pulled the book to the corner. I rubbed my pussy up and down on the corner. I managed a nice orgasm while ogling the photos. I sat back down in the chair and leaned back, exhausted and content. I came awake with a start. I had dozed off into a kind of sweet nightmare, where the images I had studied so hard seemed to come alive. My pussy was hot and trembling. I had almost had another orgasm, while sleeping – but had woken up, horny.

Now I was looking at the pictures once again. I was unable to free my mind of the idea and images of women under such total control – wishing that it was me in the pictures. I could almost taste the rubber coated bit.  I thought about how it would feel to be controlled and forced to behave as a mute animal. I heard Ben rousing and put the book away. Maybe I should ask him to hide it until I could sleep through the night.

I went back to the bedroom, Ben unlocked my cuffs and we had a normal day. I wore a long sleeve blouse to cover the red lines the cuffs left. They were gone by noon.

Ben's day started normally. He had a staff meeting then, satisfied everything was still on the rails he closed and locked his door. He said, "OK, she's committed.

Pause.

Ben said, "Yes, she's ready. She's arranged for training. C and M are ready. She's bringing a friend, Lisa. I'm bringing Malcolm for Lisa."

Pause.

He said, "Yes, first dose tonight."

Pause.

He said, "Yes. Be at the farm in corpus Saturday afternoon. Good work."

I got home a few minutes before him, as usual. The phone was ringing when I opened the door. It was Ben.

He said, "right on time. Get comfortable then go put on the harness and cuffs. Leave the bridle and bit off. The cuffs are in the nightstand. Show me in the webcam when you have them on. I'll be home in a half hour. Bye."

I hung up and looked at the webcam on the wall in a corner of the living room. I knew he had it for security. I never thought about it. Of course he could see what happened in his lining room. OK, I wanted a more kinky sex life. I bought the cuffs. I wore them to bed. Had I woken the dragon? Let's see. I put my stuff up, strapped on the harness, and got the cuffs out of the nightstand. No sign of the keys. Of course not. I flipped one cuff around my left wrist and slowly closed the ratchet until it was snug. I hesitated for a moment then did the same to my right wrist. Now I was committed until Ben showed up. I went back into the living room and held my wrists up to he camera. "Satisfied?" I asked it.

I was surprised when Ben's voice came from the camera, "Yes."

The phone rang again. I hoped it was Lisa.

I picked up the received, awkwardly with my cuffed wrists. "Hello?"

"Hi, this is Connie. I just talked to Lisa a little while ago. She says you and your owner are interested in visiting us?"

It was the ponygirl woman. "Yes, I have heard about your facilities and Lisa and I would really like to try it."

"All right. The minimum stay is two days and anything longer can be arranged. When did you have in mind?"

"How about this weekend?"

"Let me check our schedule...OK. We had a cancellation so this weekend has two openings. Our weekends start Friday night and end Sunday evening. This lets our customers be back for work on Monday. Since this is your first visit we would like you here as early as possible on Friday. It takes a little time to transform to pony. Measurements and fittings that aren't needed on later visits."

"We can leave at noon. Soon enough?"

"Yes, that will work out fine. One thing might help. If I emailed you the list of measurements we need, could you fill them in and send them back? It'll save time and we can make sure we have the right size tack. We'll still need to fit when you get here."

"Of course. I gave her my email address."

"Do you have any piercings?"

I knew what she meant. Many of the ponygirls had rings in their labia or nipples. A couple had nose rings. All had earrings. I said, "ears, nipples, and labia. All the erogenous zones except the nose."

"That's good we will put our own rings in them and would you like a nose ring? Many girls do."

I had thought about that before but never had the guts to do it. "No, I don't think so."

"OK. If you change your mind we can do it in a minute. One more thing. What are your limits?"

"The usual stuff: Kids and feces. "

"Intercourse of all kinds is OK?"

"Of course. I'm quite fond of orgasms." Suddenly it struck me as too kinky a thing to say to a stranger. I felt the color rising in my face.

Connie said, "Well, we won't go beyond any of your limits. We can talk about the actual training when you get here. We need to keep our location secret to discourage sightseers so we will pick the two of you up on Friday at noon. What's your address? See you Friday ,'Bye."

I gave her the address. "Goodbye, Connie. Thanks for calling."

I called Lisa immediately and told her the arrangements. I told her I'd send her the measurement list. She suggested we meet tonight and measure each other. So we agreed to meet here and Ben could help.

It was Monday. I had to wait the whole week. The next couple of days I spent worrying and being excited.  Frequently returning to the book and fantasizing about the photos.

Yep, I had woken the Dragon. Ben got more creative as time went on. He had me do different things when I got home. Monday night he brought home some leg irons and a connecting chain for me. I had to undress completely and put my chains on then show him on the camera. Strangely, I didn't mind. I had wanted him to be more kinky and I got it. I had always been naked at home. Now I wore his chains when I was home, too. I spent all my evenings naked in my chains doing housework and getting fucked in so many new positions.

I had been having regular dreams of being his slave. I didn't remember much detail, but I always woke with a smile. Tuesday morning he asked me about my dream. All I could tell him was that he was my master and I had been chained in public.

That night he brought home an herbal supplement called Galantamine. He said a friend had recommended it to help with dream recall and lucidity. I looked it up online and he was right. So I tried it that night and nothing much happened. The review I read said it worked best if you took it for a few days at bedtime then stopped for a couple of days. So I took it a second night.


Chapter  2  :  Dream Slave

I was laying on my back on something soft. A bed? I was warm but didn't feel any covers. I was laying on my stomach with my hands behind me. What? I didn't sleep this way. Something was digging into my left wrist. I shifted my hand to move away from whatever didn't feel good, but it didn't help. My hands were caught. No, wait. I recognized that feel. I had been cuffed before. I opened my eyes and the bright light hurt. I shut them fast and opened them with more caution. I was wearing handcuffs. Unable to deny or explain, I rolled over on my side. I sat up and looked around. I was wearing my own work clothes. The room looked like a dormitory. A row of beds lay in front of me. Big windows let in blinding, but welcome, tropical sunlight. It had been dreary and rainy in Seattle for three months. There was another girl asleep on the bed next to mine. She was cuffed like me and wearing a white blouse, gray skirt, and comfortable shoes. I swung my legs off the bed and stood up. The room spun. I sat down again. I was dizzy.

I moved just my head and looked around. Long, narrow room, ten beds, made up. Windows. I saw cameras in the corners of the room, close to the ceiling. I saw a door at one end of the room. Flat panel, rectangular, metal? I saw hinges but no handle or knob. Was this a jail??

I looked the other way and saw a wide doorway with no door and a white wall through it.

I stood up with some caution and felt OK. I walked to the door, forced my cuffed wrists around to my right side, and knocked. "Hello," I called.

No response.

Presumably someone is watching through the cameras and wants to see what we do. Maybe this is just the softening up phase I'd read about. Let us stew and our imaginations will run wild.

I walked to the other end and saw the room beyond was an institutional bath done in white tile. I saw four sinks, and three shower heads at the end. No toilets. There were three eastern style toilets. Simple tiled slots in the floor with a round drain hole and a water outlet. I had seen pictures and read about these. You just squatted and did your business. There was no toilet paper, but there was a sort of bowl less bidet for washing your backside over in the shower area. OK. There were cameras in the corners here too. It was clear the designers did not have privacy as a rule.

I went back to the beds and shook the other girl. She woke up fast and rolled over. It was Lisa, my best friend. She fluttered her arms and she got a wild expression on her face. She yelled, "Why am I cuffed and who did it? Where are we, Stacey?"

I turned around and showed her my cuffs and said, "Slow down girl. I've got 'em too. I just woke up too."

She looked at me in bewilderment. "Where are we and who's done this to us?"

Damned good questions. I sat on the edge of my bed. "Whoever's on the other side of that door with no knob and those cameras in the corners of the room."

She looked around and saw the cameras I meant. "Oh."

We sat close and talked in low tones. We didn't know anything useful so we just spouted anger for a while. Eventually we wound down. Lisa started to sob. I had felt like crying in shame and misery too. Her tears started mine and we leaned together. our tears falling on each others breasts.

The door opened and a man in a dark suit entered. He had a whip coiled on his belt. Shit. He was tall, youngish, probably about thirty, and had short, blonde hair. The door closed behind him. He said, "I am Mr. Smith. I know your names. I don't know why you were chosen, nor do I care. I am only concerned with the present. Stand up and come here."

I didn't want to get close to him and his whip, but what choice did I have. My hands were cuffed so, mutely, Lisa and I did as we were told. The man did not seem overly threatening, but there was an edge to his voice that said he expected to be obeyed.

“Alright girls,” he said, “It’s my job to explain what has happened to you. To prepare you, as much as I can, for the new lives you are starting. Understand, you cannot change anything I tell you. I am explaining, not discussing. You are now slave girls. You will obey my instructions promptly and precisely. You will not speak unless asked a question or receive permission. You will address all men as 'Master.' Do you understand?"

I stared at him, unsure I had heard him correctly. Slave? Master? I saw his face darkening and he held a whip. I swallowed my pride and said, weakly, "Yes, Master."

Lisa said, "Go fuck yourself. I'm not a slave. I have rights. I'm an American citizen. I want a lawyer."

I was ashamed I had caved in so easily. I should be more like Lisa.

Mr. Smith was not impressed with Lisa's outburst. He walked close to her. She stood her ground looking up at his face. He slapped her hard across the face. I screamed and shied away from him.  Lisa's body crumpled at the force of the blow and she collapsed onto the floor. Tears rolled down her face as she looked fearfully up at Mr. Smith.

He looked down at her and said, "stand up, Lisa. Where you were." He watched her struggle to her feet. Her cuffed hands were no help. When she was back in place he looked at me. I had retreated several steps. "Back in place, Stacey."

I obeyed and said, "Yes, Master." I was such a girl. He hadn't touched me and I was terrified.

"Good," said Mr. Smith, "Turn around." I spun on my heel as quick as I could. He took the cuffs off my wrists and tossed them on the floor. He did the same to Lisa. "Face me."

We turned around again.

Mr. Smith continued, "Good, girls. You're learning. Your responses must become quicker, more instinctive. When you hear a man's voice you must jump to obey or expect correction. I informed you that you are now slaves. This is a shock, I'm sure. You are on an island in a large ocean. Travel is tightly controlled and you will have no chance of escape. Your slavery is permanent. You are now the property of a man. He may sell you or give you away. He may discipline you any way he wants. There are no free women on this island. And Lisa, you have no rights at all. You will receive some training before you are allowed to submit to your new owner. Lisa, take off your clothes."

Lisa's jaw dropped, her eyes huge. She didn't move until his powerful hand slapped her straight across the face, no windup at all. It flung her back across the room stumbling over backwards. She managed to catch herself with one hand as the other flew to her stinging face. He stalked toward her as she retreated until she was stopped by the wall. "Lisa," he said, his voice low, "you have to obey without hesitation, not stare at me with wide eyes."

Lisa flattened against the wall, tears running down her reddened face. "I'm sorry, m..m..master. I couldn't do it."

"Sorry is not a viable substitute for obedience. You'll do exactly as you're told or be corrected. Now get back in place and strip before I use my whip."

I saw the blood drain from her face and could imagine the turmoil in her brain. The punishment for disobedience was too terrible to contemplate.  But to take off her clothes in front of a stranger was unthinkable. She stumbled forward and he grabbed her hair as she passed. She looked at me imploringly, but there was nothing I could do. I felt helpless and ashamed. I couldn't stand up to the dominant male in front of me. I, we were overmatched.

When she was back in place I jumped back to my spot. His hand was still holding her hair and I could see the pain in her face.

His voice was tight, controlled, "Strip, Lisa. Right now. Quick or I'll whip your flesh off."

She rolled her head all around, trying to lessen his painful grip as her hands flew over the buttons of her shirt. She tore the last obstinate button off the shirt. She shimmied out of it then unbuttoned her skirt. She slid it off with her panties. All thought of resistance had abandoned her. She fought with her bra and finally got it off. She kicked off her shoes and struggled to reach her socks. Mr. Smith saw her trouble and released her hair. She ripped the socks off and threw them across the room. She stood there, cowering. She would do anything he told her. She was broken. Lisa had a beautiful body, lean and athletic. She had large, conical boobs and long, thick nipples. My breasts were about the same size, but my nipples were not nearly so long.

"Stand straight, Lisa. Put your hands behind your neck. Arch your back. Stick your tits out as far as you can. Spread your legs. Wider. Good. This is your display position. Unless told otherwise, assume it when you are in the presence 0f a man. There are many other slave positions you will learn. Do you like displaying yourself to me, Lisa?"

"Y..Yes, Master."

"Good girl. I doubt you really like it so early in your training. The important thing for both of you to know is that her answer was the one I wanted. Anything else would have seen her corrected. Sometimes a man will want a truthful answer, sometimes he wants the one he wants. You would do well to learn that distinction soon."

He turned to me, "Stacey, strip and assume the display position."

"Yes, Master." I jumped to work and flung my clothes away as I freed them. When I was naked I spread my legs, thrust out my breasts and flung my hands behind my neck.

"Good girl. Both of you pick up your cuffs and cuff your hands behind you. Make sure they are snug. I ran to the nearest pair of cuffs on the floor, scooped them up and closed them around my wrists. I heard their ratchet click as I squeezed first one then the other bracelet tight. Then I returned to my position. Lisa was right beside me. We had both learned to obey with haste.

He checked our cuffs. "What are you, Lisa?"

She said, "I am a woman, Master."

"What else?"

"Master, I am a slave girl."

"What are your duties?"

"Master, I must obey and give pleasure."

"Stacey, are you a slave?"

"Yes, Master."

"What are your duties?"

"To obey and give pleasure, Master."

"Kneel.   Arch your back, spread your knees wide, stick your boobs out and hold your head high." We obeyed.

"Stacey, service me." He took out his semi rigid cock and walked close.

"Yes, Master." I opened my mouth and started licking he grew larger and I shoved my head forward, trying to get him all the way in. I felt him touch the back of my throat and I started pumping my head forward and back. He grew larger still. I was afraid he would get too big for me, but then he came with a grunt a and a flood of hot cum in the back of my throat. His hands gripped my head and I heard him say, "swallow it all."

I did my best but when he pulled out, a little got on my lips. I licked them clean.

"Good girl, Stacey. That was fine."

I beamed with the pride of a job well done. I have always enjoyed giving head to my lovers. It’s the ultimate female submission to a man.

He stepped in front of Lisa, "Clean me, Lisa. She said, "Yes, Master, " and opened her mouth. She licked and sucked him clean but he didn't stop.

"Make me hard, Lisa."

She didn't say anything since his cock was filling her mouth. She worked on him the same as I had. Soon, he came again. What stamina.

He had her lick him clean and he returned his cock to his pants. "Thank you, slaves. You did well."

"Stand up. Follow me. He led us out the door, down a hall, and into a room. A classroom from the look of the student desks and the white boards lining the front wall. The room was square with the student desks in a semicircle facing the teacher's desk. It was big and heavy. Maybe oak. "Take the seats on your left."

We sat. Our bare asses sticking on the cold wood.

"Girls, you are here because you are young and pretty. This place does not exist and now, neither do you. This is an island. We call it Brittia, a mythical island. It is on no maps and only the invited come here. It is outside the world and the law. Now that you are here, you are slaves, property of a master."

He paused a moment to let that sink in, "Stacey, what do you expect as a slave girl?"

"I don't know. I guess I will get orders and punished if I don't do them."

"Only young, pretty girls are slaves here. What does that mean to you?"

"I guess we'll can expect rape?"

"Of course.   You're not a virgin."

"No, of course not. I'm twenty years old and I've had lots of lovers."

"You've had two lovers. Are you a prostitute?"

"No! Those were gifts from a lover."

"Why did you leave them?

"I got bored. They just wanted the missionary position a couple of times a week."

"You wanted kinky sex more often?"

"Well, I'm not sure about 'kinky.' It’s just that half the time they quit before I had an orgasm."

"How about you, Lisa. You've had more lovers than Stacey. How was your love life?"

"I think you already know. I was hardly ever satisfied, despite my excitement."

"OK. Stacey, how should you be treated?"

"That's easy. Send me home?"

" Let's set that aside. How many close friends do you have?"

I looked at Lisa sheepishly. "One."

" Do you feel alive, you have any passion for anything?"

I realized how pathetic my life sounded. What did I want at home? Continuity? Marriage? I was bored. "No and no. As you already knew."

"Too right. We have watched you for a while. So how should you be treated?"

"OK,” I chose my words with care. “I want to love someone and feel useful to them and I want him to care about me."

"OK. Lisa, how about you?"

"I like what Stacey said. I can't think of any better way to say it. I want to matter to someone."


Chapter  3  :  Slave Girl

"OK. You both sound honest now. The first thing is to show you how good sex can be." He reached back and did something on the desk. There was a jangle of bells behind us and I turned my head to look. The door we came in opened and four girls about our age came in. The first thing I saw was they were all naked and wearing heels. They were beautiful and graceful. I had trouble focusing because of all the noise and motion. They had bells dangling from their bodies. Their nipples, between their legs, their ears. Their wrists and ankles had steel cuffs. Their ankles were chained but their hands were free. They all had metal slave collars, you know, flat steel, about an inch and a half high, with rings on all sides.

Ariane. The one in front was Ariane! She was here. Was she my friend here? She looked like a slave girl. Could she help me?

They looked happy and radiantly alive. They were tanned without any bikini lines. When they got close I could see their names engraved on their collars, at least that's what they looked like. I saw 'Ariane, and 'Monica.' Mr. Smith introduced us, Ariane, Monica, Dani, and Sloan. This is Stacey and Lisa. I want you to take them to the play room and show them how girls should be treated." He handed a handful of leather to Ariane and left the room.

Lisa said, "Hi, what did he mean?"

Ariane laid her stuff on the desk and handed something to Monica. She said, "Do Lisa." Monica walked to Lisa and Ariane came to me.

I whispered, "Ariane, it’s me, Stacey. Can you help me? Do you have your powers here?"

Ariane said, "Hi Stacey. Of course I'm your friend. We all are here. We will all help you to be yourself. Now hold still. This won't hurt and Mr. Smith wanted it. She stepped behind me. I watched Monica put a leather collar on Lisa. I felt Ariane doing that to me too.

The other girls, Dani and Sloan picked up leather leashes from the desk and clipped them on our collars. The girls giggled and Ariane said, "now you're our pets and we're going to have fun." They led us out of the classroom and along the hall. The play room was big and full of menacing things.

I was excited and scared. These girls were going to play with us. Lisa and I were helpless. I didn't think anyone would come to our rescue if we screamed. These girls looked happy. That was scary enough, but with us helpless, it was terrifying. I knew how mean girls could be from school. I didn't think being naked and collared would make them nicer. Their feet were chained and mine weren't. If I could get them to let go of my leash I could certainly outrun them. I wondered what would happen to me if I did try to escape? Where would I go? I was naked and cuffed and I had no idea what to expect outside this building. No. I needed to know more.

They stood us in front of some tall metal frames and strapped us into them. When they finished I was standing immobile. My arms and legs were strapped tight so I couldn't move or bend them. My lower limbs were free and sticking out of the frame. They braided a big steel ring into my hair and used it to hold my head erect.  My hands were above my head and my legs spread wide. Every part of my body except under the straps was exposed. The only thing I could do was wiggle. Ariane came close and asked, "ever love a woman, Stacey?"

"N...n..no, I stammered." She looked like my Ariane, but she didn't act like it.

"Don't be scared. It feels good and your mother won't know." She held a blindfold in front of my face. "This will make everything more intense. Think about your helplessness and imagine what we might do to you." I shook my head, but she strapped it tight anyway.

I felt her fingers on my breasts. She cupped them and lifted them up a little. Then she grasped my nipples and rolled them in her fingers. My belly flipped around like I was coming. Then I felt her lips on mine. I felt an electric thrill run down the back of my neck. Her tongue thrust through my startled lips and danced with mine. She was making me excited and horny. The room was filled with the chiming of four girl's bells. There was not a moment of silence.   Every movement caused someone's bells to proclaim their presence. It was a happy sound.

She was right. Not seeing made every sensation erotic and a surprise. I think my bondage made everything erotic. I couldn't stop her from doing anything to me and I liked everything she was doing.

One of her hands dropped to my pussy and stroked it. I jumped and might have said something if her mouth wasn't covering mine. I felt her fingers moving up and down then sliding inside me. My belly was getting hot and wet. She kept up her slow stroking and me heat was growing. Soon my love juices were dribbling out. I was about to come. I moaned into her mouth and her fingers sped up. Then she grasped my clit and her slippery fingers squeezed it. I came in a glorious spasm of retrained motion. I wanted to curl into a ball and protect this wonderful feeling, but I couldn't move. I felt my bondage holding me helpless and realized it made my orgasm stronger.

I hung there immobile and she pulled away from me. My sense of loss stunned me. I felt something cold painted on my nipples. Then my labia was dried, inside and out and more cold liquid painted on and in me. I was about to ask what was happening when I felt pain in my ass as someone struck it with something, maybe a paddle? I yelped and jumped. Nothing happened for a long moment then I felt a pain in my other ass cheek. I yelped again. I felt my ass warming from the paddle. I was struck again and again with long pauses between them. My belly was getting warm too. My paddling was making me horny again. I felt someone's fingers on my still dripping pussy. They were skilled and I was close to coming in a few seconds. The paddle continued warming me and I came again.

I felt a tiny pinch in both my nipples and opened my mouth to say something.   Then I felt fingers at my mouth and Ariane said, "clean my fingers, Stacey."

I opened my mouth and sucked and licked the slender fingers redolent with my love juices. Strange, I thought, I've never tasted myself before. I taste good. I wonder what Ariane tastes like? I felt her playing with my nipples and felt my belly heating up again.

I had heard Lisa making noises all the time I was being aroused.  But it had sort of slipped by me like the landscape seen from a bus. I felt a little ashamed of being so wrapped up in my own sensations. Nothing was happening to me right now so I listened to Lisa. She was sort of whimpering and moaning at the same time. Sounds of pleasure, I thought.

Lips met mine again. Not Ariane's, I thought. A lighter touch and she tasted of cherry lipstick. No help identifying her because all the girls wore red lipstick. She tasted good. Different from Ariane, sweeter, softer, more sensuous. Her tongue caressed more than thrust. She let me put my tongue in her, unlike Ariane. But just like Ariane, I felt her fingers soft strokes on my pussy. She must have pinched me in her play, but it didn't matter. I felt more pinches and fingers running all over me. I felt her tug at my labia lips, not hard but different. I loved the new sensations. Everything she did made me more aroused.

