
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Witch’s Ponygirl

Saelo Moran


Chapter 1

Vacancy

Malekaris

It was late in the evening when Syra returned to my castle. I was working late in my laboratory, and I was not in a good mood. Syra had served me for years and knew me well. Hence, she looked very nervous when she appeared in the doorway and bowed low.

“Well?” I asked, impatiently, “Report girl! Did you find one?”

“No, my lady. I tried the markets at Sillbridge, Mansteken and even Lokenda. I talked to the factors at all three markets, and they say there hasn’t been an Equina for sale at any market for months. They say the last one was on sale at Sillbridge and she was bought by the Lady Noverogon.

I sat down on my wooden bench and cursed. If there hadn’t been any for sale for months, then that meant that none would be available for months to come. Equina were rare at the best of times. The slave masters only went to their island once a year and never were able to bring back more than a dozen or so at a time. The Equina were reclusive and hard to track down. Their speed, the main reason for their value, made them hard to catch.

Then there was the cost of breaking and training. Equina were highly intelligent. Breaking them to harness took months, even with all the experience the slave masters had.

That made them expensive of course. Not a problem for me or any other witch. But it also made them rare, very rare.

The Conclave was due in four months’ time. My sisters would doubtless all be arriving in their finest carts pulled by their Equina. My last Equina, Sinivari, had died in mysterious circumstances two months ago. I suspected poison, but I had no proof. I had been grief stricken. Sinivari had been beautiful, strong, and incredibly swift. She had served me well for thirty summers. I felt her loss so keenly it felt like it had only happened the day before.

But, without an Equina, I could not attend the Conclave. I would lose status among my sisters. Also, without an Equina I was unable to accept commissions from any domain more than a day’s travel away. That would cost me over time.

“My lady,” asked Syra, “What do we do? You need an Equina.”

“I have a few options, Syra. I could …take one from one of my sisters. Though that would be detected and lead to conflict. Also, the Equina may be loyal to her mistress and unwilling to serve. I could travel to their Isle and seek to capture a wild Equina and train her. The problem is by the time I had made the journey the Gathering would have already ended. That leaves me one option …a summoning!”

Syra looked confused, “A …a summing my lady?”

“It’s difficult, …very dangerous. But I feel sure that this is not the only world in which Equina exist. If I could draw one from another world, all my problems would be solved.”

I looked at Syra’s scared face, “Don’t worry Syra. I know what I am doing. I have done a summoning before, though it was a long time ago. I will need time to prepare...”

I spent the next few days working hard. The list of things I needed for the summoning was extensive. It would take me time to collect everything and memorize the ritual. The pentagram would need to be constructed and empowered. My castle had a suitable chamber. The scorch marks from my previous efforts with a pentagram were on the floor and the ceiling above it.

That was something that amateurs forgot when they played with magic. Everything in magic was about balance and symmetry. To perform really powerful magic with a pentagram you needed a mirror pentagram on the ceiling above. Each rune used on the floor pentagram had its opposite and that was inscribed in the same place on the one above.  If you got it right, you could channel enormous energy safely. If you got it wrong? …well, there would be nothing left of you or your pentagram or the house you lived in.

I was in my library compiling designs for the chosen runes when Syra knocked on my door.

She bowed and announced, “My lady, there is a delegation of supplicants from Kilgonsa here craving an audience.”

“From where?” I asked.

“Kilgonsa, my lady.”

“I have never heard of it.” I admitted.

“Neither have I my lady. They say it lies beyond the Yoneric Mountains.”

“That is a long way away. What could they possibly want?”

“They request your assistance in combating a monster that is terrorizing their lands, mistress.” she explained.

“Did they mention payment?” I asked.

“Yes, my lady. They said they would pay whatever you asked.”

“Show them in!”

I moved to sit on a chair while Syra brought in my guests. The first through the door was an old man. He had a long grey beard and looked nervous. He had the calloused hands of a labourer but his clothes were well made. I guessed minor landowner or farmer. The woman who entered behind him was much younger but had a strong facial resemblance. The eyes were the same, so I guessed granddaughter.

Behind them came two young men who kept their eyes down and stayed behind the first two. I dismissed them at once as just being guards. They had been on a very long journey so taking guards was a necessity.

The old man bowed to me, which I was pleased to see. His granddaughter quickly did the same. At least they knew some manners.

“Most magnificent Malekaris,” began the old man, “We are here to ..”

“Stop!” I said.

He looked confused.

“I did not give you permission to speak,” I said, firmly.

That confused him even more. He looked at his granddaughter, and she just looked back with equal incomprehension. At least they had the sense to keep quiet.

I decided to overlook the old man’s rudeness and even do them the unearned courtesy of an explanation, “In my presence you wait for permission to speak.”

Not knowing what to do, the two of them just bowed again. An act, I was amused to see, their two guards emulated. When I had let the silence drag on long enough to have made my point I pointed at the old man.

“Very well. You, …what is your name? …And you may answer.”

The man gathered himself, “My name is Oglarin of Kilgonsa, your magnificence. I am the second vizier of Lord Liknit.”

I allowed a small period of silence to see if he would make the mistake of saying more. He didn’t, which told me he had at least some intelligence.