She sought out my clit at once and rubbed it between her slick fingers. Then she broke our kiss. I whimpered at the loss. It felt so welcoming. But then her mouth found me again. I felt her lips on my pussy and her tongue went deep into my hidden realm. She licked and sucked my clip into her hot mouth. I went into instant arousal. I heard myself panting. I was in heat. I was about to come again. I had never had more than a single orgasm before and I thought I was going to faint. Then I came again, the biggest, strongest orgasm I had ever had. The bells were louder than ever.

I was spent. I couldn't do anything but hang. I heard Lisa moan, "no, not again."

I felt the paddle on my ass once more. I said the same thing, "please, not again." I didn't have the energy. But I couldn't do anything to stop them. The paddle warmed my ass and my traitorous belly started spasming again. Oh. no, I thought. I can't do it. It'll kill me. The tireless lips of my faceless lover started on my cunt again and I was powerless to stop my arousal. I was moaning and writhing in the grip of passion when I went over the edge again. I think I did faint this time. When I woke I was still strapped to the frame, but it felt different now. My legs were touching each other and there were straps on my ankles and wrists. And my neck, too, I realized. Ariane released my hair and I moved my head around. Why had they strapped my neck too? She took my blindfold off and I saw the huge grin on all their faces. She said, "get used to this girl. You're one of us now."

I looked down and saw the gleaming rings and bells hanging from my nipples. I heard the bells on my collar and ears ring when I looked down. I couldn't decide whether to cry or just close my eyes. I wanted to wake up and have this all go away.

They released the straps and pulled me forward out of the frame. I didn't care. I wasn't ready to do anything else right now. I didn't know what to do. I looked at Lisa and saw both of us looked just like the other four.

Dani said, "Go look in the mirror." She pointed to a big full length mirror on the wall wide enough for both of us. A girl held my arm for support. She said, "it takes a little while to learn to walk in the chains." They escorted us to the mirror.

I looked at my reflection. I thought like I looked like a girl in one of those B movies about white slaves of the Barbary pirates. I didn't feel anything. I wonder if I was drugged? Like most teenage girls I had had fantasies of being the slave of a handsome rogue. I looked like my fantasy, but this was real and I was not going to wake up for breakfast.

They led Lisa and I down the hall. We were quite noisy. They put us back in the room where we first awoke and left us there. She collapsed on a bed and looked at me. I sat down on the bed, my back against a wall and my feet crossed. I idly played with the chain linking my ankles and said, "They blindfolded me.  Did they make you come?"

"Yeah.  I thought they were going to kill me, they made me come four times and I had never had more than one at a time before."

"Me too.  They felt good, but it was tiring.  My whole belly aches. My tits are starting to tingle. I'm afraid to touch them."

"Mine too.  But let them heal before you play with them. Do you think we can do more orgasms with practice?  I mean, our muscles ought to get stronger if we exercise them."

"Maybe so.  You are one horny bitch to think about more now."

"Maybe, but we're fully equipped slave girls now. It’s not our choice any more. Anyway, haven't you thought about it too?"

"Yeah, OK, we're both horny bitches. Hey, maybe we're just sluts since more than one girl made us come?"

"Nah.  I think we have to decide to do it with other people before we're sluts.  Not that I wouldn't mind."

"Did you ever have sex with a girl before?"

"No, and I'm not sure this counts as sex with a girl.  All they used was their fingers and a paddle.  Could have been a guy."

"Well, I've only ever had sex with a guy.  That was real good too.  But the last orgasms I had were out of this world.  Maybe it was just everything piled on: bondage, forced, standing up, more than once?"

"Maybe.  Mine were great too.  Not today, but I'll be ready for it again tomorrow."

"Yeah, me too.  I wonder how long we have to wear this steel?"

"I think they're permanent. Why would they take them off? Mr. Smith said we're slaves. I'm sure they want to keep us under tight control. We're helpless, sure, but they don't seem to want to hurt us." I held my right cuff up to my face and turned it around every which way. "There's no keyhole. I think has to be cut off."

I stood up and said, "come on, we need to practice walking so we don't trip all the time." I started walking to the bath then back to the door. Lisa stood up and joined me after I did a couple of turns. She walked a few feet in front of me for a while. Then she stopped and waited for me. When we were abreast she reached out and took my hand. We walked back and forth. I was getting more used to it. When I had gone four laps without my steps being jerked up short, I said, "I'm ready to go faster. Let's try a jog."

Lisa said "OK. Then we turn around at the door."

It was hard to try and move my feet fast but step short. I'm sure we looked like every slave girl in history told to hurry by her master. Like a cartoon girl, our feet a blur of motion, but only traveling barely faster than a walk. We were noisier, though.

The girls came in with food.  All four carried riding crops and a bowl.  Two bowls had food and two had water.  Dani said, "Hi.  Time to eat.  First we have to teach you how to kneel.  First thing is to explain how this works.  We have to punish you if you don't obey us.  You've seen the cameras.  We are watched all the time.  If you don't obey and we don't punish you, we will get it worse.  There's nothing personal in this.  If you don't learn to obey now, you'll get it worse from a man."  Ariane took my arm and pulled me off the bed.  Sloan did the same for Lisa.  They lined us up side by side and Dani said, "Kneel."

Lisa dropped to her knees.  I just looked at Dani and said, "I don't want to."  Ariane and Monica lit into me with their crops. This couldn't be my Ariane. I danced and tried to run away, but my hobble jerked tight and I fell on my face.  I screamed and begged for them to stop.  I said I was sorry and please stop.  I would obey.  But they didn't stop. The crops landed all over me until I finally managed to get onto my knees.  They must have hit me thirty times.  I hurt everywhere.

I was panting and crying. 

Dani acted like it never happened.  She said. "Spread your knees wide.  Wider.  Cross your wrists behind you. Arch your backs.  Stick your tits out.  Be proud of your body.  Hold your head high.  Eyes on the floor."  I guess we did OK because they didn't hit either of us again.

They slid a food and water dish in font of each of us.  Dani said, "bend forward and eat your food.  Eat it all. Now."  I felt shamed.  I was eating like a pet.  Out of a bowl on the floor.  But I was scared of the crops and did as I was told.  When the food was all eaten, Dani said, "Good girls."  I felt joy for the praise, then ashamed for feeling the joy.  At least I avoided more cropping.

They took us in the bath and washed us off in the shower.  They made us use the facilities while they watched.  I couldn't let anything out at first with them watching.  Monica said, "You might as well get used to it.  We're slave girls.  They like to watch us.  They are going to keep us naked from now on.  We're lucky they let us use the restroom.  When we work outside we just have to squat on the ground.  Lisa and I gave in.  What's the use of arguing with girls who must do the same thing.  As Mr. Smith said, we won't have privacy any more.

After we were clean I asked them, "can you tell us anything about this place?"

Monica said, " I've been here for a couple of years.  This is kind of a training center.  All new girls come here and get some basic skills.  When you leave here we'll all be on the same level.  Above animals and below the men and any woman with clothes.  Feminists don't do well here. Soon you'll meet your master.  That will be an eye opener for you.  Sometime you'll be taught to be a pony girl."

Lisa asked, what's a pony girl?"

Dani said, "It’s a girl who is playing a pony. They put a harness on you so you can pull a cart or wagon.  They put a bridle on your head and a bit in your mouth.  They use the bit to steer you.  Its nasty at first, but when you get into sub space it’s not bad.  You'll be in tip top shape.  Pony girl races are a big thing here. The masters use us for transportation. No pollution, our fuel is the food they grow here, and they like to watch our butts when we pull them. You'll work hard and sleep well. When we're not being used, we get to play with each other. You'll like it."

They took us to what they called the training room.  We were shown how to set a table and serve food to a dinner party.  They made us practice for hours.  They kept changing the situations.  They varied food, drinks, and seating arrangements.  I felt like we did well and we didn't feel the crops often. 

They put us on treadmills next and we ran and walked for three miles.  They used treadmills too, but ran faster the whole time. They assured us we would be doing the same in time. They changed the speed every ten minutes or so.  I was no athlete but the crops kept us going.  I was sweaty and tired, especially my aching legs.  When we were done they laid us on tables and we took turns giving the others leg massages.  

We all went to dinner. This time we all ate together in a sort of dining room. There were tables and chairs but we didn't get to use them. The girls told us that in here we were pretty much left alone as long as we followed the rules. If not, the guards would punish us. Our food and water bowls were waiting for us on a counter, still hot. We each took our bowls and the other girls lined up along a wall and told us to join them. We knelt and put our bowls in front of us. The girls all said, "thank you master for our food." Lisa and I just stared. Then Ariane said, "Eat now." We all bent forward with our hands crossed behind us and ate. When a girl finished she knelt up and when we all finished we stood up and placed our dishes back on the counter. We went back to our room . All the girls entered with us and Monica closed the door. We were off duty now. We showered, used the toilet and found a bed.  We didn't talk much in bed.  I was dog tired and fell asleep fast.


Chapter  4  :  My Master 

I had gotten up, showered and done my makeup. I was sitting on my bed when Mr. Smith opened the door to our room He said, "Come here, Stacey."

I hurried over to the door, my damned bells chiming to wake the dead. I wasn't graceful with my hobble yet so I kind of jerk stumbled to him. I knelt and crossed my hands behind me. I wasn't sure if I was supposed to put them behind my head when I knelt. I guess he'd tell me. I spread my knees wide and stuck my boobs out. I smiled like I was overjoyed to see him.

He smiled at me and said, "good girl. Stand up and follow me." He led me to a room I hadn't seen before. It was like a sitting room with a couple of easy chairs. A man was sitting in one of the chairs. He stood up when we entered. Mr. Smith said, Ben, this is Stacey. Stacey, Ben is your Master. You may submit to him now."

I looked at my Master and knew what kind of man he was. He was my Ben. He would take care of me. I'm so glad he came. He was as tall as Mr. Smith with wide shoulders and a narrow waist. He smiled at me and said, "You are beautiful. I am fortunate indeed. Kneel."

I knelt at his feet as I had been taught, trying to look my best. I smiled a little shyly at him and said, "Master, I am Stacey, your slave. I am your property forever and will obey you completely in all things. Command me master.” I leaned forward and kissed his feet, lovingly. I wasn't pretending, I realized with a shock. I was his slave. I wanted to obey him. I felt marvelous as if I had just come home. This was what I wanted. What I had always wanted. Now that I had no choice, I realized it was my choice. I had someone to serve, to please and I knew he would care for me.

I heard him say, Stacey, I accept you as my property and I will care for you as long as we live. Stand up."

I stood up and looked up at my Master's face. It was strong and handsome and I saw he had deep blue eyes that sparkled. He put his hands around my waist and lifted me up and looked into my eyes. I put my arms around his neck and said, "May I please you forever, my Master." He leaned his head forward and kissed me, hard and deep. His tongue thrust into my mouth, brushing my lips aside and dominating my tongue. My god he was strong. He stood me back on my feet and turned my unresisting body around. He pulled my hands behind me and locked my bracelets together. Mr. Smith handed him a leash and he put it on my collar. He thanked Mr. Smith and said goodbye. I followed my Master out of the building and into the unknown.

Master had me walk beside him and he gave me permission to speak freely.

He asked, "where are you from?"

"Seattle, Master."

"Tell me about your family."

"I'm an only child, Master, and both my parents are alive."

"Do you have any skills or experience I should know about?"

"No, Master. I'm a clean slate for you."

"Do you like to cook?"

"Yes, but I only know a few simple things."

"OK. There's a school here that will teach you. You will be responsible for most food preparation. I will correct you until you get it right. Did you participate in any athletics in high school?"

"Soccer and track, Master, but I stopped in my senior year."

"Why did you stop?"

"I did more social things and my breasts got too big. I was kind of top heavy."

"Well, you look quite nice and I think your breasts are perfect."

I dimpled. "Thank you, Master."

"But, bad news, Stacey. The most common means of transportation around here is a pony girl carriage. Tomorrow you start pony girl class in the morning and cooking class in the afternoon. I'll be at work then. There's a service to take you to school and back."

"Thank you, Master. I want to learn how to serve you as you want."

His home was larger than I expected. He unlocked the front door and took me inside. He took the leash off and told me to explore. I found three bedrooms, a basement, a one car garage that was empty. All the expected rooms were there. I saw the outside doors and two inside doors had two doorknobs set high as my head and on either side of the door. I guessed that was so I couldn't open them since I couldn't reach both knobs if my wrists were joined. I couldn't even get close to them with my hands as they were, locked behind me. I found Master in the kitchen taking something frozen out of the freezer.

"Lasagna," he said. Homemade by a commercial service for us who don't like to cook and don't have a trained slave yet."

"I'm sorry, Master, I will try and learn fast."

"I'm told that girls pick up the skill quite quickly when they get whipped for mistakes."

"Yes, Master."

He locked my hands in front and had me set the table. I knelt beside him and he fed me. The lasagna was good. I hoped I could make some as good after I was trained.

I washed the dishes and put them away. I found Master sitting at a desk working on a computer. I knelt beside him and waited for instructions. After a moment he had me turn a bit and he played with my breasts while staring at the screen. I glanced at it but there was just a spreadsheet with columns of numbers. He kept stroking my breasts and nipples. He tweaked my rings and seemed to enjoy the sound of my nipple bells.

I thought about my old life. If I was still in Seattle, I'd be watching TV or sitting in a bar with a girlfriend talking about boys or clothes. I'd worry about where I'd get the money to pay my rent. I'd have ten dollars in my purse and a credit card with a thirteen hundred dollar balance. I'd be worried about money and I'd be depressed. Now I had a hunk playing with my naked body. I was a collared slave girl wearing chains on my hands and feet. I'd never been happier. I had no worries, was living in a nice house and had an exciting night to anticipate. My master seemed like a good guy , so far. I wanted to please him in the worst way.

He's sending me to school tomorrow. I'm going to be his pony girl and get to play kinky housewife. What else would I wish for?

"Kneel up, Stacey."

I raised up and his hand stroked my pussy. Oh my. It felt heavenly. He rubbed more and I felt a finger thrust between my labia. He tweaked my nether rings and my bells chimed loud.

"Put your hands behind your head."

I did and he locked them to my collar. Totally helpless. He's got me right where I want him.

"Stand up." He turned off his computer and took me to bed. I didn't get much sleep. Oh well, I'm young.


Chapter  5  :  Schooling

My hands were still locked behind my head when we got up. He took me in the shower with him and he washed me and rinsed me off. He released my hands from my collar. They were still locked together in front. I brushed my teeth and my hair. A little make up and lipstick. He fed me breakfast and locked my hands behind me. I heard a bell outside and he said, school time and took me outside. There were two men and a pony carriage with four pony girls harnessed in front. There were ten girls fixed just like me behind the carriage. They were in single file, with four feet of chain joining their collars. One of the men came and put me last on the coffle. I heard him say to Master, "We'll be back at five."

Master said, "five. OK."

The man climbed back onto the carriage and we started moving. All of us in the coffle wore ankle chains, so we couldn't go fast. We walked off and they stopped for three more girls before we reached the school. One of the men took the coffle inside a fence and locked the gate behind us. He led us into a building and fastened the coffle chain to a wall ring. He left. In a few minutes the two men who picked us up came back into the room and took us out into a courtyard. Most of the girls were hitched to heavy carts apparently for strengthening.

Lisa was in the school with me and I was happy to see her even though we couldn't talk to each other. We were put on a running platform like a treadmill without the control panel. A man strapped me into a harness that went under my arms then hooked it to a chain dangling from the ceiling. I guess to catch me if I fell. The machine started slow then sped up. Its slope changed too. Lisa was on a similar machine They left us on that all morning. The first week that was all Lisa and I did. Run, walk, climb on the machine.

Next they put us on a walking machine. Just a vertical post with for long arms in and 'X overhead. A chain dangled from each of the four arms and they clipped one of these to each of our collars. When they started the machine it rotated so we had to walk in a another damn circle. We had to high step here too, but at least it stayed at a walk. I was only on that for a half hour when I was taken off and a trainer taught me to respond to my bit. He hooked reins to the ends of my bit and walked behind me, teaching me left, right, stop, faster. Sounds easy, but it wasn't. I felt the whip a lot before I got good at my responses. At first I had to think about what I felt. Whenever he pulled on a rein, the bits serrated plate dug at my tongue and was quite uncomfortable.

I was glad when pony girl training ended. We were all sweating and our legs were shaking. We were fed from bowls on the ground and allowed to visit the toilet. Then I was taken to cooking class. A chain fastened me to a table and my hands were released. We learned units of measure and odd things like a dash and a pinch. Then we learned to read recipes. I whipped cream into whipped cream then into butter. It was fascinating. Then it was time to go home and we were put back in coffle for the return trip.

Master was waiting when I got home. He told me that if he wasn't there when I was brought home, the service would chain me to a ring by his door to wait for him. He kissed me and I melted into him. I was indescribably happy to be home. I never felt this way in Seattle.

He helped me cook dinner. I cooked some Brussels sprouts in a skillet and made pasta and a cheese sauce. I was so proud. I had never cooked anything from scratch before.

After dinner he locked my hands behind my head again. He said it lifts my breasts. I didn't mind. I knew I was a slave girl and I was there to please my master.

He asked, "Stacey, have you ever done anal sex before?"

"No, Master, but if you want me too, I'll learn."

"Of course you will." He took me to the bathroom and gave me an enema in the bathtub. What a strange sensation. I had never had one before, but he was gentle and explained what was happening. The warm water inside me was good. When I was clean inside, and dry, he took me back to the living room and took me into the room with the locked door.  When he turned on the lights I saw it was windowless and had several unusual items of furniture.  He took me to one end of what looked like a padded sawhorse. He had me lay my torso on top of it.  My breasts fell on either side.  He spread my legs wide and strapped them to two legs of the horse.  He unlocked my hands and strapped them to the other legs.  

Ben stared at my submissive body doubled over and perfectly presented for his pleasure. My tight cunt glistened, the petals of my labia lips glistening.  My rings were the perfect adornment, proclaiming to all my subjugation.  My dangling bells, drawing the eye of all who beheld me, showing I was his sex toy, his personal joy.

He separated my firm buttocks and examined my puckered pink anus and its fine folds. "Looks tight, my slave.  Have you ever worn a butt plug or had a dildo inside you?"  He was sure he knew the answer, but he wanted to hear me say the magic word again.

I shook my head and said, "No, Master."

He smiled. "You will need a little stretching before you get your pony tail.  Don't worry, all the girls get used to them."

He put a little lubricant on his index finger and slid it gently into my ass hole. I could feel my sphincter muscle relax and tighten as he worked his finger around inside me.  He slid a second finger in and worked my hole wider.  The muscle flexed as I grew accustomed to the new sensations.

"Feel your muscles.  Let yourself relax.  I wouldn't do anything to hurt you.  Just like your mouth and cunt, your bottom hole is a source of pleasure for me and I will take good care of it.  Let yourself relax," he told her. "Slave girls have to be easy to enter.  Asses are naturally tight so you need to learn to relax your muscles and make your rear easy to enter."

It was hard. I didn't have good control over my butt hole.  Sure I knew how to squeeze it shut, but I never worked to open it before.  His fingers were smooth yet bumpy.  I tried to relax my hole and couldn't tell if I succeeded.  

He said, "Work your hips. Roll onto my fingers."

I tried.  I was able to use my arms and legs to push my ass against his fingers.  I felt them slide into me.  I tried to relax my anus.   I felt a mild arousal as I realized I was butt fucking myself for the pleasure of my Master.  This was almost as submissive as sucking his cock.

Master said, "Yes, good girl, Now roll off.  Good.  Keep that motion going, Feel my fingers.  You want them in you, now out.  Good rhythm, Stacey."

I rocked back onto his fingers, forward off.  I felt my arousal grow.  I heard an unbidden moan escape my mouth.  This was fun.  Could I orgasm because I was butt fucking his fingers?

Ben said, "now we'll try something a little thicker." He opened his fly and put his stiff cock against her ass.  He pulled his fingers out of her and guided his cock into position. He slid its tip between her greased cheeks and touched her puckered hole.  He thrust it forward and it slid in with just a little resistance at first.  So hot. So tight. He sank all the way into her.  Stacey gave a tiny whimper and then a moan. 

I felt him enter me.  It was so different than in my mouth or cunt.  He felt bigger.  I felt my arousal spike up.  He was in me.  I felt fulfilled, rewarded and honored.  It felt so natural yet unusual.  I kept rocking back and forth and he caught my rhythm and enhanced it.  Every time his body slammed into my ass, my arousal grew.  He was pumping me up to orgasm.  I felt his hot spend flood my ass and I came instantly. 

I heard my Master shout, "Yes!" I imagined him standing over me, his eyes closed. Savoring his control over me just as I savored my submission to him. He gently eased his shrinking cock in and out of my slippery tunnel.  My heat was precious to him.  I think he resolved no other man would ever know me like this.  He  may let his friends use my other orifices, but this was his alone. He liked this. I liked this too, but I knew I had no choice. All I had was hope.


Chapter  6  :  Pony Girl

We didn't get weekends off. After seven days, we started running in harness. The trainer would fasten my wrists to a bar and lift it until I was on tiptoe.  Like women used to be strapped into their corsets. The harness consisted of leather straps circling my body.  Above my breasts and below, with a sort of ledge to support them. A wide belt around my waist and hips. contoured to fit my flaring hips. A long strap clipped to my collar in front, was riveted to the other straps.  It narrowed as it passed between my labia rings then up my back.  Passing through loops on the horizontal straps and buckled to my back collar ring. Straps circled my breasts tightly, making them jut out. The harness included fastening for my arms up high behind my back. Every strap was pulled tight, compressing my body. My bridle and bit were thick and sturdy.  They pulled my head back with a tight strap running from the back of my head to a spot down between my shoulder blades. Black running shoes completed the ensemble.

It took time to learn how to move in all of this, much less to run well. At first the trainers used words along with the reins and whip to teach me the reins. I was taken through the same moves again and again, walk, trot, canter, with my knees well up and my head high. All too soon they stopped using words. People don't talk to livestock.

I had become good at responding to non-verbal signals. It didn't matter who was training me. I couldn't see them behind me. The only things I had to go on were shouted reprimands, yanks on the reins, and the whip. The whip flicked the backs of my thighs when I wasn't raising my knees high enough. It smacked my ass hard when I wasn't going fast enough. It caught the underside of my breasts to correct my posture. These things I could figure out.

I suppose it’s true for any physical activity, but the last thing I learned was grace and efficiency. I know that's what they wanted, because I seemed to be beaten less as I got more graceful and efficient. I don't know how it happened. I had to let go of my reasoning powers and my confusion and just let the whip teach me. I still had to strain every nerve to do what was expected of me. But only through mute physical response to conditioning. If I tried to analyze what worked and what didn't, tried to take the initiative. I tensed up, overstepped my hobble. I spoiled the rhythm, lost the symmetry, messed up somehow. When I surrendered my body to the demands of the reins and harness and lash. Then somehow, sweating, crying, gasping, I found myself performing properly.