“Welcome Oglarin of Kilgonsa. Now, …what is your plea?”

Looking even more nervous now that he was required to speak, he gulped and stood a little straighter, “Oh magnificent ..”

“Stop!”

The startled look on his face was a picture, but he held his tongue.

“You have already informed me that I am magnificent.” I declared, “Something of which I was already aware, by the way. You have no need to repeat it.”

Looking even more unsure of himself Oglarin tried to continue, “Erm ..oh marvellous Malevaris. Our people are troubled by a terrible monster. It ravages our lands and consumes our people and livestock. There are no magic users in our lands to whom we could turn for help. Your fame stretches across all lands. We have come to entreat your aid. Please your …awesomeness, will you help us?”

I waited for him to continue, and it took a few moments before I realized that he had finished. I decided that he needed a nudge. I raised my hand expectantly, “…and payment?”

“Oh! …yes, …yes of course! We offer payment. I have been authorized to offer …well, whatever your usual scale of payment requires ….your overwhelming..ness.”

I smiled, “For a task such as you describe I would require payment of one hundred thousand Locari measures of gold, the equivalent in black diamonds or seventy barrels of angel tears.”

I saw Syra’s eyes go wide. I had named a price so high it was extortionate. A price large enough to buy a small kingdom. I expected them to either run away or try to negotiate. If they had done so skillfully, I would have been content with half the amount.

Instead Oglarin looked at his granddaughter who just nodded, “We agree your terms oh …stupendousness.”

I kept the surprise and greed from my face and just nodded. Having concluded the difficult part I looked at the granddaughter, “You …what is your name?”

She jumped at my question, “Your …beneficence, my name is Alliansa. I am my grandfather’s assistant.”

“Tell me,” I asked, still looking at her, “Just what form does this monster take? Is it a dragon, a parogryph, a titan?”

“We are not sure, your …sublime ..ness. No-one has ever been able to get close enough to properly identify it, but most describe it as something that might be a dragon. It has wings and is very large.”

Well, that meant it was either a dragon or a very large parogryph. It would be a challenge but the reward made it worth it.

“How did this monster come to your lands?” I asked.

“We do not know for sure, your impressiveness,” explained Alliansa, “One day traders travelling to a village on our eastern border found it utterly destroyed. They reported to the nearest town just as the monster appeared and tore the place asunder. The people who lived in that area have all now fled. The farms go untended and all the livestock is surely now in the stomach of the monster. Thus, by the order of our lord, we have come to entreat the aid of such a potent magic-user as yourself to free us from this nightmare.”

“How long was your journey here?” I asked.

“We travelled for seventy days on foot, oh fabulousness.”

I estimate the distance in my head. The old man did not look like a fast walker so I credited them with covering six leagues a day. Their kingdom lay over four hundred leagues away. With an Equina to draw my cart I could cover the same distance in a fraction of the time. Without one the commission was impossible. The sooner I completed the summoning the better.


Chapter 2

Ponyplay

Samantha

I discovered ponyplay by accident. I had known I was kinky for years but had been nervous about doing anything about it. I had suggested trying some bondage games with my then boyfriend, but he hadn’t been interested. Frustration led me to try some self-bondage, and he caught me doing it. He made me choose between my kinky games and him. I chose kink!

In the months that followed I really started to explore. I bought myself some bondage gear and went to a few BDSM clubs. I also, of course, spent a lot of time searching on the internet. During one such search I saw my first image of a ponygirl. It showed a young woman wearing a body harness, bridle and wonderful boots that made her feet look like horse’s hooves. She had a pony-like tail, and her arms were bound behind her back. She was hitched up to a small cart in which a rather grumpy looking older woman was sitting and waving a whip!

I was hooked at once. I saw that image and really wanted to be that girl. It ticked all the boxes that made BDSM appealing to me. The bondage, the control, the discipline …and it looked amazing!

That single image inspired me to learn all I could. As is the way of the modern world, that meant hours spent doing searches online. What I found blew my mind. I learned that actual companies existed that made all the gear. I spent happy hours drooling over images of harnesses, bridles and hoof boots. The best suppliers seemed, for some reason, to be in Germany. They were also expensive!

But, I had the money. I had been diligently saving for years. Not for kinky reasons but just as a matter of good financial planning. My boring office job paid well enough that I could afford to set money aside. I told myself that if I could afford it, why not? What else would I spend the money on that would mean as much to me?

I started by taking my own measurements. I was in good shape. I played tennis and volleyball regularly and I wanted to look my best as a pony. The suppliers offered a made to measure service, for an extra cost of course, and I made use of it. Most of their customers were obviously men as the designs of most of their gear had a masculine look. This didn’t matter so much with the bridle and, oddly, the boots, but the harness choices did not quite fit what I wanted.

I set to work sketching out some ideas. I used the designs on their websites as a starting point and worked to feminise them. The harness used for carting, which is what I wanted to do, had a substantial waist belt. I altered it to make it more curved and a better over around my hips. I made the shoulder and side straps a different, lighter design that also fit around my breasts in what I thought was a sexy way. I modified the crotch strap to be female friendly and added extra straps that would go around the tops of my thighs and thus frame by beautiful bottom nicely.