My Master would often watch my training. Sometimes at home he would praise my progress. It made me feel warm and successful when he tousled my hair and said, "good girl." Silly, I know, but that's the way it was.

Then one day after a warm up trot, there was something new. A contraption of struts and two large, very thin wheels with a seat in the middle; a carriage. Like the one that took me to school, only with a single seat and for one pony to pull. They harnessed me up, arranging the heavy bridle, bit and reins.  The slightest twitch would convey their demands to my vulnerable mouth. Then for the first time blinkers were added, and I could only see straight ahead. It was surprising how frightening this was. I felt like one of those animals sent home from the vet with a cone on its head to prevent it from licking its wounds. I kept moving my head uneasily in an attempt to increase my range of vision.

Then the trainers backed me between the shafts and fastened them to my hips. I could feel the extra weight, but it was slight, even after my master climbed into the seat. I felt light on my feet. I wanted to run and run with my master controlling me. The tension I felt, knowing he was joined to me, felt good. How can I describe it? I was his animal. He couldn't ride me, and suddenly I felt sad about that. But I could carry him in a fashion. He could use me, I could serve the master I worshipped, in this new way.

Adjustments were made behind me. I leaned forward a little, testing the tiny weight of the shafts. Then my master clicked, the reins slapped my shoulders and my backside stung. I stepped forward, surprised with the mass' resistance behind me.  I leaned my hips into it and managed to get the carriage moving. The flicks of pain on my ass and thighs kept me moving forward; I tried not to let myself jump with the sting. It would upset my rhythm. Soon, to my surprise, I managed a slow trot. With the shafts like air on my hips, and in response to the whip's encouragement.  I moved into a canter. The pull of the bit steered me onto a smooth track around the grounds. On this I was really able to run gracefully. I was doing it!

My initial elation carried me through some of the grueling training that followed. Once again I felt like I was starting all over. All my gaits had to be adjusted for the weight behind me. My center of gravity was no different, but the mass behind me resisted every change in velocity.

It felt very odd, using my hips to pull a heavy weight. Before this if I'd had to pull something, I'd have used my arms and shoulders. Shifted my upper body's weight into it. I realized the harness on my upper torso wasn't just for show. It transferred some of the pull to my shoulders and chest. Still, without hands or arms to use or swing. Without even the ability to throw my head forward, I had a significant handicap.

Turning corners was a new experience. In a sense I now had a huge rigid tail. When my master pulled on my reins to turn me, the carriage wanted to go straight. It tried to push me straight. During later training my master tested me at different speeds and sharper turns.  Finally, we reached the limits of what I could manage without capsizing.

That first day, he  worked on instant obedience to the orders conveyed by the reins and the whip. My muscle learning handled situations I had been trained for, but it was a struggle to meet the new demands. As I tired, my legs dragged a little on the track and I had trouble holding the rhythm when the whip stung me. I gasped and yelped more as my chest heaved against the confining harness.

I worked hard to keep my feet high, and not let my ankle chain snag and toss me on my face, without arms to protect me.

After that, every day of training included the carriage. A trainer drove me if my master wasn't around. Every day they worked me relentlessly, to exhaustion. They were meticulous about my form.  Demanding perfect symmetry in my movements, precise placement of my feet. My speed was limited by my hobble but my stamina increased tenfold. I could canter all day with my master behind me. I became proud of my body and my grace.  My upper body so tightly confined, only my breasts bobbing a little in their harness.

I had not been back to pony school for weeks. Now I was master's transportation. I don't think he used his bicycle any more. Every day he put me in my harness and I pulled him everywhere. It was easy, really. His carriage was light and so well balanced I didn't feel his weight. My harness was simple. The training harness from school hung in his garage. Master preferred a bustier of heavy leather that covered my torso from my hips to my breasts. It flared into half cups under my breasts. I appreciated that touch. It gave me much needed support for my breasts as I trotted. They might not have needed it save for the heavy rings and bells they sported. The carriage clipped onto sturdy rings on either side of my waist.

Master tried letting me run with my hands just locked behind me decided they were too floppy and untidy. He went back to the reverse prayer method used at school. so now they were pulled up high on my back. My bracelets were locked to my collar and a leather strap pulled my folded arms into a tight bundle. Totally helpless. More even than normal. Not my doing. I got to wear black running shoes, thank goodness. My ankle chain was unchanged, I just wasn't as fast as I could have been, Master never seemed to mind. The pace of life here was more relaxed than I was used to.

Master had me wear my blond hair long in a single ponytail. It reached down to my waist but wasn't as massive as it used to be. I had worn a butt plug ever since he started using my bottom hole. He removed it once a day so I could empty myself. Then it went back in. After he inserted it he used a key to make the part inside me swell so I couldn't remove it. Neither could anyone else without the key. When I finished my pony girl training he took me to a pony girl outfitter. They shaved the sides of my head to give me a pony mane. The long hair was mounted on my locking butt plug. Now I had a tail to match my mane.

My bridle was a mass of thin black straps clasping my head in a snug grasp. Today I had my usual bit in my mouth. The bar across my mouth was coated in thick rubber to protect my teeth. Its extension in my mouth was a serrated metal plate that pressed down on my tongue. Speech was impossible but it was only uncomfortable when master pulled on a rein to steer me. I always responded to directions as fast as I could. If I daydreamed and didn't respond quick enough he had to pull harder and that could hurt. Even though I was in sub space when running, I always paid close attention to his directions. I never knew where we were going. Heck, I had no idea what the road names were, if any. I just focused on the sound of my bells and the tug of my reins.

My favorite destination was master's work. It was four stories and massive. Really nothing to make it pretty. It was just a place where master did stuff. But it had a garage for everyone's carriages and a pony pen for me and the other ponies. It was a large fenced grassy field with shade trees and water fountains. The fence was tall chain link with a concrete footing. It was designed to keep ponies in and was impossible for a pony to climb or dig under. When I pulled the carriage in the garage and stopped, Master unhitched me and took the bit out of my mouth. Then he kissed me, one of my favorite things in the world and put me in the pen. There were dozens of ponies in the pen whenever I was there. None of us could do anything but walk and talk, so that's what we did.

Our conversations were limited because our environment was so circumscribed. Back home we had clothes, media, activities outside the home, and friends. Here we only had our masters, where they took us or what they did to us. What I noticed immediately was that all the ponies were happy and friendly. We had nothing to compete about. We were all naked, helpless, and in peak condition. There wasn't any basis or reason for snide comments or catty gossip. We didn't know anything to gossip about. We had no social life so no one was ever snubbed or found in a compromising position. Slave girls were not permitted dignity or pride. As a result, we all were consoling when needed and happy to share sexual experiences and tricks. The biggest item of conversation was food and recipes. We weren't able to write anything so we used memory tricks to try and get new knowledge home and try them.


Chapter  7  :  Racer

One day Master harnessed me up and we went on a ride. Master turned me left onto the street which surprised me. We always turned right. Oh well. He kept me at a trot for several miles. This was nothing. I could run all day on this level land. I sped up without noticing. It felt so good to stretch my legs. I'd sure like to run without my hobble. Master noticed and pulled back softly on the reins and I realized my mistake. I was fortunate he didn't correct me with the whip.

We turned into a track that ran into some trees. The lane was paved and wide. As we passed through the trees I saw we were at a race track. Was master going to race me? He pulled the carriage into a line and stopped. He took me off the carriage but left all my tack on. He used my reins as a leash and led me to a table with a man seated behind it. There were men leading ponies all over the field fronting on the race track itself.

Master said, "I want to enter my pony in the beginner's race." He handed the man a card. "Here's her registration card."

The man took the card and copied something onto a pad in front of him. He said, "First heat is at 10:30. You're in the third heat." He handed master a green card. "The smith's behind the grandstand. Give him this card."

"Thanks," replied master. He led me to a watering station. I knelt and drank from the bowl. He got a beer from a vendor and led me around the grandstand. I saw the smith under a tent working on a pony. Master waited for the smith to finish and handed the green card to him. Master said, "beginner pony," and handed him my reins.

The smith led me to a stool and sat me on it. He tied my reins to a workbench and lifted my feet onto the bench. He cut the chain links that attached to my anklets and replaced them with locks. He set me on my feet and handed my reins back to Master. He also gave master the key to unlock my chain. Hooray. Master can remove my hobble chain if he wants. Maybe I can run the race this way? Surely that's what this is for. But maybe he will leave it off other times too? God, that would be so good. To just be able to run fast. Master led me back to the open field.

I hadn't seen another female in a long time. My eyes widened as I took in the scene. There were about half a dozen slaves being harnessed or groomed or confined in some way. There were two kneeling at a trough and drinking. A man walked up to master and they talked for a minute. He was leading a slave too. His slave had long straight black hair, and a dark complexion. She was in full harness. Her breasts were confined in concentric strips of blue leather. She had nipple rings too, hung with little bells. Our eyes met for only a brief moment before her blinkers blocked her side vision. Sisters... Someone like me... Then I was flooded with a wave of embarrassment. I had forgotten that I wasn't the only slave on this island.

I felt my skin flame in embarrassment. I looked at her and saw myself. A helpless slave girl harnessed and collared and used for male pleasure. We were objects now, property not people. Intelligent, helpless livestock. I was shocked at seeing another female brought as low as I. We were broken by male strength and steel. It made me cringe to see someone else in the same position as me. I realized what I looked like, what I was, and the shame flooded over me. I looked away, and then I looked back, fascinated. How beautiful she was! I hope I looked half as beautiful.

The sound of wheels made me turn my head. I saw three carriages being pulled out of a nearby building by three harnessed slaves. They all had their arms fastened high on their backs, and reins controlling them. They wore a variety of harness. All had belts of some sort around them, to which the vehicles' shafts were attached.  I felt like I was looking in a mirror, although I found myself examining their form with an appraising eye. Each of the drivers was low in the vehicle with his legs forward on footrests. I was amazed all over again that I could pull anything so big myself. There was a lot of joking and laughter, shouts of  encouragement and advice from the other men. My master went to the rail, still holding my reins. I could only get glimpses of the contestants between the men at the rail. I saw legs and wheels flash by, heard whips crack, and listened to cheering and groaning from the crowd. I couldn't see who won, but there was much cheering.

Master took me back to his carriage and fastened me to it. He led me to a line of harnessed pony girls and slowly advanced as the front girls went to race. I looked at the girls closely but there was no one I knew in front of me. Our turn came. Oh joy, he took my hobble chain off me. My feet were free to run! I stamped my feet in joy and was thrilled not to hear the familiar clatter of chain.

Master's hand closed on the reins beneath my chin. He tipped my head back and looked down between the blinkers into my eyes. I was motionless, waiting for his slightest signal, trying to convey my absolute submission. He touched my cheek for a moment before he said, "my pretty filly, this is going to be exciting. You can run as fast as you can today, but so can all the other fillies in the beginner's race. To win, you must be under control and follow my direction. Run just as fast as you need to try and stay in second place. Save your energy. I will tell you when to go as fast as you can. If you waste your energy too soon, you won't win. This is your first race and I won't be disappointed if you don't win. But I think you can win." He pulled the reins back over my head and sat down in the carriage.

I stood naked before him with my ass split by the tail he locked in me, awaiting his order. He flicked my ass with his whip, slapping my shoulders with the reins, and clicking his tongue. I strained forward in the shafts, and he flicked me harder, once low on each buttock. My flesh jumped, but I held my motion steady as I gained momentum step by step. He guided me to the right toward the track.

There were several men on the track, watching me, this new bit of livestock. Once he had me on the track a crowd gathered around the carriage.  They commented  on his rig and turnout, and  appreciatively on his pretty filly. Several were asking permission to feel me over. I didn't want them feeling me, but Master got out and held my reins close.

'Another owner.' A laugh of self-recognition from the crowd. I felt tension and fear as my tits and ass and legs were squeezed, my nipple bells flicked. Fingers slid along my hips and ghostly fingers invaded my secret recesses.

"All right, let me warm her up before the heat," said, Master.

I felt my tension ease as the strange hands left me. Master stroked one breast soothingly, and I let out a long breath. He relaxed a little also, climbed back into the seat, and got me moving once again.

This time he whipped me up to a trot rather quickly. My yelps of pain a pleasant accompaniment to the creak of harness and the jingle of bells. In the strange place, with all the fearful new stimulation, I forgot my training a little. Master's stinging reminders soon had me placing my feet with precision. My hands, held high on my back, twitched at each blow, but I kept my rhythm steady. As always, I was exhilarated by the idea of running under Master's restraints. My confined shoulders shifted forward and back  as I ran, his mass pulling on the shafts fastened to my hips. I was determined to run well. I wanted to win for my master. I wanted him to be proud of me.

As I came around the track the second time I could see two other carriages taking their place at the starting line. and master pulled me to a stop next to them. He had me trot for two laps and I was just warmed up. Master ignored the others' fussing over traces, the jokes and admonitions from the crowd.  He just held me steady, with his whip resting its length against the side of my ass. I was nervous and kept twisting my head, trying to get the reins to lie perfectly on my shoulders. I'd never been raced before. Master stroked my hip gently with the whip while the others got themselves settled. I chewed on my bit, moved my neck as far as I could against the checkrein, and shifted my shoulders slightly. I was trying to relax my muscles as far as possible in my harness.

Then we were off. I remembered his orders and tried to stay just behind the leader. She was on my left. It felt so good to be able to stretch my legs and run. I felt like I could run forever, even with my master's carriage. It was weightless now. I got momentum going only a second or so behind the lead carriage, pulled by a woman somewhat larger than me. Once we were going well he let me run at my own pace, matching the leader. I knew I had a lot of wind in reserve. I wanted to pass her and run for the horizon, but I remembered my orders. I was chewing on my bit, wondering when master would let me run. He guided me around every turn with soft, precise tugs on my reins. Just suggestions, really. I knew he was letting me control my pace and improving my lead time. I couldn't see much through the blinders and tears so I was glad for his help in starting my turns. As I neared the final turn, master signaled full speed. His whip stung me hard, right, left, right, left, and I took off, thighs flashing. I passed the leader as if she were walking. I felt exhilaration and knew I was pulling farther ahead at every step. He guided me round every step of the turn. My tail swung hard and I felt the plug moving strongly inside me. It was stimulating  but I ignored it and stretched my feet as far and quick as I could. He was controlling me now, placing precise hard strikes on the back of each thigh.  Forcing me faster as I passed the finish line. No one was ahead of me. I had won! Master gently pulled on both reins slowing me and repeating, "Whoa, Good girl."

Head pulled back by his hand on the reins, I slowed, panting hard, stumbling a little as I stopped. I bent over just a little and he flicked my breast hard and I straightened up, gasping for air. The bell on that breast gave a sharp jingle. I stood precisely, feet together, breathing deep, otherwise motionless.

Master said, "well done, Stacey. You ran excellently and I'm proud of you." He flicked the reins and I walked on. He steered me off the track and to a waiting official where he stopped me. The man hung a blue first place ribbon on my collar and walked back to master. I stood well again, showing off my pride and my body to the crowd. A photographer took pictures of master and me. He held my reins and looked as proud as I felt.

He put the hobble on my ankles and I trotted him home. He washed me and dried me. He had me kneel in the kitchen while he cooked. Said I deserved a rest. He fed me dinner tonight. We had just finished when there was a knock on the door. He admitted two men who wheeled in a dolly carrying a huge box . He had them put it on the floor in the living room, displacing a coffee table. He chained me in the kitchen to do the dishes while he fiddled with the box . Mysterious.

I finished the dishes and knelt in my corner. He came and got me and took me to see the box contents. It was a cage. It was his new coffee table. It was big enough for me to lay down in it, but I could only get to my knees, due to its height. Its floor and top were padded and it had several sturdy rings around the top edge. The sides were thick steel bars. A door of matching bars was in the long side. The door and its jamb had semicircular indents, obviously to hold my neck. I wondered if I would spend much time with my neck in it?

Master said, "this is the prize you earned when you won the race. The card called it a portable stable for the new filly." He opened the door and gestured me in. I got on my knees and crawled in. The door closed with a snap behind me. I lay down and tried to look sultry. Master laughed and walked out of the room. I was warm, full, and laying on a soft pad. I dozed off.


Chapter  8  :  Morning

I woke up beside Ben. My hands cuffed behind me as usual. I felt the obdurate steel bands snug on my wrists and ankles. I realized I couldn't feel my collar or my nipple rings. I always felt their gentle tug when I woke. I rolled over so I could see my breasts under the covers. For the first time in months I didn't hear my bells chime as I moved. No rings. No bells. I bent my neck forward and then right and left. My collar was gone. What happened? Where was I?

Ben stirred and asked, " What's wrong?"

"Master, my rings and collar are gone. What happened?"

Ben said, "I think you just had a bad dream."

"No, Master. It wasn't a dream. It was yesterday. You were driving me."

Stacey, I tucked you in bed last night. We had great sex. I locked the cuffs on your hands and feet. We were both at work yesterday. You had a bad dream."

"Master, it was a good dream. I was your slave girl. We lived on a tropical island. It was wonderful."

"Stacey," Ben said, "do you remember taking that herbal pill to make your dreams more vivid?"

"Yessss, but this was so real, so wonderful. I felt so much alive. Every moment was breathtaking. You were my master and I was your slave girl. I loved it all."

"OK. This sounds good. Tell me about it. Can you recall much?

"My God, yes. I remember everything. It is so real. It’s like I was fully awake and can remember everything people said."

"That's good. What was your favorite part?"

"When I won the ponygirl race."

"OK, tell me about it. Were you ridden or pulling a cart?"

"I pulled a cart. You were my driver. You were my owner too."

"I like that. Was I a stern master? Did I whip you?"

"I was so submissive, you didn't need the whip very often, but you hit me when I deserved it. When we played, mostly you spanked me."

"I'm liking your dream more and more. What did you wear as a ponygirl?"

Mostly I was naked. I got running shoes and I had a bustier that was tight and supported my boobs when I ran. I needed the support more than now because of the big rings you put in my nipples and the bells hanging from them. I wore leg irons all the time except for the one race. You always locked my hands high on my back in a reverse prayer position. Of course I was collared. All the women on this island were slaves and we were all collared and chained. I loved my bondage because it made me horny all the time."

"Stacey, your hands and feet are chained now. Are you horny?"

"Oh yes, master, now that you ask, would you take me? I need to be fucked so bad. Please?"

"Lay down on your back."

I did and he put a hand on my breast and fondled my nipple. I stoked my arousal into high. "Master, that's wonderful. Please take me now."

"Not now woman. Continue with your story. How long did your dream cover? One night, one month? What?"

"Master, I'm not sure. I don't remember any calendars. The men never told us anything. They just gave us orders and made us do things. I'm sure you know the age old rule for women: 'Keep us barefoot and pregnant.' Well that was the philosophy in my dream."

"Did you mind that?"

"Oh no. It was my dream, remember. Only things I wanted happened."

"Would you really like to live in a world like that? Where women are slaves and owned by men?"

"I was happy. I wanted you to make all the decisions. I just wanted to obey and please you. I think that would be a good world to inhabit. I know a lot of women who are unhappy with the way this world treats them. Maybe my world would be better for them too."

"OK. You've convinced me. I will be your master and you will be my slave. You will wear some restraint of mine all the time. It will always remind you of your status. My first order to you is to sit at the table and write a statement that you want me to treat you as my slave.  That you want to wear chains and a collar.  That you relinquish all decision-making authority to me as long as you stay. This is to protect me from a charge that I illegally imprisoned you. Work on it until it covers everything you want to happen to you. When we are happy with it, we are going to make a video of you reading it and swearing this is what you want. I'll keep the video. OK?

"yes, master."

"Good. Spread your legs wide."

We had a great time and destroyed the sheet on the bed.


Chapter  9  :  Pony Farm

Friday morning dawned crisp and clear. It was beautiful and I didn't properly appreciate it. I paced into every room and back. I tried to read and found I couldn't concentrate. I read the same paragraph four times and had no idea what it said. I got out the ponygirl picture book and wondered what I would look like. I couldn't do anything or concentrate, but just circled the room like a lovesick cat. Ben was reading in his favorite chair and seemed at ease with the world. I hated him right then.

At eleven the buzzer sounded. It was Lisa and Malcolm. Ben had asked Malcolm if he would participate. What single guy wouldn't? He agreed and he gave Malcolm Lisa's number. I had told Lisa. They had gone on dates Wednesday and Thursday. Lisa said she liked him a lot. Just kissing so far, but she had hopes for this weekend. I buzzed them in.

We all had beer and pizza for lunch. We had it put away when, at last, the buzzer sounded. I answered it and Connie's voice said, "We're ready dear, come on down."

Ben and I grabbed a coat and a small bag. Malcolm picked up his bag. Connie's email said I shouldn't bring anything. The bag had Ben's toiletries, his laptop, and a change of clothes. The car was a big, black limo. Connie sat in back with us and we talked about many things. A couple of times I tried to pry information out of her about what I should expect. She was like a clam. Not one bit of information. When we arrived, Mark took Ben and Malcolm off on a tour and Connie took Lisa and I inside a big barn-like structure. Into a dressing room where Connie told us to put our things in a closet and gave each of us a tray to put jewelry in. There were only two chairs and a table in the room. Nothing else to do, so, we looked at each other, giggled, and undressed. Both Lisa and I had 'erotic' piercings we had both had done a couple of years ago. We took out our 'erotic' jewelry and put the rings in the trays Connie had left for us. Then we waited.

Connie came back with another woman she introduced as Marcie. Marcie took care of Lisa and Connie did me. They each had a box in their hands that they sat on the table.

Connie pulled the top off and picked up a pair of handcuffs. "Turn around, Stacey. Its time to start."

I obeyed and she locked my hands behind me. No big deal. I slept this way now, except she was a stranger and I wasn't at home. I was a lot excited and a little scared. She pulled my hair back into a ponytail. How fitting. Lisa was getting the same treatment from Marcie.

She turned me around and did my rings. She showed me a tray with ring and bells. She said they always put bells on the ponies because the men liked having the ponies noisy.  And she like the way they looked. My new nipple rings were big and she had a little trouble getting them in my piercings. Before she closed them she threaded a short chain onto it that held a large bell. When closed it much heavier than I was used to. The bell hung free a couple of inches below my nipple . They were quite loud. My labia rings were smaller and lighter. The chains they bore supported chimes, not bells. Little lengths of metal that chimed when they banged together. Which they did with every step. I watched her close my nipple rings. She didn't just flip them closed. They went in as two halves and she used a tiny tool to fasten them together. I could tell I was not going to be able to take them out myself. Well. I had asked for this. They were heavy and I started to get aroused just from the weight pulling on my nips and pussy lips. She looked at me and said, "you'll look sexy with a nose ring." Next she put a red ballgag in my mouth and drew the strap tight. The final touch was a steel collar. It looked just like the ones in my favorite ponygirl photo. It closed with a snap. Connie snapped a leash onto my collar and said, come with me." I sort of waved my hands at Lisa as I was led out of the room. I followed her out the door and down a long hall. She pulled me into a white tiled room, like a big bathroom.