I added points to secure cuffs for my upper arms and wrists at the sides and back of the harness and then polished the design over a few weeks until I was happy with it. I did a high quality, detailed set of drawings and e-mailed them, asking for a custom job. They came back to me praising my designs and quoting an extortionate price. But also offering a much lower price if I would allow them to make more harnesses to the same design and sell them.

I agreed, and was delighted. I had designed something that they thought other customers might like. It took them some time to make the new harness, but they sent me the bridle and boots I had ordered very quickly.

I loved the bridle! It was a work of art. The straps fitting around my head, the bit-gag held between my teeth so I could not expel it, and a very secure chinstrap all gave me a wonderful feeling. I also loved looking at myself in the mirror. When I got back to my apartment after work, I often put the bridle on and wore it all evening.

The boots were more of a problem. When I first tried them I was delighted by how well they fitted. I had given very exact measurements, and the boots held my feet in a firm embrace that was comfortable while also being excitingly tight. The problem was walking. The first time I stood up in them I fell over!

It took a lot of practice before I was able to take even a few steps. The boots made it feel like I was always falling forward. My balance felt all wrong. I was determined to master them so, like the bridle, I started wearing them all the time when I was at home. After nearly a month I found it was becoming, if not second nature, then at least practical to walk around in them without worrying.

Running in them, I guessed, was another thing entirely. Just where could I find where I could practice doing that? There was nowhere near where I lived as I was in the centre of the city of Manchester. But, my family owned a holiday cottage in Scotland. It had belonged to my grandparents and when they died my mother decided we should use it for holidays, rather than sell it. It was in an area that was mostly forestry commission woodland and very private.

I told my family that I wanted to spend some weekends up there to do some writing for work. I already had a key. My parents were all for it, as it gave the cottage more use.

A week before I left for the first ‘training’ weekend my harness arrived. I tried it on and it was perfect! It felt wonderful! I looked at myself in my wardrobe’s full-length mirror and I was almost ecstatic with joy. After five minutes of posing, I rushed to put on my bridle and hoof boots and was soon back in from of the mirror. For the first time I was a proper ponygirl!

I turned first one way and then the other. The feel of the harness was arousing me like crazy and the image in the mirror was making it worse. I looked almost perfect. All I needed was a tail, something I was working on, some reins to attach to my bridle and some way of having my arms bound behind me.

My journey to being a real ponygirl was going well but was not complete. The tail and reins were my next task. I doubt some long reins from a saddler’s shop. When I got them home, I attached them to the bit rings on the bridle and …yes, you guessed it, I was back in front of the mirror. The reins made a difference. I even tied them to the back of chair and pushed the chair out of view in the mirror so it looked like someone out of view was holding my reins. That made me horny all over again!

To give myself a tail I bought a packet of hair extensions from a wig shop that matched my hair colour. I taped the hair’s base to make a tail and used a shot piece of plastic pipe to attach to the waist belt of the harness. It wasn’t ideal but hoped to come up with something better later.

After the obligatory session in front of the mirror, I packed my ponygirl stuff up for Scotland. The cottage was small, but I loved it. It was set amidst natural woodland that adjoined the more regimented forests run for lumber. This meant that there well-maintained roads and trails through the woodland. None of it was public right of way so tourists and hikers did not use them. I waited until the evening of the first day. I wanted to be out after any forestry people had gone home.

I put on my harness, bridle, hoof boots and tail. I even attached the reins and coiled them up looped through a D ring at the side of my harness waist belt. For some silly reason I felt a pony should not be out and about without reins.

I started out walking. Behind the cottage was a well-maintained tarmac road that was fairly easy to walk on in hoof boots. Once I got comfortable, I started to speed up. I did things slowly as I didn’t want to fall over and skin my knee. By the end of that first weekend, I could manage a gentle trot with confidence.

I went back the following weekend and the weekend after. By the end of the fourth weekend, I was moving at a respectable running speed without fearing a tumble. I had learned that I needed to keep to a smooth surface. The boots just did not work well on grass or loose soil.

Despite my success with the boots, and having all the rest of my gear, I knew that this was still not real ponyplay. For that I needed a driver, or trainer, …or best of all, an owner. I wanted someone who would harness me up, bind my arms and wrists and apply a whip to my backside and make me pull their cart. Until I had that experience, all I was doing was the ponyplay equivalent of masturbating.


Chapter 3

Real Ponyplay!

Samantha

I had done all I could to make myself the best ponygirl I could be. But to be a ponygirl for real, to have the actual experience of ponyplay I needed a lot more. Ponyplay was not a solo activity, no matter how much effort I put into it.

I had wondered what else I could do on my own. The cottage had a couple of outbuildings. One of them was falling down but the other was in good shape and I wondered if I could create a stable in there. I also looked into self-bondage. If I couldn’t find someone to do ponyplay with then maybe I could find a way to bind myself for a while so I couldn’t escape and spend the night tethered in a stable. That wasn’t ideal but it was something.

Then a solution presented itself. During one of my many web searched for kinky stuff in general and ponyplay stuff in particular I came across references to an organization call The Alternative Pony Club. They were a kind of BDSM club except they solely catered to people who were into ponyplay. They ran events at the country estate of the club’s founder. Membership wasn’t cheap but they offered multi-day events and a member could attend as either pony or trainer.

The events details were fascinating. They took the roleplay very seriously. At an event you would arrive, socialize with other members for a while then at an appointed time ponies became ponies and had to stay in role until the end of the event. Behavioural rules were strict. Ponies could set limits beforehand and these had to be respected.

The website was limited as all the actual details beyond basic information was not available to non-members. This sounded like my best chance to be a pony for real, so I took a deep breath and spent another chunk of my savings on the membership fee. The website made me answer a questionnaire and I had to wait to be approved.

It took them a week to get back to me, but they had let me in! I paid up and received an account login and password. This got me in to the member’s area and what was there made me squeal aloud with excitement. They had ponycarts, lots of them! The site showed events with more than two dozen people, at least half of whom were ponies. The estate had stables too. Ponies were expected to stay in the stables when in role, in bondage! I loved it! The key people at the club were the owner, an elderly man who was the Marquis of something or other who mainly was happy to be a spectator.

There was a club secretary who was a tall, impressive woman called Madam Roberta who was a professional dominatrix and a specialist in ponyplay who the Marquis paid to run the club. There were two other paid club officials, a middle aged man called Simon who was the treasurer and another dominatrix, Mistress Melissa, who was in charge of acting as Roberta’s deputy in running the events.

From what I saw of the event photographs male ponies outnumbered female ones about two to one. I guess that was why the two people who ran the events were female dominatrixes. Did I want a female to train me as a pony and drive in a cart? I guess it didn’t matter so much. I would have preferred a man, but what I really wanted was to be a pony. If I had to have a female trainer to achieve it, that was OK with me.

The events they ran were bi-weekly and usually ran over a weekend. Starting on the Friday and ending on the Monday. Friday was socializing and then getting into role, Saturday and Sunday was for play and events and the Monday morning was coming out of role and tidying up.

The membership fee was so high because it entitled me to free entry to all events. I read the club rules and how they applied to someone attending as a solo pony. Those who attended as couples had different guidelines and those who attended as solo trainers had different ones again.

I guessed that the two dominatrixes who ran the event would allocate single trainers to single ponies. I wondered if I would have any say in the choice. It wasn’t clear from the guidelines.

There was a questionnaire for single ponies, or rather two. They had a version or males and one for females. I clicked on wanting to attend the next event and worked my way through the questionnaire. It was quite detailed and some of the questions were …hot. In that they were getting me aroused.

It asked if I wanted the option of coming out of role on request or wanted to be kept as a pony the whole time with no option for release. I had to stop and think. The question also brought home to how potentially real this experience was going to be. If I was bound as a pony and wanted to be released, would they really refuse to do so? The question implied that. I hunted around the site and found a page where ponies and trainers had written accounts of what they had experienced during previous events. I read one by a single male pony who had opted for the no-release option. He had lasted one day and then made a fuss and wanted to be released. Roberta and Melissa had refused and whipped him! Then they had put a ‘punishment’ bit in his mouth that silenced him so he couldn’t upset the other ponies.

Rather than be angry about it the guy had discovered a deeper level of what he called ‘ponyspace’. The fact that his being kept as a pony was enforced had made it much more real for him and he had got a lot more out of the rest of the event. At the end he had apologized to Roberta and Melissa and thanked them.

That spoke to me! I wanted that! With an excited sense of resolve I selected the option for no-release. I also ticked the options that covered how I could be used and punished. I ticked for cart pulling, dressage, ring training and racing. I ticked for being whipped, spanked, having a punishment bit in my mouth, having nipple clamps and being locked in a cage. I did not click for allowing anyone to have sex with me. I decided to draw a line under that option until I got someone special in my life to train me. I had a hope that I might meet exactly that person at a club meeting one day.

I clicked that I had my own bridle, harness and boots. It seemed the club had a supply of tack for members who didn’t have any. That surprised me. Surely if someone could afford the huge membership fee, they could afford the gear.

I submitted my answers and received a confirmation and directions to the estate. The next event started in a week’s time!

I was beside myself with excitement. I was going to be a real ponygirl! In preparation I cleaned all my gear and spent as much time as I could wearing my hoof boots, just to get in a little more practice.

On the Friday, I left early and drove to the estate, following the directions on my sat-nav. I had wondered what to bring with me. The guidelines on the website had said that a single pony who was staying in stables and being in role all through the event, did not need to bring more than one set of extra clothes, did not need to bring any food or anything except any tack they had. They had separate guidelines for a pony who had reserved the option to quit. They had to bring a weekend’s worth of spare clothes and toiletries.

I found it kind of exciting going away for three days with nothing but my pony gear and the clothes I would change into on the Monday. I was going to be just an animal. All my needs would be supplied by whoever was looking after me.

The entrance to the estate was imposing. When I arrived, I was faced with a large, closed gate about seven feet tall. The instructions I had been given had been to not use the intercom to request access but to phone a number and give the password ‘Equus Humanus’. I pulled out my phone and rang the number. A polite male voice replied and I gave the password. At once the gate swung open and I was able to drive through.