Connie held the leash next to my collar and a young man in a white lab coat hooked cargo straps onto my collar. Then he shortened them until they were tight. Connie took the leash off and said, "Max will take care of you now and your trainer will be in shortly. I've got to go," and she left.

Malcolm and I went with Mark to see the facility while Connie took the girls to get prepped, as Connie put it. Mark led us to a golf cart. We got in and he drove. We went around several structures which he named as we passed them. They had names like, stables, training house, washroom, milking barn, dressage. Then we toured the acreage. I saw several fenced pastures and a racetrack and an endless trail system. The gravel paths were immaculate. Smooth surfaces and wide shoulders bordered by grass and sparse trees. There was a stream the trail crossed in several places with picturesque bridges.

We got back to the farm in twenty minutes and we went into what he called the management center. It had started life as a two-story house but the main floor was now offices, kitchen and baths. He took us into his office and offered coffee.

"Yes, please," I said, "with cream." Malcolm said, "me, too."

He flipped a key on an intercom and said, "Julie , coffee for three with cream, please."

I heard a tiny female voice say, "Yes, sir."

Mark said, "Connie will be here soon. Ben and I have already discussed Stacey. Malcolm, we need to discuss Lisa and your intentions so we can lay out a training plan."

Malcolm said, "I wasn't aware she needed a training plan. I've never been involved in pony play before, so why don't you tell me about it?"

"OK, let me see what you know first, I need to know a few things. Are you and Lisa in a committed relationship?"

Connie walked in just then and sat in a chair. A girl followed Connie in with a tray holding coffee things. She was naked and wore a steel collar. She sat the tray on the desk and left without a word. Connie said, "thanks, Julie. Fetch another cup, please."

I heard her reply, "Yes, Mistress."

Malcolm said, “We've just met. This is only our third date.”

Mark looked surprised and said, "Yet she has chosen you to be her owner while she's here. That shows she has a lot of trust in you."

I spoke up, “Mark, Lisa needed someone to be her owner here. I asked Malcolm to do that. I have known him for several years now and I think he will do a responsible job."

Malcolm said, "Thanks, Ben. I think. Is Lisa going to be afraid of me when this weekend's over?"

Connie spoke up, "Malcolm, this is a complex area of female psychology.  I don't think any man can truly understand it, but a pony girl is the extreme end of the consensual slave girl curve. A pony girl is totally dependent and subjugated. She has given up all the higher animal functions. She can't speak, can't use her hands, must obey the bit in her mouth.  She must expend her energy doing her owner's bidding. She is kept ignorant and restricted. Understand?"

"Yes, I see that," Malcolm said, "but  what will the training do to her? Will she be OK when she's done?"

Connie continued, " She's just starting training now. When she's a fully trained pony girl then you, as her owner, take on the responsibility she has shed. You decide everything for her. Where she goes, who she sees, even if she can speak. Would you like her to pull you down Rainier Ave in your carriage? If not, where and how can she serve you? What do you want to happen after this weekend?"

"Oh. I guess I didn't understand that part."

Connie said, "All our questions come down to this choice: should we train her to be more or less dependent on you? We can change some of the things we do to shift her a little."

"More dependent, I think. I want her to rely on me. I plan to take good care of her and I want to stay with her," Malcolm said.

Connie said, "OK, we can do that. We have her permission for intercourse during her training. Do you want to do that for us? We want it to look to her like many men are using her. It’s your decision whether it’s only you, you and others. or only others. She won't know who it is unless you speak to her."

"She's had other lovers before me. I want to do it as much as possible, but if her training will be helped by others, then do it."

Mark said, "all right. That's clear enough. Now we'll take you out and show you how to drive a pony girl."


Chapter  10 :  Preparation

My heart sank. I hadn't seen Ben since this started and I was being handled by strangers. I tried moving a little but the straps held my collar fixed where it was. I tried turning my head, but the collar was snug and shaped to fit my neck. I couldn't move my head at all. I wasn't going anywhere until those straps loosened. A hand grabbed my ankle and pulled my leg out. Then a cold chain round it, a click of something.  Then the whizzing sound again as my leg was pulled even more outwards. The same thing happened to my other leg.

Max left the room and closed the door. I was alone and couldn't do anything but wave my hands.

I was in a small, square and almost empty room. In front of me was a heavy metal door. The walls and floor were white tile. There was a drain in the floor directly under me. Light came from a single fluorescent tube in the ceiling. Sharp and cold. I could feel the little drops of saliva running down my chin from the ballgag.   I knew I couldn't stop drooling.

The door opened with a clank and a tall, lean man in maybe thirty five came in. He must be my trainer. He was wearing riding boots and had a short crop in his right hand. He didn't smile, just looked serious and interested. I was a new pony to train.

He went straight up to me and studied my features. He felt my arms and legs, my breasts and labia. He held my rings and twisted and pulled on them. I was so aroused I whimpered. I was ready to come. At the last instant before I came he let go. He let go too soon. I moaned. I was in an agony of need. He reached behind me and felt my ass. My belly spasmed and I almost came. I was so close. Just one more touch and I might come. I tried to plead with him but the ball in my mouth was potent. My please became mumbles.

"Hmmm," he said as he walked round looking up and down my body. "Firm muscles, good tone."

I noticed another man standing behind him. Younger, almost as tall.

"She’s big enough for a carriage. She has good strength, she might be a racer." He walked behind me, ducking under my lines, while he talked.

He came back in front of me and put on a pair of exam gloves. He looked up and smiled at me, while he stretched out his hands.   The other man  pressed grease from a tube out into his cupped hands. Carefully he spread the grease over the gloves. "Now, let's see if everything inside feels normal."

I knew what he was going to do and I did not want his hand inside me. I tried stepping backwards, pulling against the straps. But the straps were strong and tight and I could only move inches. His hand just followed me as far back as my restraints would let me go. Then he knelt down and I felt him grabbing my soft lips, pulling them apart and letting one finger probe inside me. The grease and my wetness made entry easy. I squirmed and tried protesting through the ballgag. I was sure he understood I didn't want him doing this, but he ignored my feeble protests.

It didn't hurt, it was just so damn humiliating, being inspected like a dumb animal. I could feel his fingers feeling my most private insides in a very professional way. He was not gentle and so uncaring about my feelings. I realized this was just another way to teach me I was, for the weekend, a dumb animal. Understanding dawned on me and I felt my dignity fall away. I was going to be treated like a pony all weekend. I felt my belly tremble and my love juices flow more heavily. It excited me to be treated like an object without a will of my own – helpless and handled.

He went behind me, knelt down and did an equally unpleasant examination of my anus. He had the boy lift up my cuffed arms, so that he had free access to my behind. I felt him rubbing lube on my anus then his finger slid inside me and rubbed some more. Then a second finger slid in. I relaxed my muscles and remembered how it had felt that night at the club years ago. I heard my unplanned moan as he stretched my opening. I wriggled my ass, hoping he would stay long enough that I could reach my orgasm.

I heard him say, "she's experienced and been used before. Use a medium plug."

Again my wriggling and noisemaking was totally ignored. His fingers left me horny again. He walked around where I could see him and threw the gloves in a waste can. He smiled at me for the first time and said, "Get her cleaned out and I'll come and harness her for the training. You can play with her some too. She's OK for intercourse of all kinds, her instructions say. She likes rough sex or she wouldn't be here. Stacey, I'm going to enjoy training you. You will go to a whole new level of pleasure." Then both walked out the door and I watched it slam shut behind them. I was a mass of feelings. I wasn't just a dumb animal and I was horny and alone. Was it teasing to arouse a dumb animal then leave her alone? My need didn't diminish as I stood there. I felt my love juices continue to run down my legs. I whimpered. I needed their touch. I wanted to be fucked so much I hurt. Then the door opened and hope blossomed in me.

The young man accompanied by another young one came in. This time carrying a large box between them. They put it behind me. I tried following them with my eyes, but the collar made this impossible. I figured they must be the stable boys/sons. They looked a lot like the trainer, but without his years of distinction. They started by tightening the straps holding my feet. Now they were spread even wider.

They both knelt in front of me, and though I couldn't see what they were doing, I could feel it. One of them used my labia rings to pull my lips apart.  The other one pushed the skin away from my clit and let the tip of his finger play with it. I was so, so horny. One more touch and I was sure I would come. I whimpered through my gag. I wanted to hug them close and whisper in their ear. All I could do was wave my cuffed wrists behind me. I didn't care how degrading this was. I wanted them in me. I would have promised anything, done anything to feel a cock in my cunt.

They stood up and I saw their bulging pants. I had new hope. Maybe they would want to teach me a lesson. I was desperate for that lesson.

One of them said, "we have to turn you into a pony. We have some time to play. Are you a needy slave bitch?"

My hope grew. I nodded my head, fast.

He asked, "Would you like to be fucked in your ass?"

I nodded yes, again.

"Would you like to be fucked in your cunt?"

I nodded yes, again.

"Will you be our slave bitch anytime you come here, if we fuck you now?"

I nodded again.

"If I take your gag out will you suck my cock and not say a word?"

I nodded again.

"If you talk, we'll whip your ass, hard."

I nodded.

He put a blindfold on me. He strapped it tight. It was effective. I couldn't see anything but blackness.

They loosened the straps holding my collar and one of them took my gag out. I worked my stiff jaw. He bent me at the waist and guided my mouth to his rampant cock. I licked and sucked him and took him in a little way. I felt his partner's cock at my anus and I welcomed it. I felt him slip into my greased hole. I was a slut. I had two young, large cocks in me at the same time. I worked up a rhythm rocking my body back and forth on cock going in as one came out. It was heavenly and I felt my arousal growing. I felt the cock in my ass come in me. It was gorgeous and I came as his hot spend flooded my ass and triggered my orgasm. Then the cock in my mouth came and filled my mouth with his salty sperm. My belly was spasming hard and I was trembling all over. Both the cocks pulled out of me as I moaned. I felt the guy I had just sucked off shove the gag back in my mouth and tighten the strap before I was pulled upright again. He wanted me to taste him for a long time. I liked his flavor anyway. They tightened my straps and cleaned themselves.

I let myself hang on the restraints as the orgasm slowly faded out of my body and my legs stopped shaking. I had been raped, and liked it.

So far I had not experienced anything much different from the old club. I was a bit disappointed, but things could still improve, I thought to myself.

One of them tied a rope to the back of my collar then pulled my cuffs up to my waist and tied them there.

I heard one say, "we have to give you an enema, get you nice and clean inside. It won't hurt and it will feel just like my cock. Relax your sphincter just like a minute ago."

I felt the enema nozzle at my anus and I relaxed my muscles. It slipped inside me and he held it in place. I felt a warm liquid flow inside me, much like his sperm a short few minutes ago. I was filled like a water balloon when the flow stopped. He left the nozzle in me for a few minutes. I felt even more like a prize cow. I had no say in what was being done to me. I was secured and unable to have any effect on my treatment. I felt helpless but content.

He pulled the nozzle out and the warm liquid flowed out onto the floor and drain below me. A few drops splashed on my legs. A warm stream of water rinsed my backside and legs.

They gave me another enema. One of them told me this was intended to leave me smelling good and lubricated. It didn't stay in as long and it smelled of herbs and citrus when it flowed out of me.

After having emptied the last portion in the basin, I felt as empty and hollow inside as I had ever felt.

One of them then washed me with a soft cloth. It felt erotic on my pussy, breasts and anus. He lifted the rings in my nipples as he washed my breasts. He pulled the rings in my labia, opening me so he could reach every inch of me. The way he treated me like livestock, made me horny again. The other one hosed me down afterwards in an unceremonious way. Then they dried me with two large, soft towels and left me hanging there.

After a while, the Trainer came back in and removed my blindfold. He walked round me a couple of times, stroking my body here and there. He wasn't fondling me, just inspecting. Whatever the reason, my cunt and tits reacted immediately. I noticed his smile getting bigger as he saw the effect his stroking had on my nipples. I wondered what he would do.

Finally he went behind me, released my left foot, stood with his back against me and pulled my leg up. He put a boot on my foot. I felt the leather slide up my leg, just above my knee. He let my foot down and I stood in the boot. It had high heels and I felt my foot slide into place. It felt like a taller heel than I was used to. He tightened several straps to secure it on my foot. He pulled my leg out to the side again and fastened it with a chain. I had never been any good in high heels, and stood a little unstable on one foot, when he locked the boot to the chain. Then he did the same with the other foot. I was off balance and had to take a few small steps to stabilize myself. I could feel the strain the boots placed on my legs. He stroked my legs, possessively.

He said, Ponies don't use hands and you won't either. He unlocked the cuff on my left wrist and pulled a glove up my arm. "Make a fist. I saw why. The glove didn't have fingers, just a bag barely big enough for my fist. He tightened a strap around my wrist. There were D-rings in the wrist strap and a small ring in the end of the bag. He did the same thing to my other arm. He untied the dangling cuffs from my collar and cuffed my hands in front.

He wrapped a leather corset round me and I felt it tighten around me. I could not help myself from moaning behind the ballgag as my waist was crushed. The corset squeezed my breasts up and out of the tiny quarter cups. I whimpered and heard my trainer's voice speaking in a low, calm voice, " easy now girl. Almost done." At last, the compression stopped. I struggled to catch my breath while he tied everything off.

He cuffed my hands behind me again. Another pair of leather straps with D-rings went on my arms above the elbow. Then he pulled my elbows together and locked them there. That was uncomfortable. He unlocked the steel cuffs and dropped them behind me. He locked my leather wrist bands together. I tried to roll my shoulders to relieve some of the stress, but I couldn't move them. My arms were immobile.

He walked around me, inspecting my neatly packaged body. "You make a great looking filly Just a couple more things and you'll be ready for training. This is your tail." He held up a butt plug with a long hank of hair attached. It was about the same color as my hair. "We don't want you leaving droppings like a real pony so this little gem locks in place.   I have to remove it before you eliminate. You're clean now and I'll let you crap tonight. I watched him grease it then walk behind me. I was still pretty well lubed from earlier, so it slid in easily. He fiddled with it and I felt it swell up inside me. A lot. I started feeling full.

He pulled it a little bit up and down, making me feel the thing move inside. I was getting really wet. The tail had an upward arch, so that it was sticking out and up from the point of my anus. I wondered how it looked. Finally he locked my elbows to the corset.

He said, "Only your bridle and bit left. I'll be done soon and then you can run a little."

All the ponygirls in the book had worn a bridle and bit of some sort. There was a lot of variation. I expected this, but I was ashamed of how docile I had been so far. I knew I was helpless, and I had asked for this, and he'd have no trouble controlling me. But I wanted to show him I wasn't broken. I still had a mind of my own. So I fought the bridle as much as I could. I shook my head every direction. He didn't seem to mind. He just kept tightening one strap at a time and telling me what a good pony I was. God. I was so helpless he couldn't even tell I was fighting him.

He undid and took out the ballgag. Then he kissed me. He was a good kisser. I relaxed into him and he explores my mouth with his tongue. His hands played with my breasts and nipple rings. My arousal was spiking. I was ready to come again but he stopped and said, "only your bit is left. Open your mouth, pretty pony." He held it up to show me. All shiny steel and red plastic.

I still had to show him I was not entirely docile so I clamped my mouth shut.

He smiled at me and said, "Disobedient ponies get punished." He took something out of his pocket and showed it to me. It was a small clamp like I use at work to hold papers together. Suddenly I was terrified. I knew he wasn't joking. I opened my mouth but he squeezed the handles and opened the clamp. I begged him, "please, no. I'll be good. I'll obey you." He let the jaws close on my left nipple, just ahead of the ring. The pain was incredible. I would have grabbed my breast or collapsed, but I couldn't move. I screamed and begged him to take it off. After long moments I was just sobbing with the incredible pain. Only he could relieve me. And he wasn't anything. He just stood there and watched me. When I was sobbing quietly he asked, "What have you learned, pony?"

I sniffled and said, "I am under your total control and you will punish me if I don't obey you."

"True," he said, "and what are you?"

"I am a pony girl."

"Good, what else are you?"

"I am your slave, master. I beg to obey you."

"Good answer. Open your mouth"

I opened my mouth and he inserted it. It had a serrated plate that rested on my tongue. A metal bar lay crosswise in my open mouth. It was covered with a hard plastic cylinder. Even if I bit hard on the plastic, the metal bar inside was free to rotate and press the plate on my tongue. He tightened the straps and the one under my jaw too, clamping my mouth shut on the plastic. He waggled the ends and I felt my head move with it. I was well bitted.

My nipple was burning under the vicious clamp. My trainer took the clamp in his hands and looked me in the eye. He said, "Remember I always keep some of these in my pocket for disobedient ponies. Will you obey without hesitation?"

I nodded my head several times.

"Good girl." He opened the clamp and put it back in his pocket.

My poor nipple flared up in pain when he removed it. It throbbed with every beat of my heart. I wouldn't disobey again. I was broken now.

He clipped blinkers to each side of my bridle. Now I could only see what was directly in front of my head.

He had one of the young men who had 'had' me earlier hold my head still. I remembered the conversation earlier with Connie about a nose ring. He showed me the ring. It was about the same size as my nipple rings. Like them there was a length of chain threaded on it. It had an adjustable opening. It just barely fit around the skin at the bottom of my septum. When it was in place he used a tiny tool like a screwdriver to tighten it until it had a tight hold of my septum. Its grip was unpleasant, like a man's finger and thumb and it was heavy and strange laying against my upper lip. It hurt when he pulled on it, testing its grip. He had me totally under control, and he knew and enjoyed it. The chain dangled below my field of vision. He lifted it and I saw it was several feet long and had a ring at the end. he said, "you'll wear this ring and leash while here."

"Now you're ready for training," he said with a smile. Then he caressed my breast with one hand and went out, locking the door.

I tried struggling, but everything was tight and I was controlled. I could do nothing about it.

Less than an hour ago I was free and riding in a car. People treated me with respect. I had dignity and pride in my skills and accomplishments. I had rights. I had given all that up to be a ponygirl? Was that smart? I wouldn't know until Sunday night. Now I was helpless. my hands and arms useless. All my girl parts were exposed to the world. I wore a bridle and bit so I could be controlled my owner. Where was Ben? I could hardly breathe and my tail was strange feeling. The ring in my nose was too tight. And the leash foretold my future of total subjugation. I hurt and I couldn't complain. Despite all these things, what I wanted most now in all the world was a mirror. Did I really look like those photos?

As I was waiting for him to come back, an increasing feeling of deja vu crept over me. This was just like my dream in so many ways. My feelings of helpless submission were arousing me. I could feel my belly tickling, my nips getting that hard ache. I suppose I should feel anger and resentment for the way I was being treated, but I didn't. I guess I knew it all along but was afraid to face it. Pony play was only a way for me to get what I wanted deep inside. I wanted to be under total control. Have no choice, not even a voice. Pony play let me be the dumb animal I longed to be.


Chapter  11 :  Milked

Females have always traded comfort for beauty. I guess this was like that. Everything I wore was uncomfortable. I had let them put it on me because I wanted to look like, no, to be, a ponygirl.

He came back into my prison with a set of leather lines and straps over his arm, and took another walk around me. He adjusted buckles and caressed my body with a gentle touch. I felt tingles in the wake of his hands.

He undid the straps holding me to the walls. I stood still wondering whether he would put reins on my bit. That's what it was designed for, but they would be unwieldy in close quarters. I was determined not to fight. I wanted this. And I didn't want to suffer the nipple clamp again.

He took my leash in his hand and I knew I had to follow him as best I could.

He walked out of the room and I tottered after him as fast as I could. I was not good with high heels and these were high. He took me into a cavernous room.

Mark was waiting for us on the inside: "Ahhh. Very nice. Very nice indeed."

My trainer still held my leash. I stood still while they examined my body. Mark ran his hands over my breasts and flanks. I felt like merchandise. Two nice looking, middle-aged men with graying temples. Feeling a totally defenseless, naked girl and commenting on my most intimate body details. I enjoyed their pleased comments and I most enjoyed their touch, but I was getting horny again. I trembled and had to shift my feet to not fall. My trainer noticed and said, "I need to get her warmed up. Excuse me."

Mark replied, go ahead. I'm going to watch."

He led me to the end of the room. There was a weird contraption I recognized as a horse walker. It looked like the top of a helicopter: Four beams sticking out from a center post. He clicked a couple of lines from one of the beams to each side of my bit.  Then he removed the leash from my nose ring and dropped it in a pocket. I followed him with my eyes – curious as to what he was about to do. He walked to a cabinet on the closest wall and took something out. I could only see black leather and shiny steel. He came back to my back and said, "hold still. This is a hobble to teach you the proper steps." Be buckled a strap around each of my knees. "The straps are connected by nine inches of chain. When you are walking or trotting or anything else make the chain snap taut. Listen to these instructions but don't start until I tell you. I want you to take a step forward with your left foot, by lifting your knee as high as the hobble allows. Then keep it taut and shove your foot as far forward as the hobble allows. Nod your head if you understand."

Seemed simple enough I wasn't too steady on these high heels yet, but I understood. I nodded my head.

"All right," he walked to my side and watched, "take a step."

I did just as he told me. Left foot high until the chain jerked me too as halt. Then I shoved my foot forward.  The hobble made it describe a perfect quarter circle until it touched the ground. I stood there looking straight ahead, my shoulders back to emphasize my boobs.

He said, "excellent, ponygirl. Now the right foot will be different because the chain is already taut. Your foot should make a perfect half circle. Focus on making the transition  smooth and graceful. Keep your body posture erect. Go."

I followed his instructions, but I wasn't able yet to keep all those instructions at once.

"Good job. Your body slumped a little during the step, but the step was perfect. Focus on getting the step right. When you have that down pat then we'll work on getting it all together."

He walked to the center pedestal of the machine and started it. The hum of a motor came and the arms started rotating. My reins went forward and I followed them like the good little pony I had become. He stood beside the center column of the machine and watched me. It was the perfect place for him to deliver a correction to me with his long whip. If he stood anywhere else I would be out of range or the whip blocked by the column for a moment.

My mind was flooded with new sensations as I started walking. I was trying to concentrate on my feet. But my feet hurt in the high heeled boots, my tail was bobbing around in my anus. Every ring they put in me was demanding attention. My nipples were hard as rocks and ached. My pussy was dripping from my arousal. My breathing was constricted and labored. It was hot under the leather corset. I wanted to stop and be fucked, but no I was being led in an endless circle by a machine tugging on my mouth. Every time I wavered it jammed the serrated plate onto my tongue.