A long winding drive through a very impressive set of natural gardens led me up to the main house. There were pictures of it on the web page, so I was ready for how impressive it was. There were already a number of cars parked in the spacious front car park. I put my little Honda between a Jaguar and a Bently.

By the time I had opened the door and climbed out there was someone heading toward me from the front entrance. I recognized her as Mistress Melissa. She was a tall, imposing, middle aged woman with a trim, hourglass figure. She was wearing a classic riding outfit. Tight jodhpurs, white shirt and dark blue formal jacket. Her dark hair was pulled back in a ponytail and her riding boots gleamed. She was carrying a dressage whip!

I walked over to meet her and smiled. Before I could say anything she smiled back and said, “You are Samantha Travers?”

“Yes …ma’am,” I replied, somehow the way she carried herself and her outfit and whip made me want to be respectful.

“Ah, humility and politeness!” she said, “I can see we will get on well. Your questionnaire answers said you were opting for the full experience as a pony, though without sexual contact, yes?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“That pleased Roberta and I when we read it. It showed you were committed to the lifestyle but had the sense to not make commitments of a sexual nature so early. A very wise choice. You said you had your own tack?”

I nodded.

“…May I see it?”

“Oh, yes, right!” I said, feeling foolish. I opened the boot of my car and lifted out the two cases I had brought. I opened the first to show my hoof boots and then the second which showed my harness, bridle, reins and tail.

Mistress Melissa bent down to examine them, after a few minutes she stood and smiled at me, “I am delighted! You have not stinted and gone for quality across the board. The Germans really do the best ponyplay tack. …Your tail however, looks rather home made.”

I hung my head, “I am afraid I could not find something suitable from any supplier, so I had to make my own.”

“Yes, many of our members have said the same thing. There really is nothing on the market that is any good. But, at our club we can certainly provide you with something better. I am pleased that most of your tack is of such good quality. Let me help you indoors with your gear. We are having a bit of a get-together though some of the ponies will be going into role very soon. Our members don’t come here for tea and biscuits, after all.”

She picked up the heavier case and headed for the house. I closed the boot of my car, picked up the boots case and hurried to catch up with her.

“What is your pony name?” she asked.

“I don’t have one yet,” I admitted, “I am sure I read somewhere that a pony’s owner was supposed to have the privilege of naming them.”

“That’s the tradition,” confirmed Melissa, “Though as you don’t have an owner, we will have to give you a stable name for now. While you are stabled, we have to call you something and it’s just wrong to use your human name. We’ll think of something. You’re a very attractive girl so you need a beautiful pony name.”

The way she said ‘you’re a very attractive girl’ was so matter of fact it made the complement more meaningful. Was I attractive? I had always thought of myself as rather plain.

In the house there were about two dozen people. It was obvious that they all knew each other as my arrival sparked some interest. Melissa put my case in the huge hallway, and I put my other case with it. I recognised Madam Roberta right away. Like Melissa she was wearing a classic riding outfit and also carrying a whip. I wondered if it was some sort of badge of office. If you carried a whip, then you were in charge! I certainly wasn’t going to challenge that. I was just a pony!

“Ah, so you must be Samantha!” said Roberta as reached us. Several other people gathered round but stayed a little back, allowing Roberta to focus on me. It was clear who was in charge.

I nodded and smiled, “I am delighted to be here, ma’am.”

I saw Melissa and Roberta exchange a knowing smile. Roberta turned back to me, “Would you like some refreshments? We usually relax a little before the first ponies get into role and the real fun starts. Two of our couples are already in the stable, getting settled. The more experienced of our members often like to get right down to business.

I wanted to meet a few people first so agreed to a drink. Melissa took my arm and steered me through a door to where food and drinks were laid out. I poured myself a cup of coffee and put a couple of biscuits on a small plate. Melissa took a cup of tea and Roberta did the same. Then they ushered me over to a corner where some comfortable chairs formed a small conversational corner. The whole thing had a quintessentially upper middle class feel to it.

After sitting, Roberta got the ball rolling, “We were delighted to get your application. We need more ponies, especially female. As it is only about a third of our members are ponies and of those two thirds are male. We have too many members who want to be trainers and more than half of those are men. Of the single female members who want to be trainers, a fair number want a female pony. The end result is we need as many single fillies as we can get.”

“Well, it’s nice to be wanted,” I said.

“This is your first ponyplay event?” asked Melissa.

“Yes, ma’am. I haven’t much experience. I have been focusing on getting some good tack together and practicing in hoof boots.”

Roberta and Melissa looked impressed, “We like the sound of that.” Said Roberta, “So no-one has tried training you yet?”

I shook my head.

“You haven’t tried being a pony with your arms bound?” asked Melissa.

“No, I’m sorry. I thought of self-bondage but I was worried about how to do it safely.”

Roberta beamed, “You are such a sensible sounding girl. I think what we will do is Melissa and I will take charge of you this weekend. We will ease you into being a pony for real. Are you happy for us to do that?”

Was I happy to have two experts looking after me? Is the Pope Catholic?, “I would be honoured.”

We chatted for long enough for me to finish my coffee and biscuits. But then they politely suggested I get into role. I was more than happy to agree. I had come to be a ponygirl, not to attend a tea party.

Melissa picked up my heavier case again and Roberta picked up my boots case before I had chance to grab it.

“I could have carried it,” I objected.

“You’re a pony,” said Melissa with a sly smile, “You pull carts, you don’t carry cases.”

That sent a little thrill through me. As we walked past the other members Roberta called out to a thick-set middle aged man, “Excuse me Terry, could you bring your selection to the rear courtyard please, you have a customer.”

He looked from Roberta to me and smiled, “I would be delighted, Madam Roberta,” and he hurried away.

Roberta turned to me, “Terry is our tails man. When you see what he has, you will be impressed.”

We moved through the house and out of a rear door into an impressively large courtyard. It looked big enough for a regiment to do trooping the colour in. There were a few people there already. Two couples by the look of it. To the right a young man was being put into pony gear by a girl who I guessed was either his girlfriend or his wife. Near them a woman maybe a decade older than me was already wearing her ponygirl gear while a man who I guessed was her husband was binding her hands behind her back.

This was it, I was where I wanted to be!.

“OK, Samantha,” said Melissa, “Get your clothes off!”

The suddenness of the command took me by surprise but after recovering I started to get undressed. I was among people who did ponyplay all the time. These were my people. I wanted this so much! Taking off my clothes felt like a rite of passage. Giving up my humanity so I could become a pony!

Melissa removed my harness, bridle and reins from my larger case. Then she folded my clothes up neatly and put them in the empty case. I went to pick up my harness, but Roberta snapped at me to stop.

“Ponies do not handle or put on their own tack, Samantha.”

“Sorry,” I said in a small voice.

“It’s, OK, girl. It’s as well you learn the right way from the start.”

She had me put my arms out straight while she fitted the harness around my body. Having someone else put my harness on me felt strange …but also right. I was a pony and I was being tacked up by my trainer.

She took her time and made sure she had every strap and belt correctly placed before she tightened them up. She made the whole thing a little tighter than I had worn it, but I guessed she knew what she was doing. Then she guided my arms back to my side while she and Melissa put my bridle on my head. Again, it was cinched a little tighter than I was used to. Had I been leaving things too loose?

“Open your mouth,” said Melissa.

“Wait a moment Melissa,” said Roberta, “I think her bit is not quite appropriate.”

Melissa looked at the bit that had come with the bridle. It was a straight steel bar covered in a thick layer of rubber. As far as I knew, it was a normal kind of bit for ponyplay.

“Ah, yes, I see what you mean,” agreed Melissa, “I’ll go and get something more suitable.”

OK, I thought, so my tail was home-made shit, and my bit was the wrong one. I felt a little like someone who had turned up to the Cruft’s dog show with a mangy old mongrel.

Roberta must have picked up on my thoughts because she said, “Your bit is actually fine, Samantha. Many ponyplayers use similar ones. It’s just that you have opted for the full experience at this event. Once we put you in role you have to stay as a pony until Monday. Do you know the most important rule for ponies?”

“No talking?”

“Exactly, but if we have a pony who has elected to stay a pony, no matter what, then that rule has to be enforced. We need a bit that will stop you from talking. So you can’t start begging to be released and annoy everyone and upset the other ponies. Do you understand?”

I nodded! Wow, that was hot. It really brought home to me that I was about to kept bound up as a ponygirl for nearly three days and I would not have the option for release. If I suddenly decided I didn’t like it then I could not even voice any objection.

Melissa re-appeared carrying a new bit, still wrapped in plastic. Obviously, the club had a supply of quite a few ponyplay items. When she unwrapped it, I saw at once the difference. It was still a rubber-covered bar but the centre bulged out in shape that looked designed to fit in my mouth. The bulge was roughly oval with the pointiest part extending into my mouth. It was like a ball-gag only more mouth filling.

Melissa attached the bit to my bridle in a business like way and presented the bit to my mouth, “Last chance to back out, Samantha,” she asked, pausing.

I smiled and opened my mouth. Roberta laughed, “Oh yes, she’s our kind of girl. …or rather pony.” Melissa pushed the bit into my mouth and secured it in place. The bridle had two thin straps on each side that attached to the bit ring and when cinched tight they pulled the bit firmly into place. The bit-gag filled my mouth and suddenly I was unable to speak. My fate was sealed and at the realisation I felt a little rush of arousal.

Next came my arms. Melissa and Roberta each took a side and my upper arms were cuffed to the side of my harness and my wrists were cuffed together in the small of my back. The cuffs were attached to the harness, so my arms were well and truly immobilized.

I expected them to put my boots on my next but instead they produced some tiny padlocks. They used them to lock my arm and wrist cuffs. I had not known that was possible. Once it was done I wriggled my fingers to feel where the locks were attached placed and realized there were holes in the buckle tangs designed for the padlocks. The buckles could not be undone without the keys. That rush of arousal returned. I was now bound and gagged with no way of escape.

Roberta brought over a stool and had me sit on it while they put my boots on me. They did so with more speed and skill than I usually did it, but of course they had a lot more experience than I did. Once my boots were on, they had me stand up. I though the next thing would be my reins but instead the man they had spoken to earlier appeared carrying something in hands. It was a tail, and it matched my red hair colour exactly.