I felt the first correction tap my ass gently. He said, "don't shorten your stride, pony."

He tapped the same spot every time he corrected me. He talked to me all the time. He told me of my errors when he corrected me. Between corrections he spoke calmly of my beautiful body , my long, wavy mane. How well I was doing. He told me Ben was training too. He was learning to drive a carriage and control a pony with just the reins and whip. None of his corrections were hard enough to burn but over time a residual sting grew. I got better with practice and even the high heels stopped bothering me. My mind was in neutral and I had found my rhythm. He let me go like this for a while without correction. Then he said, "You've mastered the walk so now we'll work on your trot. It’s exactly the same only twice as fast. Get ready, go."

The machine sped up and I had to start moving my feet faster. A longer stride was not an option. The change was harder than I would have thought. The speed didn't bother me yet, but the machine changed speeds slowly so for a minute or so the speed was changing. I caught up to the reins and suddenly I couldn't see them.

I, only then, realized I had been using them to time my steps. They were my speedometer. If they were both in my limited field of view, I was on course. If they were at the right angle, I was keeping up with the machine. When I passed them, I was lost. I slowed down and they reappeared but I was off course. My course and speed correction felt clumsy. I expected a whip correction. Instead I heard him say, "It’s difficult changing speed while running in a tight circle. I won't correct a pony for that. Once you're stabilized it’s a much better learning situation." I loved him. His calm manner and confidence had given me a feeling of safety. Like going to an experienced doctor. Now I knew he had an in-depth understanding of the difficulties of learning to be a ponygirl. I was in good hands.

Despite all my sensations, I got into a new rhythm for the trot. My breathing became more normal and I began to feel fairly comfortable. I used to jog every morning for three miles and I felt like this. Working but under my limits so I could last a while. I was sweating under the leather and could feel my pussy lubricating heavily. All the time the trainer was urging me on. He made suggestions and occasional corrections. I only felt the whip a few times. Without saying anything, he upped the speed several times until I was almost running.

I could only look straight ahead.  Every now and then I caught a glimpse of Mark looking at my performance with a gleam in his eyes and a big smile on his face.

The Trainer stopped once to adjust all the straps. Nothing was loosened, but he tightened some buckles.

Then the trainer slowed me down to a walk. He changed speeds several times up and down, using the lower speeds to rest me.

I had time to think once I had found my rhythm. The same thought came to me at each opportunity: How good it felt to give up control. I felt like I had come home. I didn't want to have to decide anything. I wanted to float in this helpless bliss forever. The trainer, or Ben, or whatever man controlled me, should, of right, have total control over me

Finally he stopped. I was sweating all over, and my breath was quick making my chest move up and down rapidly.

He took me off the machine and had me run in a circle around him. He held be by a leash to the side of my collar. I obeyed his commands and only a few times did he have to use the whip to correct me

Finally he stopped. By now I was really short of breath, sweating, uncomfortable, and drooling down my chest. He comforted me and praised my performance, then lead me by my reins to the door I had come in through.

"I have an enjoyable rest for you, Stacey," he said as he led me over to the waiting stable boys. ‘Thirty minutes, guys’, he said, "and put a clamp on her, I will come and get her after milking."

I didn't know what he meant. I was not producing any milk, and had never done so. What were they going to do? The boys led me into a stall. This one had a low steel pipe scaffold in the middle. They led me towards it. One held on to my leash, pulling me forward.  The other followed me with his hands on my ass cheeks, not pushing, but feeling me. Quite nice. They guided me to the center of the structure. Then forward until my ankles were trapped in two U-shaped fixtures on a cross bar only inches off the floor. I felt them close around my ankles, trapping them. The boy in front raised a bar until my thighs were resting against it. He pulled my leash down, and my torso followed until my shoulders rested on another cross bar. A short chain from the crossbar was clipped to my collar so I couldn't raise up. He dropped the leash then. He put the blindfold back on me. My head was a little lower than my ass. I felt fingers remove the hobble chain from my thighs but the straps were replaced with two more. He used these to pull my knees far apart and fasten them. Neither of them had spoken during all this, but now one of them said: ‘Milking time’.

I wriggled and confirmed I was securely fastened, again. I wasn't going to fight them. I was sure they weren't going to hurt me, but I was curious what they were going to do to me now. My blinkers were still in place. There was a wall in front of me. I couldn't turn my head and the structure blocked my view of anything but my toes. I felt one of them unscrewing my tit rings and pulling them out. Then my breasts were wiped with a damp cloth and a heavy leather or canvas bra was put around my chest. I tried looking down, but the pipes and my collar prevented it.

I heard a pump start and felt my breasts and tits being sucked into the cups of the bra. And then released in a slow rhythm – one breast at a time. I could feel my pussy starting to moisten and my tits getting increasingly sensitive. I closed my eyes, and relaxed into the pumping feeling. It was very tense and exciting. My legs started to shake and I developed goose pimples all over. My pussy was trembling and I was aroused, but I couldn't get close to an orgasm. I discovered if I shook my ass sideways, my tail's plug added much needed stimulation to my pussy. Again, I got closer to an orgasm, but not close enough. My breasts felt wonderful, but not enough.

Then, oh joy, I felt probing fingers at my pussy. They stroked down one lip then up the other. Yes. This was going to do it if only they kept going. I prayed they would keep it up just a little longer, but hey left me. My joy turned to ashes in that instant. They were just teasing me. I was so needy. I sobbed into my bit. wishing I could plead with him to continue. I struggled in my bonds, but I couldn't budge anything. I was helpless in my need. I moaned in loss. Then the fingers returned. They stroked me into fiery arousal and this time his cock entered my sopping pussy. I couldn't move a muscle. It was up to him. He thrust in easily and slowly withdrew, In and Out slow, languid. I needed him to speed up. I couldn't orgasm unless he moved faster. Oh how I wished I could speak, He couldn't see my face or my need. I was an immobile female form. My frustration knew no bounds. I whimpered, hoping he would understand.

Miracle of miracles. I think he understood. He sped up and my arousal flew to the very edge and blossomed into a stupendous orgasm. It was huge. Every muscle in my body spasmed in a paroxysm of joy. If he felt anything from my tight held body, it was my internal muscles contracting around him. Vainly trying to keep him in me. I couldn't tell if he felt anything because he kept pumping, instantly causing my arousal to grow. Meanwhile the machine kept on pumping my boobs, and how good that felt. I felt my arousal climbing high. All I could do was moan my pleasure. I hope he understood how happy I was to feel him in me. I had no idea who he was. I wished I could see him, kiss him, use my arms to love him properly. It came to me while he was pumping me up to an orgasm. Ponygirls do not make love. They are given orgasms when their owners think they deserve it, or for their own pleasure. I was good with that. I'm a ponygirl now, I think. I've been packaged as men want me, I'm helpless, and I've had the best orgasm of my life. My dream was true.

Then he came in me and his hot spend flowed through me. I climaxed again while his spend was fresh and our mixed fluids flowed down my legs. The wonderful machine kept pumping my breasts. Whoever he was, he withdrew from me, patted my ass and left without a word.

Twenty minutes later, they came back and stopped the machine. They took the bra off and inserted my tit rings again. My nipples were so sensitive I almost screamed at their gentle touch. I felt like any touch – however light and where ever applied – would make me come in a tremendous orgasm. My mind was filled with the tense excitement emanating from the two very hard spots on my chest. A sort of long purr crept from my throat and past my bit.

I heard them talking: "She’s in the frame after the next round?"

"Yes, the trainer says he will just warm her up first. He wants her to wear a clamp."

I wondered what they meant and tried to look up as one of them went to a table by the wall in front of me. He turned and had a small object in his hand. Fear struck me hard. It looked like the spring clamp the trainer had put on my nipple. But I hadn't done anything wrong. I shook my head, no. I wanted to plead but only a whimper came past my bit.

He pulled my shaking head up by one of my bit's rings and held the thing in front of my face so I could study it. It was about the same size as the hated clamp, but it was not that clamp. It was rubber coated and spring-loaded. When closed it formed a hollow cylinder. He said, "This clamp isn't for punishment. It will make you real horny. You'll like it."

At the same time I felt the other one, pulling my pussy open by the rings and inserting a finger. "The milking really got her wet. Bring the clamp."

The other guy went behind me. One held me open by the rings, the other one pushed the skin aside from my wet clit and clipped the clamp right on it. They let go and left me to feel the pressure of the clamp.

I did not know for how long I was left there, as the pain in my clit got worse and worse, but finally the Trainer came in. He inspected me all over, including the clamp. He pulled on it which made me squeal. It hurt, dammit. He freed me from the structure and took me out for another run in the riding house.

He made me do the same routine as before. It was uncomfortable to run with the clamp on and I could feel my juices flowing more freely than they had for a long time. The clamp was definitely working I decided.

Finally he had worked me up to the point of almost screaming to come, then he lead me back to the stable boys. I saw nothing of Mark this time. The stable boys grinned and dragged me into yet another concrete room. Here Connie was waiting.

The middle of the room had a similar pipe-bar contraption as in the milking stall . The stable boys quickly placed me in the same locked position as before. I relaxed and let them fasten me in position. I hoped they would free my hands so I could fondle myself into a slow, soft orgasm.

One of the stable boys said, "I want to see her face."

I felt head straps being put on, and tightened so that I had to look straight up at the wall. The flaps on the side of my head narrowed my view to just the two men. Connie said, "Well. I see you have made her almost ready. I’ll do the rest."

She went to the table in front of me, and turned, putting on black rubber gloves. She smiled at me. Still looking like a kind middle-aged woman, she said, "Now, my dear. Let’s get you ready." She put the blindfold on me this time.

Connie disappeared from view.  I could feel my hands being lifted up. Something was attached to the ring at the end of my gloves and used to pull them upwards. My behind was exposed and ready. Connie messed around with the labia rings. Before I could think further about it, I felt myself being pulled open wide by the rings. It felt like small bungee cords pulling my labia rings wide open. I tried moving my ass a little, but just increased the pull. I had to stay very still. Connie removed the clamp. The sudden sensation of blood running to the spot, made me spasm and pull on my labia rings. I was trapped between wanting to shake my butt to get the tickling sensation out of my clit. And not pulling so hard on myself that my labia would hurt even more.

Connie put her rubber-gloved fingers inside me - probing. Then I heard her say, "My, my you are wet." Then she and the two stable boys left the room. I think. I couldn't see anything but the wall and table in front of my strapped down head. I couldn't hear anything.

Someone was going to fuck me. Maybe they'd whip me too. I had no say. I was surprised at how calm I was feeling. I was a natural submissive. I was used to receiving orders and punished if I was not pleasing. Here, everyone was nice but treated me as a dumb animal. Only now, did I comprehend the extent of humiliation and domination of a ponygirl. Helpless, immobile, positioned for fucking. Deprived of every right to my body, I was happy. I had dreamed of this since I was small.

He went fast all the way into me in one stroke. His hard balls slapped my ass. I was already a split second from coming as he started moving. The labia rings jolted when his body slammed into me. I tried to hold still to fight the pain, but I soon stopped trying. The string of incandescent orgasms was drowning out all other feelings.

I had stopped counting my orgasms. I felt him getting extra big and his member starting to jerk around inside me as the warm juices squirted from him. I had always loved a man’s cum and the feeling of somebody’s member slowly getting smaller and ‘fall’ out of me.

Slowly the orgasm faded and my body began hurting from the treatment.


Chapter  12 :  Pony and Slave

I stood still with my eyes closed, breathing slowly. They had left me in the frame. I had stopped caring about my numb arms, the sweat under the leather and the emptiness in my wet pussy.

My mind felt weightless and I was in sub space and didn't care about that either. My throat felt extremely dry and I craved something to drink. My stomach was like a big hole, as I had not eaten since arriving after lunch yesterday.

Slowly I came ‘up to the surface’ of real life. Beginning to feel the pain in my joints and the uncomfortable position. I was happy when I heard the stable boys come back.

I yelped at the sudden burn in my ass.  It was the shock.  I hadn't expected it and it was bad. They were whipping me.  The next stripe was long coming and when it did I just grunted.  The third one just increased the heat in my ass and started my loins steaming again.  Number four was welcomed for the raging fire in my belly.  I was close to an orgasm.  I was moaning a little.

The fifth stripe almost pushed me over the edge.  I was afraid I would faint.  Number six did it.  I was thrown into the unexpected throes of a whip orgasm.  I never knew just the whip would so inflame a girl.

They paused between each stroke. I orgasmed three more times before they stopped. I never knew a girl could orgasm so many times in a day.  After a while they took me back to 'my' stall.

They hung me from the gloves/cuffs in my arms on an overhead beam. They removed everything except the bridle, rings, and bit…and of course they left the tail in. As they removed the corset, it was replaced with a wide leather belt. They tightened the belt with as much force as they could, resulting in my waist being very compressed.

The usual straps to rings in the wall spread my legs. Then they washed me all over with the brush on the hose, and rinsed me with the pressurized hose. They paid special attention to my crotch. They opened me by pulling the rings, using the hose to clean the area. They also used a lot of time washing my breasts. I could feel myself getting horny again.

My jaw was beginning to hurt a lot from the bit, and I felt my facial muscles camping.

One of them grabbed my head from behind, as the other looked me straight in the eyes. and said, "Now, we might be stable boys, but when you are here in you're here your ass is ours. Take her down." He took hold of the leash dangling from the ring in my nose and gave it an extra pull to ensure that the ring stayed in place.

Tears came to my eyes again. Finally the bit came out, and they took me down. My eyes were watering and My nose hurt.

"Do as you are told, slave," he said, looking me straight in the eyes, "Kneel." He pointed to the floor in front of me. The other guy locked my hands and elbows behind my back again. The one behind me strapped the blindfold on me.

"Blow me."

I opened my mouth and started licking and sucking his semi rigid penis. I was quite fond of the taste of men. I took all of him in my mouth and deep down my throat. I pumped my head in and out and felt him grow in me. My pussy was anticipating action too. My juices were dripping out of my pussy lips and running down my legs. I was getting used to that feeling too.

He grew larger and came with a grunt and a groan. I almost drowned, he had so much in him. I swallowed it all , though. When he pulled out, I smiled and said, "thank you, master." They hadn't told me to call them anything. But to my mind there was no more submissive sexual act a female could perform than fellatio. It made me feel like a slave girl and, besides, it never hurt to show humility to a man who has you helpless.

They put the boots back on me and added a hobble chain to my ankles. Now I could only move my feet a foot or so apart. They removed the blindfold so I could eat. Two bowls were put on the floor. I followed my nose leash to them and knelt as ordered. One bowl held water, the other was dinner: rice, steamed veggies, maybe a chicken base. It was good , made better because I was famished.

One of them said, "you're only here for the weekend so you get a simple diet."

"Master," I said, " can I have my hands free so I can eat?"

They both got a good laugh from this. One said, "ponies don't use their hands to eat. Just use your mouth, or don't. It takes more than a week for a person to starve."

I was so hungry. This was my first chance for food since lunch yesterday. I bent down and slurped up some water, then tried to get some food in my mouth. I almost dumped the bowl on the floor. Finally I just jammed my face into the food and closed my mouth. Messy, but I didn't care much what I looked like. I ate every grain of rice and licked the bowl clean. I drank all the water too. It was demeaning, humiliating. But compared to what had already happened, it was nothing.

One of them pulled my head up by the leash, and the bit went in again. I did not even bother to protest. They wiped my face with a soft towel, then made me stand up and walk to the center of the room, above the drain in the middle.

"Pee," one said, "this is your only chance before bed."

I needed to pee, but in front of two men was hard. I knew this was silly. They had seen everything else, fucked me, whipped me, and more. But it was hard to ignore twenty-odd years of custom and taboo. I swallowed hard and nodded to show I would. I spread my legs apart Blushing and feeling more degraded than ever. Ahhh, my bladder emptied itself and I enjoyed the splashing sound in the drain below me. While I was doing this, one of them stroked my butt and I felt the color rising in my cheeks. The other one just held onto my nose chain. and smirked. The rat.

"Time for bed, for now," the one holding my nose chain said.

A few minutes later I was alone contemplating the experience and my situation. I lay on my side on a thin pad on one side of the stall. There was a cold plastic cover on the cheap pad. There were two light fixtures on the ceiling. One was lit and a thin white light drifted down. I moved my body, trying to get comfortable on the thin pad. No matter how slightly I moved. I heard the sounds of my bells tinkling. I was used to hearing them at every step but they were keeping me awake now. The heavy chain connecting my collar to a ring in the wall above me rattled as I moved adding a new sound to my cacophony.

They had left the bridle on – and the bit. By now I hardly noticed it. They had released my arms so I could sleep more comfortably. My hands were still balled into fists inside the gloves so my fingers were unusable.

I knew I had to get some sleep – even with the bit firmly locked in my mouth. I was still drooling, but just ignored it. What else could I do?

I tried with my now free hands to do something to the chain and buckles. But the way the gloves were designed, I couldn't grasp or hold anything. They were only useful as clubs. My fingers were fixed inside the gloves, so I might as well have my hands tied up. I think this was a good way to make me feel under control. I could touch every buckle and strap holding me helpless, yet I couldn't release a single one.

The plug/tail made it quite impossible to lie on my back. I had to choose between lying on my side or stomach. The rings and bells on my nipples made the stomach option uncomfortable.

I looked around my stall. Stout timber walls, floor covered in straw and my mat. The front wall was timber up to five feet high and steel bars to the ceiling. The door was of the same construction. There was a steel pipe structure bolted to one wall. I couldn't tell its purpose, but I bet it was to fasten me some new way. The chain on my collar kept me two feet from touching the front wall. Otherwise the cell was empty. My helpless nudity was visible to anyone walking past my stall

I tried getting a look at the rings in my labia. It was difficult to get a good look since the belt and collar limited my downward vision. I did manage to get a glimpse of these rings by clamping a chain between my fists and pulling it. The labia rings were small, maybe three quarters of an inch in diameter. They were set in my labia lips, halfway along my slit. They each had a six inch chain threaded on them. The metal chime at the end of the chain was maybe four inches long. So the ends hung well below a short skirt's hem. The idea of anybody using these rings to open me up made me shiver slightly and feel a little bit horny again. I lay down on my side and slid into a deep sleep. My last thought was of pulling a carriage driven by Ben along a busy street. No one paid any attention to my naked, harnessed body.

"Wake up, girl!"

I felt a pain in my nose, as someone tugged on my leash. I opened my eyes and saw one of the stable boys.

"Get up, pony," said the boy.

Half asleep I staggered to my feet. The chain had been removed from my collar, but that hadn't woken me up. The pull on my nose had.

As soon as I was on my feet my wrists and elbows were locked in the now familiar way on my back, and I was dragged off. I had trouble following the stable boy as he was just pulling my leash and in no way supporting me as they went.

When they came to a halt, my blindfold was removed.  I just managed to get a glimpse of the Trainer before me, as he put another blindfold on me.

This one was more comfortable (it had a lining of a soft fabric), and I could feel him fastening it to my bridle. Then he tightened all the straps on the harness, ending with the bit. I could feel the hard rubbery stick pressing further in my mouth.  Stretching my lips uncomfortably and making my jaw close tighter on it.

My legs were spread and fastened to something with a number of clicking sounds. Then I was pulled forward by a tug on my collar. A bar or beam at my stomach made me bend over forming a perfect 90-degree angle.

I was astonished when my hands were released.  Then put together in front of me and pulled straight out.   I heard the same whizzing sound, I had first heard, when they had secured me in the readying stall. My elbows were forced together and locked. Making my head move backward so that my blinkered eyes looked straight out.

I felt very small and alone. It had taken almost no time to place and secure me in this most uncomfortable position. Now I could hear and sense nothing. I thought that there were several persons present beside myself and the Trainer. I did not know what to expect. I could feel and hear my own breathing.

A loud crack from a whip! 

The sound made my heart jump and my body jerk, but I had not been hit. He was just trying out the whip. It sounded nasty. Suddenly I felt the end of the whip sliding over my exposed back. Slowly it slid across me. Cold and hard. Probably a braided long thing, capable of causing a lot of pain. I felt like screaming, getting up, begging, running away, but did nothing. Instead I tried to tighten every muscle in my body.  Biting as hard as possible on the rubber covered steel thing in my mouth, waiting for the inevitable.

I heard the sound before feeling the pain. It made my back burn. He had a good aim, and it had landed right across the center of my back. The end had slapped around me and just cracked into the side of my breast. The little knot causing almost unbearable pain. I clenched the bit in my mouth with all my force. I was not going to give in. I tried thinking of something else, tried pretending that this was not me, and that I was not at all present. Tried clearing my mind, tried thinking of something else – anything else.

I felt him caress the whip mark, tracing it across my back with his fingers, slowly and softly. It was almost worse than the actual hit. The  increased sensitivity of my skin made the slight touch burn. I could feel tears wetting the padding of the blindfold.

Then he again let the whip slide over me. This time I knew exactly what was coming. I mustered all my strength as another blow was administered to my back. He had made the two strikes cross. The point where they crossed were the red, painful center of my whole attention. I was totally unable to think.  It felt like two red hot iron rod’s had been pressed against me: one on my back and the other in the center of my brain. Again he traced the stripe on my back.

I stopped counting, and just tried to concentrate on staying composed. Deep inside, I knew that he would keep on till I gave up – and he did.

Halfway through he changed sides, so that the knot hit the outside of my other breast with each lash.

By the end of the whipping, I had almost fainted. I hardly realized that the Trainer released me and supported me as I stood on shaking legs. Nor did I react in any way as my hands and elbows were fastened in the usual position behind my back. I did not hear his kind and quiet words in my ear. I felt him drying my tears and saliva off my face round the blindfold and bit.  Someone smeared something cooling on my back.

I was still panting and shaking and feeling the intense pain in my back.  I heard Connie whispering in my ear: "my Dear, kneel down here." At the same time I was helped down onto the floor again, and I could feel someone handling my bridle.

Suddenly it was released and Connie said, "We’ll take this out for now. Let me dry your mouth." 

I was wiped gently with a cloth around my mouth. I instinctively worked my jaws to get some feeling into them again.

Then I could feel myself being dragged by the harness forward, and I could smell a woman.  Connie said, "Go on, girl. Kiss me." I stuck my tongue out and began working on Connie's pussy. It was wet and ready for me. The clit and inner lips felt large, blood-filled and ready. Her pubes hair tickled my face as I worked the best I knew on Connie’s opening.

I suddenly became aware that this was a result of Connie having watched me being whipped. The kindness in her words was not to be mistaken. Connie was as much a lover of SM as I myself was. Probably the way of speaking kindly gave her more of a turn on. I had seen this a lot of times before, and I liked people doing it that way. Like a kind of ‘normality’ in the middle of the ‘unusual.’

I sucked and licked, directed by Connie’s hands holding my bridle and whispering to me what to do.

Someone caressed my butt, while I was on the floor. It made me aware that there were spectators. Probably the Trainer and Mark. Maybe the stable boys. I tried listening, but could not deduce how many people were watching me.

When Connie came, she moved violently.  She was pressed into my pussy with such force, that I felt like choking. Judging from the sounds, Connie had a really good come – but maybe she was always that vocal and wild. I did not know, but for now I took it as praise for my ability to eat pussy.

I had sailed away in my own darkness, as I was licking and sucking. Now I woke up as rough hands, a man’s hands, put the bit in again and fastened it. Then I felt strong hands getting me up on a low platform or table. The hands arranged me kneeling with legs apart and head bent forward. As I felt my head being controlled by the reins, someone entered me from behind. The person moved against my tail, and the dildo inside moved accordingly.

I was so horny, I could scream, so I really tried to follow the person fucking me.

Slowly my arousal grew to a crescendo. I did not care who was fucking me, or that the person kept using my bit as a means of controlling my movements. In fact I found myself struggling to help him.  When he seemed to release his grip and move out of me, I quickly pressed against him with all my force to keep him inside.

I had often heard the expression of ‘riding a woman. ’  The man was controlling my movements with the reins,  so this was  the most realistic ‘ride’ I had ever had.

When I finally felt the warmness of his semen deep inside myself, I wanted it to go on forever and ever. I tried to keep my clit in contact with his body. Rubbing against him, and feeling the rings in my labia pulling and pressing as they rubbed between us. It gave me quite an extra sensation.

When I finally had to let him go I moaned at his exit and Jumped and squealed as I felt the sharp pain on my ass. A whip. Someone was whipping me. I couldn't protest. All I could do was squeal and wriggle. The whip wielder paused a moment and soft fingers stroked my pussy. The pain in my ass mellowed to a warm stripe. The second blow landed, presaged by the swish of the whip scattering air molecules ahead of it. God, that hurt. I moaned and felt the sting filter through my body and warm my core. another man took over. I could not deduce which of them was Mark and which was the Trainer.  But I did not care at this point, all I wanted was more of the same.

More stripes blossomed across my ass, mediated by the soft fingers on my pussy. My arousal crescendoed on the fifth stripe and I came in a mighty orgasm. I mindlessly jerked in my bonds, trying to curl into a fetal position but helpless to move.

They left me there for a long time. I felt the love juices on my labia drying on me. Then, a miracle. I felt a cock enter my pussy. He worked me as much as the first man had, and got me up even higher than before. This time the combined soreness and sensitivity, made my resistance a bit more energetic. But it just made the man holding the reins give me an even harder time.

In the end, after another fantastic orgasm, I let myself fall on the hard surface. Just lying there and feeling the dripping from my pussy. Little drops tickling the insides of my legs as they trickled out of me.

Before I had composed myself, I was brutally pulled to my feet and led back to my stall .

Soon I was lying on the same hard mattress, this time without the bit. But apart from that everything was as before. I managed to crawl to the side of the room getting some granulated food and a lot of water.  I peed in the drain before lying down. As I fell asleep I thought I've only been here a half day.  And I've been put in helpless bondage, milked, taught to high step, and been fucked by unknown men. I wonder what will happen in the next two days?


Chapter  13 :  Saturday Morning

I was pulled out of my doze by the stable boys, turning on the light. The overhead bulb had been turned off in favor of a night lamp: A reddish bulb next to the white one - on for the night. It had given the whole stall a kind of cozy red-pink look.

The day passed with the same routines as the day before. I was hung from the overhead beam by the stable boys, had a full enema like yesterday. Then I was washed, and the Trainer came to put my leather gear on. He did not use the corset, but a kind of multi-strapped harness. I was grateful for that, as my back was extremely sore. It would have been almost unbearable to have the raw skin pressed in a leather casing. He did put the very tight belt back round my waist.

I was then taken for light training for about an hour, running in the walker. Afterwards I was trained in how to respond to the reins. He walked behind me with my reins in his hands as well as a whip. He directed me without once using his voice. In a way it was easy, I mean, after all, horses learn it. Just go in the direction your head goes. He had a gentle touch. I would feel a barely detectible pull on my left rein and I would turn slowly to the left as long as the pull persisted. I would keep turning as long as he pulled.

Next, I was taken to a milking session. Then they put the clit clamp on me and I had some soup served in the bowl on the floor. The trainer came in after I fed.

He freed my arms and locked my wrists together in front. He lowered a rope from the rafters and tied it to my wrists. then he pulled me up until I was on tiptoe. He tied my legs far apart to rings on the walls. I heard the swish and felt the red hot stripe cross my ass.  I screamed and danced in my bonds.  Then I felt his hand feel my cunt.  He didn't try to stimulate me, just feel.  The next blow didn't land for a long time.  My ass had settled down to an all over heat that wasn't bad.

Swish, and the next stripe crossed my ass cheeks.  I screamed again, but not so long.  Maybe I was getting used to it.  He felt my cunt again and this time it felt good.  Another long pause and the third stripe landed on my ass, below the others.  It wasn't near as painful as the first ones and I felt a heat in my loins.  He felt me again and this time I felt my juices between his fingers and me.  

He said, "good," and walked to the desk.  He laid the whip down and turned back to my dangling body.  He walked up close and took my head in his hands.  He kissed me, hard. 

I kissed back as well as I could and felt my juices flow into my pussy.  I wanted him in me. He took the clamp off my clit and I whimpered as the blood ran back into my clit. It was so sensitive and it itched fiercely. I was so horny I would have fucked a horse.

He took his cock out and I learned I was at precisely the right height above the floor for him. He lifted me just a little and lowered me onto his rigid cock.  He slipped into my sopping cunt with ease.

"Ride me, slave girl."

I pulled with my bound arms and found I could lift just enough to almost lift off of him.  I got my rhythm quickly and rode myself to a wonderful orgasm while he just stood there.  

"Keep going, slave girl."

I found I could keep up my motions and soon I captured my second orgasm.  My arms were tired and I couldn't keep going.  He grasped my waist and took over the motion. Soon he had an orgasm and I had my third one.  I was limp. but I couldn't fall.  He left the room and I dangled there for a long time until finally the two stable boys came and took me down.

After this short break he took me out in the riding house again. I had expected more of the same, but was surprised, when he led me to a small carriage, just like my dream. He hitched the handles to my waist belt and got in the carriage, holding my reins. The carriage was light and well balanced. I didn't hardly feel his weight.

Then my head was pulled a little to one side then to the other side, and finally upward. He was testing the controls. I didn't move anything but my head, because he had not given a command to move. Then he shook the reins and when the first stroke of his whip heated my butt, I  started walking. The carriage was lightweight and easy to pull, so it took almost no effort on my account. I was a bit surprised at this, and my fear of stumbling or falling quickly passed as I got into the rhythm. I had dreamed of this day. I was a helpless dumb animal forced to pull a carriage like a horse. It excited me as much as I thought it would. The jingling of my bells and the motion of the rings was making me warmer and warmer.

He directed me between a setup of plastic cones. Again, something that surprised me. My vision was limited to a short area straight in front of me, and I could not look down to see where I was going. I had to depend totally on the signals conveyed from the reins to my bit and the small lashes on the sides of my butt. It was easier than I had expected. The Trainer was good – very good – and had me moving in curves between the plastic cones and freely on the floor. Completely perfect.

Afterwards he caressed me and praised me. Then let the stable boys take me to another milking session. I was getting really fond of the milking. I wondered if Ben would get me a machine. I bet he'd like the result.

They took me into the milking stall. I didn't need any guidance now. I walked forward and jammed my feet into the slots to be fastened. I waited for the bar to be raised.  Then I lowered my shoulders onto the crossbar and centered my collar to be fastened down. He dropped my leash and put the blindfold on. I anticipated the fingers getting my breasts ready. I felt the rings slide out of my nipples and the thick bra grasp my breasts. Then the pump started sucking so pleasantly on my breasts, left, right, left... My knees were spread wide.

I could feel my pussy starting to moisten and my tits getting increasingly sensitive. I closed my eyes, and relaxed into the pumping feeling. It was very tense and exciting. My legs started to shake and I developed goose pimples all over. My pussy was trembling and I was aroused, but I couldn't get close to an orgasm. I discovered if I shook my ass sideways, my tail's plug added much needed stimulation to my pussy. Again, I got closer to an orgasm, but not close enough. My breasts felt wonderful, but not enough.

I knew I needed more. If they would only let me use my fingers... Then, oh joy, I felt probing fingers at my pussy. They took the clamp off my clit and it throbbed with returning blood flow. My arousal blossomed and the fingers had me at the brink of orgasm instantly. I had a huge orgasm as soon as his cock entered my sopping pussy. I couldn't move a muscle and he kept up his rhythm through my orgasm and on. He thrust in easily and slowly withdrew, In and Out, slow, languid. He would act at his own pace and all I could do was experience what he wanted me to feel. My pleasure was not his concern. His pleasure was my concern. I was a natural slave girl and I was so happy my body was pleasing him. Soon he had his orgasm and the flood of his hot spend triggered another of mine. The clamp was put back on my slippery clit and the cycle began again. God, I loved what they were doing to me.

After that Connie had me taken to my stall , fed me, and chained me to the wall ring so I could rest for a while.

All too soon I was taken back out and hitched to a carriage. The trainer guided me through a door and I was outside. The day was warm and sunny. He had me trot down a gravel road for quite a ways. His hands on my reins were gentle. He never let me choose where to run on the road. He made small corrections to steer me back and forth, left to right side. All very precise commands like steering an airplane more than a car.

I enjoyed this run in the open a lot. I even enjoyed my bells. Of course they chimed at every step. At first I had been terribly self-conscious about them. After only a day they were a natural part of my world. I was a ponygirl and we're belled. That's it. I was even proud of the happy sounds I made. Also, the swaying weight of the rings and bells was making me horny. I wondered if the Trainer would like a little recreation break? The trip reminded me of my dream, only it was real. I smelled the grass and heard birdsong. My trot was no harder than a jog. The carriage was so light and well balanced I wasn't carrying more weight. I only felt it when I had to change speed or direction or go up or down a hill. Uphill was tiring.

He steered me off the road and under a tree beside a stream. Idyllic if only I wasn't harnessed and bitted. He got off and walked up to me. He tied my reins loosely to a tree branch and removed my bit. God that felt good. I knew not to speak. Ponies don't talk, dammit. I worked my jaw to relieve the stiff muscles.

He said, "Good run pony. Watching your rump sashay down the road and seeing your bound arms has made me horny. Kneel and use your mouth, Stacey."

I dropped to my knees. I was clumsy in my harness but I knew what to do. I used my tongue and teeth to lower his fly and move his clothes out of the way. His cock sprang free and I worshipped it with my lips and tongue. I licked its tip then sucked it into my mouth. I rolled my eyes up and saw him watching me with a half-smile. I sucked half his length into my mouth, bobbing my head. I licked and sucked hard, trying to get all of him in me. I pushed harder and felt him at the back of my throat, filing me. He swelled even larger. It was hard, he was so big, I felt my love juices flowing into my pussy as I subjugated myself to my Trainer. He came in a flood of hot cum.  I swallowed and swallowed, I had to pull off of him at last to suck in more air. And as I left him, I came too, in a glorious flow of hot juices into my pussy. I would have collapsed had he not held me up with a finger in my collar's ring.

"Clean me, Stacey."

I licked and sucked and swallowed until his cock was clean and a little moist.

"Did you come?"

"Yes, Master."

"Good. Stand up."

I did and he got back in the carriage. He turned me around and I trotted back to the farm.

I was unhitched and taken back to the milking stall. Goody.

They took me into the milking stall. I positioned myself for them to fasten me down. The blindfold went on. I felt the rings slide out of my nipples and the thick bra grasp my breasts. Then the pump started sucking so pleasantly on my breasts, left, right, left... My knees were spread wide. My pussy moistened and my nipples got hard. I closed my eyes, and relaxed into the pumping feeling. It was very tense and exciting. I was aroused and my breasts felt wonderful, but not enough.

The fingers returned to my pussy. They removed the clamp on my clit. Once again I had a huge orgasm as soon as his cock entered my sopping pussy. That clamp was magic. Soon he had his orgasm and the flood of his hot spend triggered another of mine. The clamp was put back on my slippery clit and I had more to anticipate. They should call this orgasm training, not ponygirl training.


Chapter  14 :  Party Pony

The stable boys and the Trainer had made me ready. They gave me another enema and greased my guts good. I could not remember the last time my body had had that much attention, and then from three men at once. I was washed the usual way and hosed down afterwards. Scented oil had been carefully rubbed into my whole body. It made my skin soft, shiny and look appetizing. Connie did my makeup and it felt like she was good at it. I was impressed and eager to look in a mirror as soon as possible.

My harness was removed and what they called a show harness put on me. The leather was lavender colored and had lots of silver stitching and shiny metal. My bridle had a tall lavender ostrich plume floating and waving over my head. The Trainer plopped a large red ball gag in my mouth. I guess I looked like a Crazy Horse dancer with my breasts and clit exposed and me wrapped in a plumed harness. I guess they usually didn't have their arms strapped behind them or were gagged.

Connie had put nipple extenders on me. Now that was uncomfortable. They were simple. A two inch ring centered on my nipple.  Two legs holding a smaller half ring with depressions two inches above it. She held it in place with one hand.  Then she grasped my ring with the other then pulled it out and nestled the ring in the two depressions. Simple, easy to install and it made my nipples three times as long as before. And it stretched me. But she didn't ask me if I wanted it.

They put my arms in a metal binder. It looked simple and was effective. It was an eighteen inch long steel bar with a ring on each end. A large cuff was attached to the middle of the bar. They held it horizontal behind me and slid my arms through the rings. They folded my arms up so they were crossed then locked the ring snug around them. It was a lot more comfortable than having my elbows strapped so they were touching. The gloves were left on me so I couldn't use my fingers..

My tail was replaced with a lavender one.

The final touch was a pair of light gold chains. These went around my upper thighs and were fastened to my belt on the outside. Then small spring clips fastened them to my labia rings. The tension pulled my nether lips open so my innermost recess was exposed. They stood me in front of a full length mirror. I guess I should have expected it, but I was so humiliated I didn't know what to even think. I was so helpless and no one cared what I thought about what they were doing to me. I was just a dumb animal and my only option was to endure my shame. Maybe I'd learn to love it. I didn't know anything except I had to obey and endure. When I walked the rings moved a little, opening and closing, just enough to feel and people to see. Shit.

It hurt to have my pussy pulled open like this. The sensation of cold air flowing into my warm interior was startling. I stood in front of the mirror looking into my own pussy. Open and exposed to view or touch. I could do nothing to stop anyone from doing anything they wanted to me. I was helpless and exposed. My breasts with their extended nipples begged passersby to tweak them. My pussy lips pulled open invited a feel. My arms were locked behind me. My feet were hobbled so I couldn't run. I realized what I saw in the mirror was the ultimate expression of a ponygirl. What I had aspired to for so long. I was scared of being so helpless and exposed. I was vulnerable. Yet I was where I wanted to be. My dreams come true. All I needed now was an owner who would keep me always vulnerable yet safe.

Connie took my leash and led me out of my stall and hooked it over a high hook in the hall. She left me there and went into the next stall. She came out in a minute leading Lisa by her leash. This was the first time I'd seen Lisa since the Dressing Room.

We looked up and down each other as far as we could. We were harnessed the same way and we both had our pussies forced open the same way. The way my friend was harnessed, and her deep ruby red  lips and her beauty made me wish to look in a mirror even more. She was just as beautiful as the pic’s in the book.

Connie led them alongside each other through a passageway and outside. There was no one else about. When we got close to the barn we could hear voices and laughter. She opened the door and led us in. It was a party with maybe thirty men and women. All conversation ceased when we were led in. Everyone turned to look at us in total silence.

Connie stepped aside and said, "Display, ponies." I spread my legs as far as the hobble permitted, stuck my tits out and held my head high. I felt the plume attached to my bridle sway above me. My bells jingled as I straightened. There was another moment of silence then pandemonium broke out. Cheers, laughter, applause, whistles, catcalls and the clatter of glasses.

Lisa and I were mute and all we could move was our eyes. I saw four ponygirls standing in a line in front of a long wall. All the guests wore masks, like a seventeenth century Italian ball.

Connie said, "Ladies and gentlemen, may I present Stacey and Lisa. They are our latest trainee ponygirls. I'll put them at their stations and you may inspect them before dinner. Please wait until I get them set up and out of your way before you get close. Remember, these ponies are submissive exhibitionists and like to show off. You can touch any part of them. Be gentle, they have trained hard to get this far and are tender in every place you can touch." She led us to the line of ponygirls. Small padlocks fastened the end of our leashes to head high rings on two posts at the end of the long dining table. "Keep your posture ponies," Connie said. She strapped a spreader bar on both of us before she left.

We were immediately surrounded by a mob of guests. Soft hands explored my breasts and all my rings. Some men, but mostly women squatted to look at my opened labia and my rings. I heard one man tell a woman that's what he would like to see on her. She giggled and wondered if I was hurting. He said, " Stacey, does it hurt to have your labia spread as you are?"

I shook my head no. If was not comfortable for a lot of reasons, but it didn't hurt. Besides I wouldn't mind if he did it to her.

There was a long table down the middle and  several wooden posts on each side, each with a ponygirl attached. I was surprised because I hadn't seen any other ponies before this. I looked at the other ponies, searching for variations in our restraints or decorations. Except for the color of our tack, we were all fixed identically, right down to our opened labia. I had not seen this in the picture book. Was this a local idea? Maybe it was useful in training but not later? If I ever was able to speak again, I'd ask.

The Trainer, Mark, and the two stable boys joined the party. They didn't bother with masks, but they had cleaned up and put on party clothes. I was turned and handled by The Trainer, Mark, Connie and the stable boys. Nothing different in that from what I had experienced since my training began. A bit difficult to move with my legs spread by the bar, but of course I managed.


Chapter  15 :  Volunteer

The Trainer brought a couple over to look at me. He reached up and took hold of my leash, close to my nose. He said, "We found that the nose ring was the best way to control the ponies. They might jerk on their collars or reins if something bothered them. But the nose is quite sensitive and they seldom balk when we lead them with a nose leash.

The woman asked, "Isn't it a bit intrusive to pierce a woman's nose for your convenience? After all, she's just here to be trained."

"No, not really," the Trainer said.  We will put a sturdy ring in any woman's existing piercing, but Stacey here did not have a piercing. This ring is temporary. Its just clamped in place and we'll remove it when her training session ends."

The man said, "just temporary. You mean you will fit a ring like that to any woman here for training, like Ellen?"

"Yes, of course."

The man continued, "Would you get one for Ellen. Its a little early, I know, but I want to see what it looks like and put a leash on it, please."

"The Trainer looked at the woman and asked, "OK, Ellen?"

She surprised me and the Trainer too when she said, "You were going to do it to me tomorrow anyway. Might as well do it now while I have an audience. I've already got ten others. James likes them and I do too."

The Trainer asked, "would you like to come to the office or should I do it here?"

The man said, quickly, "Oh do it here so everyone can watch. Ellen is a bit of an exhibitionist and would love to show off."

Ellen just smiled.

"Be right back," he said and walked out of the room.

She reached up and hooked her finger in my nose ring. "I'll bet this is sensitive." She used the ring to turn my head left then right. She pulled down and watched my face as I obediently lowered my head. She said, "this makes you the most controllable woman ever. I'll bet you love it." She removed her hand and asked, "Do you love being so controlled?"

I nodded my head. I did love it. I was also ashamed of loving it. I knew I should be independent. Like every other addict, I loved the way my vice made me feel.

The Trainer returned with a tray of rings and a tool kit. He banged on the table to get everyone's attention then said, "ladies and gentlemen. I'm sure you've all seen that we use a nose ring and leash to control our ponygirls. Girls who come here  without nose piercings are fitted with temporary nose rings. Ellen is starting her training tomorrow and she's agreed to get started early so you can all watch. I am going to fit her with one at the table. Any of you who want are invited to watch. If any other woman wants to try a ring, See me afterwards."

He gestured Ellen to the center of the table. He had her stand and cross her hands behind her. With a flourish, the Trainer took a shiny gold ring from the tray and used a tool to open it. He threaded the end of a leash onto it and carefully fitted it around the skin at the bottom of her nose. Luckily, or maybe by design, none of the masks people were wearing covered the bottom of the nose. They were held on with elastic bands. He tightened the ring with a different as he held it in place with his other hand. When he was satisfied he removed the tool. He handed the end of the leash to Ellen's companion and said, "tug on it and make sure its firmly attached." His tug made Ellen jerk her head to follow his hand.

Ellen said, "its firm, its firm." She put her hands on the leash.

The Trainer said, "Ellen, cross your hands behind you."

She did. He gestured to one of the stable boys who cuffed Ellen's hands.

The Trainer said, "Now, James, take Ellen around so all the people can get a closer look, please."

"My pleasure, sir." James led Ellen around the room and they stopped to talk to people.

The Trainer asked, "Are there any other women who would like to try a ring?"

He eyed the small group of women that clustered around him when Ellen was led away. "How about you?" he asked the blond woman in the short red dress standing closest to him.

She looked up at his face, paused a moment, then said, "Yes, I think so." She turned her head and said to a tall man looking at her, "Miles, would you hold my leash?"

He smiled and said, "I would value the honor beyond rubies, Sally."

The Trainer motioned her closer to the table. He selected a silver ring and leash for her. Soon Sally was leashed and cuffed and following Miles around.

I watched as three more women were ringed and handed off to men. I thought it looked so appropriate. I don't know why women aren't ringed at birth. It would make life so much simpler.


Chapter  16 :  Humiliation

When everybody had been ‘introduced’, the Trainer hit his glass a few times with a spoon. ‘Now. Ladies and Gentlemen. It’s time for our new ponygirls to meet our guests. Would you all gather in front of Stacey and Lisa, and get ready to greet them."

All the masked guests gathered in front of us and somehow sorted themselves out. A lot of them gathered in front of me.

The Trainer said, "now, please." Everyone took off their masks.

I gasped. It couldn't be happening to me. I recognized all the women and some of the men in front of me. They were all my coworkers. They were people who saw me every day. I was exposed, physically and mentally. I would have run screaming out of the room if I could have moved. I wanted to sink into the floor and never come out. Oh my god. Everyone knew my kinkiness. I was so exposed. I wouldn't be able to show my face at work again.

In the back of the crowd I saw Ben and Mark beaming at me. Those cads. Would I ever light into Ben when we got home.

All my friends crowded around me and touched and rubbed and consoled me. They knew what a dirty trick had been played on me and most said something. I was so humiliated. Some comments weren't helpful. I heard, "I've never seen such a deep blush. Do you think she's embarrassed?" I felt fingers deep in my pussy, inside my labia penetrating my vagina. "She's real wet. I think she likes this."