“It was a little hard to find the right colour, but I think this is a good match” he said.

“Thanks Terry,” said Roberta, “Will it fit her?”

He moved behind me and started touching me just above my bum crack, “Yes, there is room. Her waist belt curves nicely, and I can fit it at the base of her spine. I need to loosen the crotch straps, but they will tighten again over the base once I’ve glued it.”

Glue? He was going to glue a tail to me? Roberta asked him to show me and I saw that the tail was attached to a flesh tinted oddly shaped piece of rubber.

“The base is shaped to make it look like the tail is growing naturally from the base of your spine. The glue I use is very strong and will last several days. I will use a solvent on Monday to remove the tail for you.” explained Terry.

I was so impressed and did not offer any resistance as Terry moved behind me once more. I heard him working and there was the telltale squelch of glue being squeezed. Then I felt a slight shock of cold as the tail was pressed against my flesh. He held it there for a couple of minutes before re-tying my harness rear crotch straps.

“All done,” he said, “And I must say she looks amazing. The best-looking new pony we’ve had for years!”

Was I? I knew I looked good as a pony because I had posed in front of a mirror. I was thrilled. I was getting the ponyplay experience I craved and my ego was getting a boost too!

Roberta attached my reins to my bit rings and started to lead me across the courtyard. She started slow, looking down at my feet. All the practice I had done meant I was able to walk with confidence, and I caught Melissa and Roberta exchange an approving glance. Yes ladies, I was a pony who was confident in hoof boots!

I thought they might lead me to the stables but instead they took me to the other end of the courtyard. Roberta stood holding my reins while Melissa disappeared into a large outbuilding. She emerged about five minutes later pulling a cart! I almost bounced up and down with excitement. I was going to get to pull a cart!

The cart was lightly built. It looked odd. It had three wheels, two large at the front and a smaller one, on a gimble, at the back. I had never seen anything like it and I guessed it had been custom built for ponyplay. There were two shafts at the front and Roberta guided me to stand between them. Then the two women began attaching the shafts to the sides of the waist belt of my harness.

I was almost buzzing with thrill of it. Roberta moved to sit in the cart while Melissa threaded my reins through rings on the shoulder straps of my harness. I had wondered what those were for.

Melissa stood back and I felt the touch of something on my bottom. I bet it was the whip that Roberta held. It was obviously more than just a badge of office, “Walk on” she said and I leaned forward. It took a little effort to get the cart moving but once I was walking it felt easy. After a few seconds I felt pressure from the reins pulling my head to the right. I immediately turned right. When the pressure ended, I straightened up.

I tried to walk with good posture but also was ready for any change in pressure on the reins. When the left side pressure came, I started to turn immediately. This continued as I was guided up and down the courtyard. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw that several people from the club had left the house and were watching, all standing a respectful distance away.

I was in heaven. I was doing ponyplay for real. I was harnessed, bound, bridled and pulling a cart with a highly skilled trainer. I even had a cool new tail! I had an audience watching me. An audience not of gawking people who would be shocked by public bondage but people who understood and were into the same thing themselves.

Melissa and Roberta eventually switched places and Melissa took me on a longer drive in the grounds behind the main house. It was only half an hour or so but I got to see how beautiful the grounds were. After about ten minutes at a walking pace, I felt her whip on my ass and heard the command ‘giddyup!” Confident on my ability with the hoof boots I broke into a trot. A pace I felt I could maintain.

We continued at that pace until after fifteen minutes I found myself starting to tire. I knew I was in good shape but pulling a cart at a run with hoof boots on was different from going for a run with trainers on. Melissa must have sensed I was struggling and guided me back to the house.

Once back in the courtyard, Roberta met us. She had a gentle smile on her face. Melissa brought me to a stop and then climbed out of the cart. Still holding me reins she walked up to Roberta, “She’s a delight! I think she must have practiced in her boots for a while. She moves with confidence, even at pace.”

I smiled around the bit in my mouth, or at least I tried to. It was such an effective gag I probably looked like I was grimacing.

“I think that’s enough for now,” said Roberta, “Let’s put her in her stall. The real fun starts tomorrow.”

I almost bounced up and down again. I was going to be put in a stable! Melissa unhitched me from the cart and then led me across to a long single story brick building situated near the rear of the main house. The doors were open and I saw a woman lead a ponyboy through them ahead of us.

When Melissa led me inside, I was struck by the smells. None were of anything unpleasant, but mainly of hay, straw, wood and leather. Plus, overtones of sweat, perhaps. Melissa led me along a gallery beside a number of horse stalls. Only each of these stalls were too small for a real horse. This was a ponyplay stable! I was led into an empty stall, and my reins were tied to a ringbolt in the wall. Roberta had followed us inside and she and Melissa set about settling me in.

They removed my bit gag and put fresh water in a clean metal drinking tray attached to one wall. I bent down to get a drink while Melissa brushed my glued on tail and my real hair. Roberta brought me a meal of some kind of warmed oat mash. It tasted very plain but was filling and I ate it with a little feeling of delight as I was being treated exactly as a pony.