It was true, my pussy was getting wet. I could feel the droplets running inside my pussy. I would be dripping soon.

Ben walked up and took off the spreader bar and took the ball gag off me. He held a water bottle to my lips and I drank most of it. Then he kissed me for a long time. He whispered in my ear, "Stacey, my love. I invited all the friends and coworkers of yours I could find to come see you as my property. I've wanted to commit to share my life with you ever since we met. I've been afraid of rejection, I'm ashamed to say. This is your time to decide. Will you be mine from now on?"

I whispered back, "Of course you dolt. I've wanted you ever since I saw you. I'm your love slave forever. Now get rid of these people and take me to bed."

He laughed and said, "A couple of more things to do first, but it won't be long."

He took my leash off the post, turned to the crowd and said, " Good evening. I'm Ben Sikes and I am Stacey's owner. She is my ponygirl and slave. Its only recently Stacey has realized where her happiness lay. I invited you here to meet the new Stacey. Admire the courage and insight that led her to throw off society's restraints and be herself. It may look like she's not free to make a choice, but she is and will show you now. Stacey, kneel. Submit."

I knelt and said, "Master, I am Stacey, your slave. I am your property forever and will obey you completely in all things. Command me Master.”

My master said, "I, Ben Sikes accept your submission, Stacey. I will care for you and command you. You are now my most cherished possession."

Tears filled my eyes as I was accepted by my master. The crowd of people cheered and clapped. I expected him to order me to stand and kiss me to seal our oaths, but he didn't. He looked at me and smiled. He said, "one more thing, Stacey. He took a small box out of his coat pocket and opened it. It was too high for me to see in it. He slowly lowered it for me to see. It was a ring with an inset diamond. But it was too big.

"Master, it’s too big for my finger." Duh. It’s a nose ring and it’s not a temporary one. Well, I'm sure not going back to work anyway. Lots of women are getting nose jewelry now. Why not. I can start a new trend. On the plus side, it’s going to be a lot harder to lose this ring.

"You know where it goes. Connie is going to put it on you now." He handed my leash to Connie who led me out of the room and down the hall to the room where I started only yesterday. One of the stable boys followed us. He held my head steady while Connie did her magic. First she removed the temporary ring. Then she painted a topical anesthetic and antibacterial solution in my nostrils. When I was numb, she stuck the piercing gun in my nose, snap and it hurts. She set the grommet next. Finally she inserted the two halves of the permanent ring and squeezed them together. I heard the tiny clicks as the locks engaged. It wasn't until she was done that I learned it was heavier than the temporary one.  Also she had threaded the leash on this one too.

"Connie," I said, " why do I still have a leash?"

"Because your training isn't over yet, Stacey. Not until tomorrow night. Your owner may want you to wear it after that, anyway."

Shit, I thought. He might at that.

Connie led me to a mirror. I was thrilled to see what I looked like. I was gorgeous. I looked like a party pony from the picture book. I was slim and my nose ring's diamond caught the light and sparkled brilliantly. The lavender harness and bridle made me look festive. I smiled at the sight. This was what I've dreamed of all my life. I was owned by a fantastic man. I felt like skipping and dancing back to the party.

Connie handed my leash back to Ben who beamed at me. He led me around to all the people I knew. I didn't know what to feel. I was proud of my commitment and the huge diamond in my ring. It irked me that I couldn't see it without a mirror. I was also unbearably embarrassed for my friends and coworkers to see me like this. Helpless, led around on a leash, my private parts totally exposed. Even though I wanted to be Ben's ponygirl, it was embarrassing to be so helpless. and vulnerable.

At last Ben took me to Lisa and Malcolm, who held her leash.

Malcolm said, "congratulations to you both. It looks like you are both getting what you want. Is being a ponygirl suiting you, Stacey?"

"Master, I am having a hard time deciding how I feel.  I mean I have so many feeling fighting inside me, I don't know how to describe how I feel."

Ben said, "Describe what you're feeling now."

Master, you are the cause of all my feelings and I'm sure many were intentional. I love you. I hate you. I'm less than the dirt beneath your chariot wheels. I'm deliriously happy. I'm miserable all my friends saw me like this. I'm happy to get deception out of the way so I can be myself. I hate it that I'm so helpless and vulnerable. I love it that you will take care of me. I want to be a independent and show he world what a woman can do. I want to be your complete submissive and do exactly what you want. I'm so screwed up and I want you to screw me now. There. I think that's a pretty complete list of my feelings."

"Bravo," said Malcolm, "succinct and it shows you are happier than any other woman in the place."

Lisa stamped her feet and shook her head to the great jingling of her bells.

Ben said, "Malcolm, I think your pony wants to say something."

Malcolm looked at Lisa and asked, "Lisa, would you like to say something?"

Lisa nodded yes, emphatically.

Malcolm asked, "Lisa,  will you remember to address your betters with proper respect?"

Lisa nodded yes, emphatically.

Malcolm loosened her gag and eased it out of her mouth. He left if laying around her neck. "What would you like to say, Lisa?"

She said, "Master, I just wanted to say that I was just as happy as Stacey."

Malcolm asked, "But Lisa, Stacey has been accepted by Ben as his slave girl. How can you be as happy?"

Lisa said, Master, I an just as happy as Stacey because I love being a ponygirl and you are my owner. I think that's making me as happy as Stacey."

"Oh," said Malcolm, "but I am only your temporary owner, until Sunday night. Won't you be less happy when I'm gone?"

"Master, would you accept me as your slave?"

Malcolm looked at her a moment and said, "Lisa, you haven't submitted to me and that's a big decision. It may take me some time to decide. Anyway you've had a lot of sexual activity this past day and a half. Are you certain having one master would satisfy you?

Lisa whined, "Master, that wasn't my choice I was helpless. Lots of men just kept sticking themselves in me. I was always thinking of you." She started to cry. I wanted to cry too.

Ben looked at me then Lisa, then said, "Girls, neither Malcolm or I would let anyone else take you. Only Malcolm and I entered you. I loved Stacey and Malcolm loved Lisa. You're still only ours."

My heart swelled so much. I sidled up to Ben and whispered, "Take me to bed you stud. I need reminding."

But, fate intervened. Connie dinged a glass with a spoon and announced, "Dinner will be served in a minute or two. Find your places at the table, please."


Chapter  17 :  Dinner

Ben and Malcolm led Lisa and I to the table. It looked normal. There were chairs and place settings for everyone.  Ben and Malcolm found our places. Ben seated me. I felt strange. I was still in ponygirl harness so I couldn't use my hands. The big lavender plume on my bridle would hit the person across from me if I bent over to eat. I looked at my master and he smiled and said, "just wait a moment."

After the group settled down, Connie gave instructions. "Ponygirls are not allowed to use their hands for eating. Lisa and Stacey's hands are locked tight. We have several guests who are sampling ponygirl restrictions tonight. We'll let them see what eating without hands feels like. There are two ways we do this with ponygirls. One way is to just put their food in a bowl and let them cope. The other way is to feed them by hand. Most owners find this appealing it time permits. So, You owners who have a girl's leash, turn their chairs sideways and make them kneel for the soup course. Their hands will remain cuffed for the meal. Any other woman that wants to try this, kneel on your chair and cross your hands behind you."

All us girls with leashes were put on our chairs in moments. Three other women got on their chairs. Two men stood up and went to talk to Connie. Connie stood up and said loudly, Two more women have decided to try out the nose rings. There will be a short delay while they are fitted. If you ladies will follow me, I'll get you ready."

Two women went out the door after her. Both were people I knew from work.

Connie came back leading them by their leashes and I saw their hands were cuffed behind them. Both women were smiling a little shyly. Connie took them to the empty chairs and their owners took their leashes and helped them up on the chairs. Connie went back to her chair and rung a small bell.

The kitchen door opened and the four ponygirls I had seen earlier served the soup. While they were serving, Connie said, "everyone watch the ponygirls eat their soup. Lisa and Stacey have had some practice with eating this way and the others have not. The soup is warm so be careful. It can be messy which isn't a problem for ponygirls harnesses. But may be for some delicate material on the others. Owners, you may want to remove some delicate fabrics from harms way. If so, just stand up and one of the staff will help you with your pony's cuffs."

Five men popped up like Jack-In-The-Boxes. Connie, the stable boys Mark, and the Trainer went to help. Soon all five women were topless. I remembered my first 'date' with Ben. I was the only naked, cuffed woman in the room. It was embarrassing and exciting. I looked at the faces of the newly topless women. All looked like I had felt that first time: scared and proud. I saw that two of the women I knew had nipple rings nearly as large as mine. I never would have guessed. They were so proper at work.

The staff went back to their seats and Connie said, "OK, let's see how they do. The rest of you can eat whenever you're ready."

Ben reached up and took the lavender plume out of its holder and laid it on the floor between us. I heard him command me, "eat your soup."

I said, "yes, master," and I leaned forward until I could lap up the soup with my tongue. I lapped and lapped. It was a slow way to eat a liquid, but the soup was thick and good. Master held my leash up so I didn't drag it in the soup. When I finished I raised up to a proper kneel on the chair. Master used my napkin to clean a drop of soup off my nose ring. I saw the other women had finished. One of them had a hard time, apparently. She had soup all over her breasts and face.

Connie said, "Please give our volunteers a hand. They are quite brave and beautiful." Applause. The topless volunteers blushed.

"The other way we usually feed our ponygirls is by hand. You can leave them where they are or have them sit back down. Just feed them by hand. This is an excellent way to monitor and control the type and amount of food your pony eats. If you want her a little slimmer, leave more food on her plate. Ponygirls learn not to complain. Their nipples are so handy for correction.

I looked at master. He smiled and said, "stay."

The ponygirls removed the soup bowls and brought meal plates out.

Master cut up my meat and fed it to me steadily. One fork for him, one for me. He fed me the meat and vegetables. He left the potatoes and bread on the plate. I got to use a straw to drink my water. Desert was brought out and he gave me one bite. One bite. Rats.


Chapter  18 :  Demonstration

When everyone had finished, the dishes were cleared. The Trainer stood up and announced, "What we do here is train females to be ponygirls. Now we're going to let all of you experience a pony ride. We are going to hitch the ponies to carriages and let you all take a turn driving them for a few minutes. You will see why owners like this sport so much as well as see our ponies in action. It is a beautiful sight. If any woman here wants to try being a pony, just tell one of the staff and we'll get it done. Ponies come here."

Master got me down, put my plume back on, and I went to the Trainer. He and the stable boys each took two leashes and led us to the indoor arena. Everyone else followed. I heard Connie answering questions and explaining the equipment and process. My bit and reins were put on and I was hitched to a carriage. There were six of us lined up in single file.

The Trainer gathered the guests and said, "Each of you will guide a pony around the arena. I want you to take them twice around the outside wall then park them back here at the end of the line. In theory it is very simple. This is a method used for centuries to guide beasts much dumber than a ponygirl. Shake the reins to go faster, pull them both toward you to slow down. Pull the left rein to go left. The right to go right. Simple, but it takes time for a new rider to learn his or her limits. BE GENTLE. All your commands pull on her mouth. Make slow turns. For this demonstration the ponies will not gallop or run at full speed. They will only have two speeds: walk and trot. A trot is what a runner would call a jog. Understand?"

Everyone showed agreement somehow.

"Ben, would you take Stacey and demonstrate?"

My master got on my carriage and shook my reins. I walked ahead. I was proud of my appearance and tried to do a perfect high step. I kept my head up and my breasts thrust out. I wanted all my friends to see me as a perfect ponygirl.

I felt the reins shake again so I trotted. I loved feeling the gentle pull on my bit. My master knew I was trying to obey him precisely and his touch was gentle. Twice around the arena and master steered me to the back of the line. I felt him dismount and tie my reins to the hitching rail beside me.

The stable boys took up positions around the arena to help anyone in trouble. I watched as guests were seated and fumbled with the reins. Then they would be off. Soon it was my turn and I saw a girl take my reins off the rail. It was Ariane. Where had she been? Then I remembered, it had only been three days since I last saw her, and she put me in my first harness. She ran a hand over my breast and said, "I know you wanted this. I'm glad I could help." She flicked the bell dangling from my nipple and I felt a rush of excitement and fear. What did she mean? Who was she? And what was she to me or Ben?

I felt her climb on the carriage. The Trainer gave her a review of the instructions. Then she shook my reins and pulled on the left one. I walked on and turned left. She steered me in a series of s-curves around the arena. Her use of the reins was sure and gentle. She was a natural or she had done this before. I loved the sound of my bells as I trotted along. The cool air flowing into my inner recesses was new. I liked it. Talk about air conditioning. My arousal grew as I trotted, under the total control of my driver. Ariane. What had she meant? Is she a ponygirl, too? She took me up to a trot and continued the s-curves around the arena. She parked me expertly at the back of the line and tied my reins off.

She stood in front of me and said, "You're a beautiful, obedient and responsive ponygirl. I would relish the opportunity to take you for a real run. She put a finger through my left nipple ring and pulled me closer. Her right hand ran over my inner pussy, between my ringed and opened labia lips. I gasped at the brazenness, and my instant arousal. Suddenly I knew where I had seen her. She was in my dream. I shook my head. I needed to ask her who she was, how she was in my dream. I fought my bonds but nothing gave, of course. I wanted her to stick her fingers a little deeper. I moaned and she did go deeper. I had an instant mini-orgasm. My belly clenched and my whole body spasmed. She kissed my mouth around the bit and rubbed her fingers on my nose, leaving the scent of my arousal to linger. She said, "Only another ponygirl can do that for you. She released me and walked away as I trembled, helpless in my tack.

Three more guests took me around the arena. The two men fondled my breasts. The woman stroked my opened pussy. None were as good a driver as Ariane, but none hurt me either.

The staff unhitched us and took us all into the training building. The guests followed. The Trainer announced he would show them how to use the whip to give us an orgasm. I was excited. Any orgasm was great. I was also humiliated all over again. It was one thing to be shown off. It was entirely different to be whipped to a forced orgasm by some strangers.

As I looked at the crowd, I saw Ariane watching me like a hawk. I hoped she did me. She looked like she was lusting after me. Not a bad way to get an orgasm even if there was a large audience. After all, what did I care what they thought of me?

All the ponygirls wore leather bracelets strapped on their wrists. They freed our arms and fastened our wrists together in front. Pulleys were used to raise us off our feet in a straight line of dangling girls. The Trainer stood beside Lisa. I wanted Ben to do me, but I still bitted so I couldn't ask.

The Trainer was skilled and Lisa had her first orgasm after five strokes. He spaced them out and he told the crowd to rub her breasts and pussy before each stroke. Then to start finger fucking us after the third stroke. He said even the coldest of women would orgasm within six strokes if they were handled this way. Lisa did, her moans started plaintively on the first stroke.  They became supplicating, inviting on the third. She exploded with great spasms and a gush of love juice on the fifth stroke. I wanted mine to start.

He handed out five more whips to the crowd, three men and three women. I saw Ariane standing beside Ben. Ben motioned to the Trainer who handed a whip to Ariane. Does Ben know her? Her smile of triumph was scary. She claimed me as I knew she would. Ariane stood touching me. My bare nipples rubbing her soft dress just above her nipples. She was a little taller than me, but my toes were an inch off the ground. She said, "I want you to return the favor, someday."

The Trainer talked the whip wielders through the procedure. I was already aroused when her fingers touched me. I squirmed and moaned. I lifted my feet trying to get at the tickle in my pussy. No good of course. The first stripe was fiery and spread instantly to my core. I was so hot, so horny, so ready to come. Her busy fingers swirled all around my inner lips I could feel my juice running down my thighs. What a waste I thought. I was lubricating my love canal for the cock that wouldn't come. I felt a loss for my empty pussy when the third stripe caressed my ass. I came the instant her fingers touched my inner pussy. I moaned and bucked.

The Trainer walked to me, caressed my cheek, and said to Ariane, "Stacey is hot. She'll come before anyone else. Keep going and see if you can get her to come again by number six."

Ariane whispered in my ear, "I knew you were hot when I first saw you. You exude sex. I don't know why someone hasn't claimed you long ago. I'm going to hit you very hard the next three times. I bet you'll come before number six. I think you're a pain slut besides everything else."

I shook my head. I wasn't a pain slut. I didn't get off just on pain I needed more. OK, I liked getting my ass warmed. That seemed to trigger my orgasm as quick as being fucked hard. But it was better, stronger if they came together. Damn this bit. I wanted to explain. I wanted Ariane to like me for other things than just pain. I needed to talk to her, to find out what was going on.

Swish, Splat. It was too hard. I was sure I was bleeding. It stung like all the others together. My pussy was aflame. My ass hurt. Her fingers were strong and demanding. She wasn't just rubbing my pussy. She was demanding I produce. It was making me incredibly aroused. I was such a submissive slut. I moaned through my gag. I kicked my legs wildly and I swung in a circle.

Swish, splat. So hard. So demanding, so forceful. My arousal crescendoed. As she thrust her fingers in me I came again, My love juices gushed onto the floor and ran down my legs. I was lost in the throes of a huge orgasm. I felt my insides contract over and over around my empty love canal. I was so empty. The orgasm was fantastic but I was hollow. I needed a cock in me to let me feel complete. My moans were loud and more like a wail.

I opened my eyes and saw the Trainer standing beside Ariane. He said, "Yep, quite a hottie. You know, she's longing for a cock. Try this." He gave her a dildo on a short stick. She smiled broadly and said, "Stacey, honey, there's just one more thing you need. She squatted down and thrust the dildo into my love canal with ease. I was so ready, so well lubricated there was only slight resistance. But on my inside, the pussy was having a fit. I had been missing this and as Ariane pumped me, my arousal spiked in joy. I came again.

I must have fainted because when I opened my eyes, there was a different person, a man standing in front of me with a whip. I looked for Ariane, but didn't see her.

I had five more orgasms from three different people before everyone had their turn at us. The Trainer and stable boys let us down and fastened our hands back behind us. My leash was handed to Ben and Lisa's to Malcolm. They took us to the back wall and watched the new girls. All five of the female guests who chose to experience a ponygirl's life were strung up like we had been.  The Trainer helped their men give them several whip orgasms.

I expected to be taken back to my stall but Ben led me into the main building and up to an apartment on the second floor. He took all my harness and bridle off and cuffed my hands behind me then he gave me a wonderful hot bath. He sat me in the steaming water and added bubble bath and washed me all over with a big sponge. Then he let me soak.

I wasn't gagged or bitted so I asked, "Master, do you know anything about Ariane?"

"Who?"

"All right. This is going to sound strange, but please just humor me, Master. I've had a 'friend' since the day we met. I think she's my guardian angel. most of the time other people can't see her. I think you helped her get one of the first whips when the Trainer was distributing them."

He thought a moment and replied, "did you say you met a woman from your dream? Well, I remember a woman did ask me to help get her a whip. I waved to the Trainer and he obliged. I think she went to you then."

"I'm sure I know her. She was also in my dream, but so was Lisa. I may be suffering hallucinations, but I don't think so."

He got me dried off and took me back to the bed. He locked a long chain to my collar and freed my hands. We made wonderful love in the missionary position for a great orgasm. Sometimes the old ways are the best. Then my down time was up. He harnessed me, locked my hands back behind me and led me back to my stall. He said he couldn't stay so I had to go back to be ready for the rest of my training. I didn't mind. I was tired and my pussy was tender from all its playing around.

I lay there for a moment, near sleep. When I heard Ariane say, "I'm not a hallucination, I'm your friend and you are about to get your fondest wish. Don't be scared of change."

I looked at her. She was wearing a harness and collar like mine. She wasn't chained to the wall and her hands were free.

I said, "Ariane, I'm so confused. I may be going crazy. What are you? Are you human?"

"Stacey," she said, "Don't worry. I'm human. Think of me as a witch. A good witch who is concerned for your safety and happiness. So is Ben. Love him. I've got to go. Get some sleep." She vanished.


Chapter  19 :  Race

By now my stall felt like home. I woke up, crawled to have a drink of water and some of the usual food from my bowl. Then I relieved my bladder over the drain on my way back to the mattress. My body felt like it had been run over, but it was a good feeling of having done well in my role as pony. It took a while before the boys came to make me ready.  I was lying and looking at a ray of pale sunlight coming in from the windows high up on the wall above me. I smiled and counted the number of times I had come.

When the boys finally came in they took a long time in washing me. They generally took good care of my body. The massaged my sore limbs and oiled the marks from the night before. Then they harnessed me as usual. I was beginning to feel rather comfortable in the leather attire. First I had had a strange feeling of being naked, and then when I got all the leather gear on, I felt like I was ‘dressed.’

They took me to the milking stall and strapped me down. I liked being milked.  So I cooperated and drifted into sub space as the machine started sucking my breasts. I felt a cock at my sopping wet entrance. It slipped inside easily. I didn't feel his balls or groin against mine. Must have a really long schlong, I thought giggly. Then he started his rhythm, and kicking my arousal upward. I just felt the cock, nothing else. I wasn't blindfolded either. What was happening. It was so hard to think as my arousal fogged my mind. He threw me over into a blinding orgasm. It was a big one, I spasmed everywhere but he didn't even pause, just kept pumping me back up. After my third orgasm I was astounded at his control. He hadn't come yet and was still going strong. He was a fucking machine. Wait. Was 'he' a fucking machine? Had my luscious body orgasmed to a machine? I was incensed. How dare they do this to me. Even ponygirl's rated a human fuck! I felt so helpless, so much livestock. Then some sense returned. How was a fucking machine different from a milking machine? Both made me come. Both made me feel good. Both made me feel like I was being pleasured by men.  But men who had more important uses for their time and employed machines to tend their females needs. Talk about objectification. I should be happy my men didn't just stick me in a cage until they wanted pleasure from my body. Millions of females have had that done to them. I was much better off when my men played with me a lot. 'I came again with full knowledge my men had set a tireless robot to fuck me. I was not as happy as I would have been with a real cock in me, but they didn't care what I preferred. The important thing was my body couldn't tell the difference and came when they wanted it to.

One of the stable boys came and pulled the machine out of me and unstrapped me. I looked at the fucking machine. It was so simple. A wet dildo on a rod. An electric motor used a cam to run the rod in and out. The dildo spun as it moved. I stared at the simple device and felt my submission wash over me. Not to the simple pleasure machine, but to my master whose control over me was total.

I knew that my body and openings were for everybody’s free use – but I was not even allowed to scratch my nose. He put the clit clamp on me. Then he took me to the riding house and gave me a quick warm up by letting me run in circles on a lunge. He hitched me to a carriage and tied my reins to a handy ring. Just livestock longing for her master to use her.

Shortly afterwards Lisa was lead in, and had the same warm up. She too was hitched to a cart and reined to another ring in the wall a few meters away.

Then they brought Ellen in. She was walking proudly in her reins – a total transformation from the party last night. She was reined (with her cart) to the third ring in the wall beside them. She had been very calm during this. The boys came in and took her out for a warm-up spin around the arena with the cart.

I thought to myself that we must be a beautiful, but strange sight.  The three of us, waiting for our drivers, our masters. The picture book didn't have anything like this. I recalled pictures of boats tired up at a dock, waiting for their crews to take them out. How fitting. Ponies were motors for our masters. We could do so much more than a motor or the wind. Yet in the deepest sense we were affirmation that men were masters of women as well as the world.

They did not have to wait long till the Trainer, Mark, James, and Malcolm came in. Malcolm went straight to Lisa and caressed her; Ben came to me, and James walked round Ellen.

The Trainer said, in a loud voice, "Stacey and Lisa, today ends your stay with us. Ellen is just starting her time. We have a tradition of ending one's first session with a race. It is friendly and you will get some photos you can cherish forever. The race is twice around the racetrack. Remember this is a friendly race. Do your best and make us proud of you. Drivers, please take your seats. Take your ponies to the track and trot them once around to warm them up. Then line up on the starting line. Remember the race is twice around to the starting line again. We will take several photos of each pony as they run. Go."

Ben untied my reins and backed me up ten feet. I felt him climb onto the carriage. This was my time of greatest concentration. I was sensitive to the slightest movement of my reins. I knew where Lisa and Ellen were standing or moving. I was like a bat. I correlated every sound with a pony or rider. Neither Connie, nor Mark, nor the Trainer existed in my ponygirl world. Only my driver and other ponygirls were near and I knew what they were doing. I heard the crunch of Ellen's wheels as James steered her to my left. I knew Lisa hadn't moved yet from her tether. I could feel Ben holding my reins, just looking at me.

Ben guided me to the racetrack and around it at a trot. He edged me up to the line. I was ready. The trainer had put blinkers on my bridle so I only had a narrow view. Connie acted as starter. I had the inner lane. Next to me was Lisa with Ellen on the outside. Lisa and I were standing quite still in anticipation. Ellen was stepping back and forth and sideways, eager to go.

Connie counted down from 3 we were off in a smooth start. I only felt the whip at the start as Ben urged me on. I ran well, managing to get in front before the first corner.

I could hear the others close behind me and increased speed on the long straight sides. In the corners, Ben helped me by starting the pull on the bit at just the right time.  He matched my turn to the fence's curve. With the blinkers I couldn't see the fence unless I turned too sharply. That would increase the chance of impacting the fence. I panted and sweat was running down my entire body.

For the first lap I was bothered by the weight dancing and pulling on my nipples and labia. On the second lap I forgot them entirely. I focused on running as hard as I could. I was surprised when Ben pulled back on my reins in the first straightaway. He wanted me to slow? But I obeyed and felt terrible as both Lisa and Ellen passed me. I was still running, just a little slower. I had been tired but excited to be ahead all the way when Ben slowed me down. When we were in the middle of the final turn he reversed that. I felt the reins slap my shoulders and loosen. I heard, "Giddy up girl" from him and I felt his whip caress both my ass cheeks. I jumped and flew like the wind. I came closer to Ellen and Lisa with every step. Past Ellen then Lisa was only a few feet in front of me. The distance closed with every step, then I passed her. The finish line was only steps away. I flew across it running as hard as I ever had.

Our drivers walked us around the track once after the race. We were all sweating and drooling around our bits, but we all walked tall. We had completed our first race.

Ellen seemed to have liked it. The men were all gathered around her, feeling her muscles and praising her efforts. She looked rather proud for the first time during her stay. I was taken back to my stall and dried off. They locked a chain to my collar, holding me to the back wall.

The boys blindfolded me before they went out. I did not know who came in. It could have been any of them. The person locked me bent over in the metal rack in the end of the room, legs spread and head locked in place. A fucking/whipping rack. Someone whipped the back of my upper legs with a thin whip, until I orgasmed. Then he fucked me. What a fitting end to my stay.

This was the last humiliation. After which I was crying and almost unconscious in the bar arrangement until the boys came back.

They took all the leather off me. All the metal stayed: collar, rings, and leash. My labia rings were unhooked from the chains but he chains were left on me, just dangling. Then I was washed and finally I was blindfolded, hands cuffed behind me, and placed in the stall.

After a while unseen hands released me, and escorted me back to the original dressing room.

I waited there a while, sensed that Lisa was brought in, then my cuffs were removed. Connie said, “All done girls, Leave the gags and blindfolds in the box and get dressed."

I unbuckled the blindfold, pulled it off, and looked around. Lisa was sitting beside me. I took off my gag. Something was wrong. Lisa was naked - no rings or collar. I still had all the metal on and in me. When she had her gag and blindfold off I asked, "Lisa, when did they take off your collar and rings."

She looked at me and exclaimed, "Oh. My. God. You still have all those. Why?"

I said, "I'll have to find out. We got dressed and went to the lobby. Connie, Ben, and Malcolm were waiting.

I hurried to Ben and he took me in his arms. We kissed and after that I asked, "Master, why am I still collared and ringed?"

Ben smiled and said, because you are my slave girl and I asked Connie to leave them on you. You know you're not going back to your old job, don't you?"

I just stared at him. I didn't know what to say. Was he planning on keeping me chained in his apartment?

Lisa, all cheery and happy, said, "Cool. Can we stay here and finish our training?

"No, sorry. We're already booked for the next few days, but we would like to have you come back again," Connie smiled.

"You are welcome anytime," Mark assured us.

"Where's the Trainer and James?" I asked, just to change the subject. I think the matter of my collar and rings is something Master and I should discuss in private.

‘Well, the Trainer is busy. He does not talk to the ponies, when they are out of training. He prefers to know them only as ponies. James has just left for the city. I was to convey their warmest regards, and say that they really liked you’, Mark replied.

"Well, what was the best thing about this?", Connie asked.

"The race, The harness, the control, the milking, the sex. We both named a lot of things, but started laughing.  We could not agree to what was the best experience they had had. But they both agree the food was the worst thing.

Mark laughed: "Ponies usually get the same healthy, tasteless food every day. We keep small chocolates for treats for when a pony does something especially good."

"Hey, " I said, "I never got a treat."

Lisa said, "You must not have been good. I got a treat."

Indignant, "I was good the whole time."

"Life's not fair. Sorry," said Lisa.

We talked a while longer about the food and laughed a bit more. They ate some of the food Connie had laid out for them.

They continued to talk about the events of the weekend, as if they were discussing a routine event. I was surprised to hear them blandly discussing milking and whipping girls. It happened a lot and I liked it when it happened. They wanted to hear any ideas for improving the training or facilities. I was curious whether anything we experienced was not routine. They assured us that everything done to us had been done to hundreds of other girls before us. Finally Mark said: ‘Well, this seems to be goodbye for now. Here’s our card, so you can call us for another appointment, if you so desire. Is there anything else you would like before Connie takes you back?’

We went outside to go home. Ben stopped me as Connie, Lisa, and Malcolm climbed into the limo. Ben said, "Guys, Stacey and I have a different destination. We'll take my car and we'll' talk to you in a few days." Ben led me to a Range Rover and seated me in the passenger seat. I watched the limo's taillights as it drove down the gravel road from the farm.


Chapter  20 :  Ben's Home

It was out of sight before Ben started the car. He made a u-turn and drove further into the farm. We turned onto a road I had not run on and soon stopped in front of a big, sprawling house. We got out and went inside. A butler, a god damned butler, opened the door for us. He said, "welcome home Mr. Sikes, Ms. Sanders."

I stopped and turned to Ben. I opened my mouth but nothing came out. Finally, I managed to squeak, "H..home?"

Ben smiled and said, "Stacey, this is Anders. He's taken care of me for thirty years. He will take care of you when I'm away. He manages this place for me and while you've been at the farm, I've had all our things moved here. Not that you will need much of your stuff."

Now that sounded ominous. I didn't dare ask why, because the answer might not be what I wanted, Not that I knew what I wanted. I remembered submitting to him, but I didn't really know what that was going to mean.

He led me into a room with several chairs facing each other, maybe what was called a sitting room. He said, "give me your clothes, Stacey."

I looked at him for a moment then remembered the last few days and said, "yes, master." I undressed and handed everything to him. He put it on a chair. and said, "kneel."

I did and he smiled, "spread your knees, arch your back, stick out your breasts, and head up."

I adjusted my posture.

He took my still dangling leash in his hand and said, Stacey, you are my slave girl, my ponygirl and my woman. I promised to care for you and I will. I have some things to tell you. I inherited this farm and the businesses where I work. I'm quite well off. Connie and Mark run the pony farm for me. I own the brokerage and all its offices. I only had that apartment to reduce my commute. You don't have to work anymore and you'll devote your time to becoming the best ponygirl possible. Anders and the rest of the staff know about me and you. I showed them the video of your submission. They have orders to treat you as my slave girl. You will be kept restrained at all times. Do you understand everything I just said?"

"Yes, master, I do."

"Do you have any problem with your position here?"

"No, master. When I submitted to you, I understood I had given up all rights to be independent."

"Good. There is only one decision you can make from now on. You can choose to leave. If you do I will pay you for your time spent here at the rate of your current job, plus inflation."

"So, master, I'm an employee?"

"No lip you ungrateful slave girl, or I may have to spank you."

"I don't believe you'd hit an innocent girl. You'll have to show me, master."

"Later, slave. Let's go see the house. Stand up. He cuffed my hands behind me. and led me through the house. I was introduced to the staff as 'Stacey, my slave girl.' I didn't mind. It was true. I met the cook, Corrine, and three maids, a groundskeeper and two guards. There were more guards but they worked different shifts. All of them knew about me and my oath.

Every room we toured had a pile of chain attached to a wall ring or sometimes a floor ring, just for me. He said my hands would be free only when I was secured. I didn't want to leave anyway. He took me to his office, sat down, and had me kneel in front of him.

"Stacey, If you stay with me, I will keep you as my slave girl at all times. You will also be my ponygirl. Your training will continue until the Trainer says you are fully trained. Lisa may take the training with you. I will have you pull me on the farm and maybe other places. You will always be under strict control. On rare occasions I may take you to somewhere else to show you off. Now is a good time for you to decide if you want this. So, Stacey Sanders, do you choose to be my slavegirl and ponygirl? I want a definitive statement."

I saw Ariane standing behind Master. She was nodding her head, yes..

I said, "Yes, Master. I want to be your ponygirl and slavegirl. I want to wear your chains and pleasure you."

"OK. I have some papers for you to sign. They basically put all of your assets into a trust. I am paying your salary into that trust. The trust reverts to me after ten years. I assume that's long enough for you to be sure of your decision?"

"You can have everything of mine now master. I'm your property forever."

Nevertheless. There is also a statement of what you've agreed to which Anders and Lisa will witness. Ready to start your new life?"

"Yes, Master."

He took me out of the house and to a shop building. The smith put shiny steel bands on my wrists and ankles, the anklets were joined by a chain. Ariane watched the smith chain me. She was naked. A tight steel band was placed around my waist. The collar was unlocked from my neck and replaced with one without a lock.

Ariane walked up to me and said, "none of your bands have keys. You will wear these forever."

I was shocked when Ben said, "Ariane is correct. These will never be removed."

I spoke softly, "Master, you can see Ariane, hear her?"

Ben smiled and said, "Of course. She has been my slave for a long time, Isn't that right, Ariane?"

She said, "yes, Master."

Nothing made sense. I said, "but Ariane, you said you were my friend. You helped me."

She smiled, "Yes, Stacey. I am and I did."

I was so confused. "But sometimes people can't see you and sometimes you vanish and appear like magic."

She smiled again and said, "Stacey, the world is much more complex than you know. You will learn. And you will always be happy."

I believed her and I was glad. I wanted some more certainty in my life. I wanted to be his property forever and ever. I never wanted to have to decide anything again.

Master took me to a wall and locked one of my cuffs to a ring. He went back to Ariane and said, "your turn."

She said, "as you wish, Master." She smiled at me. He raised his hands and clapped twice. My eyes were drawn to his hands, but I saw nothing out of the ordinary. I looked back at Ariane and she now wore an exact duplicate of my restraints. Every ring, chain, band, and collar I had, she wore too.

Master locked her leash to the back of my collar , released my wrist and led us back to the house and to his bedroom.

He locked a chain on my collar and went into the bathroom.

Ariane pushed me back onto the bed and lowered her head into my ringed pussy. A few laps with her tongue and I was in heaven. I put my hands in her hair and held her there while she licked and sucked. When she sucked my clit into her mouth and nibbled it, I exploded. I bucked and screamed my pleasure. My orgasm was huge and I made a wet spot two feet across. When I let her head up, I saw my juices dripping from her eyelashes.

She smiled and said, "Stacey, your orgasms are quite powerful. Now do me." She took my hands in hers and pulled me up off the bed. She lay down where I had been and pulled me to her by my leash. Damned handy things, a woman's leash. It makes us so tractable, so docile.

I lowered my head into her pussy and played with her rings for a second. I felt her tremble under me. Then I got busy with my tongue. She tasted sweet, and strong. Her musk was overwhelming and so erotic. I stroked and sucked. I shoved my tongue between her nether lips. I moved my head up and down, I tasted her love juices oozing out of her love canal. Her moans were getting louder and hoarser. I sucked her clit into my mouth and nibbled at its tip. She convulsed with a scream of pleasure and came with the force of volcano. Her juices spurted out of her and coated my face. I sucked and licked, trying to get all of her nectar. I could get addicted to this taste, I thought.

She relaxed into post coital pleasure and let go of my leash. I raised my head and said, "You come well too, Ariane." I rolled over and lay beside her. I played with her nipple rings and she moaned and rolled toward me.

She said, "Stacey, you're too sexy for this world. You need to come to mine. You'll like it."

"Your world? Where's that?"

"In your dreams. Would you like to visit again?"

"Again?"

She said, "You were there once. Ponygirl, remember?"

"That was real?"

She said, "Stacey, remember when I said the world was more complex than you knew? It’s much more complex than you know. What makes this world real and the one you call a dream any less real?"

"I don't know. When I wake up I'm here."

"Are you sure? Could it be that here you're asleep and there you're awake? All you know is that to switch you have to sleep. Right? Would it surprise you to learn there are more than two places you can be?"

Master came out of the bathroom. He was naked and looked like a Greek God. He said, "Don't confuse her, Ariane. Play with her breasts.”

She got on her knees beside me and let her hands caress my breasts.

He said to me, "Put your hands behind your neck and leave them there." I did and he spread my legs and took me, the old fashioned way. I climaxed twice under his forceful ministrations. The last time coincided with his orgasm.

He unlocked Ariane's leash from my collar and chained both of us to the floor, one on each side of the bed. He threw a blanket to me and lay down on the bed. He was soon asleep. I followed quickly. It had been a full, tiring day.

The next morning, Ben was gone and The staff got us up, cleaned, and fed. The Trainer put both Ariane and I in ponygirl harness, took us outside, and hitched us to a carriage. This was the first time I had seen a carriage designed for two ponygirls. He drove us to the pony farm and my real training started.

He worked us into the ground. We walked and trotted and ran flat out until we couldn't move. A brief rest and do it again. We both received the same treatments. An enema early on, train hard. Then milked and fucked and whipped to orgasm, fed a little, then run some more. It seemed to be a regular cycle. We were run through it three times that first day. The Trainer drove us back to Ben's house about dark. Both Ariane and I were exhausted, sweating, and well fucked. He unhitched us, took us to a barn. The staff took off our harnesses and gave us a shower. Our hands were locked behind us and new make up applied. A woman I didn't know took our leashes and led us into the dining room. I hadn't been here before and was astonished by the table. It had inlaid glass panels and opened up for us. There were two holes in the wooden part of the tabletop. We were knelt in position and the table closed around us, trapping our necks. When it was locked together, Ariane's and my heads stuck through the holes. We were quite helpless, We could talk and eat whatever someone put in our mouths, but that was it. We would be perfect table decorations before and after a meal.

We knelt there a few minutes before a maid came in and set the table. One setting. She smiled at us and said, "Master has such a creative mind. You must be embarrassed and humiliated."

I blushed and Ariane said, "Yes, true. Have you and the other girls played with this table?"

Now the maid blushed and said, "Yes. We do when Master's gone. It is quite humiliating to be so helpless. Even with our hands free, we can't escape or do anything."

Ariane replied, "I know. But being helpless and humiliated makes me aroused. I prefer this to being free. I feel like I'm about to orgasm all the time I'm like this. Don't you?"

The maid's blush grew redder. She said, "Yes, but I'm only a maid. I don't ever get to be a slave girl like you."

"Ariane continued, "You should tell Master how you feel. You're pretty and I'm sure he would consider promoting you to slave girl if you asked."

"The maid asked, "Oh, do you really think so?"

Ariane replied, "I'm sure. A good slave girl is much more valuable than a maid. He might even let you be a ponygirl. Ask him."

The maid left the room, smiling.

I said, "was that nice, trying to talk her into slavery?"

Ariane said, "I've seen more slave girls than you and imagine. They all start out like her, imagining what it would be like. When it happens they are at first shocked at how intense their life has become. Then they fall in love with it and want to never leave it. She will be a great slave girl. Besides, now she's our friend.  She may not  engage in some of the petty nastiness we're helpless to avoid or prevent. Slave girls need as many friends as they can get among the staff. Remember the girls here are jealous of us. They don't know about the joys of submission yet, but they do see us getting more sex in a day than they get in a month. And by desirable men."

Master came in and set down.

I said, "Master, this is an unusual table.  Did you have it made for us?"

"Yes, I saw a picture of one someone had made with a single neck hole and thought it would be expanded. I had it made just for the two of you. I thought dinner should be a festive time and couldn't think of better decorations.  Do you like it?"

"Yes, Master.  It is much better than you having to twist around to feed me.  Will we use it all the time?"

"I think so.  This is a test.  We may find some refinements after we use it a while.  Ariane, what do you think?"

"It’s better than a bowl on the floor. Isn't it more work for you to feed us, though?

"Excellent point.  But if I tire of it I can always have staff feed you while I eat. I don't think I will ever be that busy. You might consider how you will feel if I invite some guests to dine. Maybe a stranger or perhaps someone you know. How would you feel?" Another point is that it helps keep my slaves in a submissive frame of mind.  It reinforces that you are dependent on me for your sustenance.  It’s also better for conversation since only one of us will have food in their mouths at a time. Open, Stacey."  

He put a fork of food in front of me.  I leaned my head forward and opened my mouth.  I grasped the food with my teeth and he removed the fork. 

He fed us one bite at a time while we talked.  Me, Ariane, Master, round and round.  When the meal was over, he opened the table and freed our necks.  He took us in the library and let us read whatever we wanted. Our collars chained to the wall, of course. Master apparently intended to keep us well secured at all times. I liked it.

We went to the games room and played with the bondage furniture for a while. All three of us had great orgasms, judging by the sounds we all made. At bedtime we slept like the first night. Master in the bed and the two slave girls chained on the floor. He gave me another Galantamine pill. I drifted off wondering how I had gotten so lucky?


Chapter  21 :  Ariane's Home

My hands were still locked behind my head when I woke up. I was in bed with my Master? How? He took me in the shower with him and he washed me and rinsed me off. He released my hands from my collar. They were still locked together in front. I brushed my teeth and my hair. A little make up and lipstick. He fed me breakfast and locked my hands behind me. I heard a bell outside and he said, school time and took me outside. There were two men and a pony carriage with four pony girls harnessed in front. There were ten girls fixed just like me behind the carriage. They were in single file, with four feet of chain joining their collars. One of the men came and put me last on the coffle. I heard him say to Master, "We'll be back at five."

Master said, "five. OK."

The man climbed back onto the carriage and we started moving. All of us in the coffle wore ankle chains, so we couldn't go fast. We walked off and they stopped for four more girls before we reached the school. One of the men took the coffle inside a fence and locked the gate behind us. He led us into a building and fastened the coffle chain to a wall ring. He left. In a few minutes the two men who picked us up came back into the room and took us out into a courtyard. Most of the girls were hitched to heavy carts. The man said, "I see you've run in a race. You apparently did well. You're off the cart roster and on the racing roster."

Lisa was in the school with me and I was happy to see her even though we couldn't talk to each other. We were put on a running platform like a treadmill without the control panel. A man strapped me into a harness that went under my arms then hooked it to a chain dangling from the ceiling. I guess to catch me if I fell. The machine started slow then sped up. Its slope changed too. Lisa was on a similar machine They left us on that all morning.

We were taken out and hitched to carriages. The took us to a racetrack and removed our ankle chains. We spent the rest of the day running against each other. Whoever won, got a tiny piece of chocolate for a reward. I won most of them. Hah. But we were extremely close.

I was glad when pony girl training ended. We were all sweating and our legs were shaking. We were fed from bowls on the ground and allowed to visit the toilet. Then I was taken to cooking class. A chain fastened me to a table and my hands were released. Last time I had learned the basics. This time I learned about eggs and soups. Just rudimentary, but I could cook some common things now. Then we practiced reading recipes. Then it was time to go home and we were put back in coffle for the return trip.

Master was waiting when I got home. He kissed me and I melted into him. I was indescribably happy to be home. I never felt this way in Seattle.

Master took me out for dinner. I was scared. Into town naked and chained? He told me not to worry. He said, "Stacey, almost all the women here are just like you. Men like their women dependent. You are in the height of fashion. He locked my hands behind me and put a leash on my collar. He led me outside and we walked. It was only a short walk then we started passing people. Men and women. Master was right. Every woman we passed was naked, hobbled, and leashed. I felt better. Yeah, I was still ashamed of my nudity and chains, but I was no worse than all the other women. It was useless to fight the system. It was determined to keep women under men's thumbs and I was happy with Ben holding my leash. He took us into a restaurant. And found a table. Girls didn't get chairs so I knelt beside him.

There was a musician and the food was good. He fed me with his fork.

After dinner he locked my hands behind my head again. He said it lifts my breasts. I didn't mind. I knew I was a slave girl and I was there to please my master. We walked home.

When I stepped inside, I saw Ariane. She was clothed and had no chains or rings. She was as free and wearing the red dress she had first given me when I met Ben. There was no mistaking it. There were no rings in her nose or nipples.

She said, "welcome to my world, Stacey. How do you like it?"

I stammered, "A..Ariane, I thought all the women here were slaves?"

She said, "No, not in all ways. There are always exceptions. Here and now, you are a slave and ponygirl. Master Ben owns both of us. I am his slave and also your owner. Relationships here are also more complex than in your world. You're going to enjoy it here.  Now, you must remember to address our master as 'Master' and you must address me as 'Mistress.'"

The End
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