Once I was fed, the bit was secured in my mouth again. Melissa untied my arms but retied my wrists in front of me with locking cuffs that were also attached to the front of the harness. Their final act was to put a fresh blanket on the pile of hay and straw in my stall and retie my reins so that I would have enough slack to lie down.

Roberta left without even a backward glance, but Melissa patted and stroked my bottom and winked at me before she too departed, locking my stall door behind her.

Being left alone didn’t bother me at all. I was living my dream. I was a real ponygirl! I knew that I would be kept as a pony for the rest of the weekend whether I wanted it or not. That knowledge sent a powerful sexual thrill through me. I was a pony, locked in my stall and could not escape my fate. Playing that fact over and over in my mind was arousing me like crazy.

After a while I knelt down and worked myself into a comfortable position on the blanket. Then I lay down properly and discovered that it was actually a very comfortable place to be. The stables were fantastically atmospheric. There were other ponies in the neighbouring stalls and I could hear them moving about. A few club members were still around, tending to their ponies. Every so often I saw someone look over my stall door to get a look at me.

Despite my excitement I was genuinely tired and it wasn’t that long before I drifted off to sleep. A happy pony, who was exactly where she wanted to be.


Chapter 4

The Summoning

Malekaris

It had taken a great deal of work to prepare for the summoning. I plundered my reserves of many precious and powerful magical supplies. I would be reaching beyond the world I knew and drawing a living being from a different plane of reality. I had done it before, during my years of training under the guidance of my old mistress. She had taught me the most secret and powerful spells. The ones that could search the near infinite extent of all that exists. The different realms, worlds, dimensions and universes that existed alongside the world in which we lived.

Most did not know such realms existed. Even among my own kind the knowledge was limited. Some of my sisters rejected exploring beyond our world, citing the dangers. They had a point. The energies involved were vast and the risks were very real. One mistake and I bring disaster not just on myself but on anyone nearby.

But I was skilled, I was well prepared and most importantly, I was desperate. I needed an Aquina. Without one I could not travel. Most importantly I could not travel in the style expected of a Ravenin Witch of my standing. In my world reputation was everything. Witches were respected because of our power. A power that was very real. Also, we were rich, or at least everyone assumed we were. If I were to travel to a commission on foot, or riding on some filthy domestic beast it would destroy that mystique.

Aquinas were magnificent. They were beautiful, powerful and fast. They were also rare and incredibly expensive. A witch of my standing was expected to own one. The summoning was dangerous but if an Equina existed within reach from another world then all my problems would be solved.

Some witches had many minions and servants. I made do with three. Syra was my right hand, my confidante and, when I thought she was ready, she would become my apprentice. Aside from her I had Jagona, who tended my gardens and did whatever repairs were needed around the house, and Wiffenda, who cooked for us all and kept the main house clean.

When my last Equina, Sinivari, had been alive, I had employed a stable girl to care for her. That girl, Katori, I had dismissed. Sinivari had, I suspected, been poisoned, and I could not be sure that Katori had not been involved. When my new Equina arrived, I would take care of her myself, along with Syra. Both of us had loved Sinivari dearly and had actually done most of the work looking after her. With my new Equina, I would be taking no chances.

My fellow witches were ambitious and jealous and endlessly scheming. That was just who we are for I was no different. I suspected one or more of them were behind the death of Sinivari, though to murder an Equina was a truly abominable act. If any witch was exposed as having done so they would face the wrath of the entire Conclave and would most likely face death or lifelong exile.

Eventually, after the most meticulous preparation, Syra and I stood in the summoning chamber. Inlaid in the floor and ceiling pentagrams were the black diamonds that I had charged with power. The lines of the pentagrams were drawn with silver and ink made from blue dragon scale powder had been used to create the runic inscriptions inside each pentagram.

I began the ritual slowly and steadily. Each part of the spell had to be precise so that the energies we released would be safely contained. At the right moment Syra handed me my staff and I used it to inscribe runes of fire in the air around me. I wrote the names of the realms I would search, one by one. It took a long time but the more worlds I included the better chance I had of being successful.

When the last was written the names floated slowly orbiting the pentagrams. Then I lowered my staff and wrote more runes on the floor. These described that which I sought. An Equina, a being of hand and hoof, wisdom and service. A being with a soul willing to serve, willing to be harnessed and draw my cart. A being willing to live in enslaved obedience. Fleet of foot and brave of heart. Flame haired in mane and tail. I took a chance and wrote the runes for one that was already broken to harness to bridle. Perhaps I was being greedy, or unrealistic, but time was tight.

I called forth the power, and the black diamonds gave up their energy into the pentagrams. Power flowed between the floor and ceiling and the runes of the many worlds were drawn in. Then the runes I had drawn on the floor caught fire and rose into the air. They flew around the growing maelstrom of crackling energy. They guided it and shaped it. Their meaning flowed into it and the search began.

Images flickered into life, forming and fading so fast it was hard to follow. I did not try. I trusted the search and I trusted my words. I had made no errors. A summoning once begun could not be stopped. If I had made an error, I and Syra would already be dead.

The flickering images slowed. The search was homing in. The pattern I had set was finding candidates that were a better and better fit. It was frustrating. Once the search began it was out of my hands. The words I had written controlled everything.

The images slowed and reduced in number. I could now see more clearly what was appearing in each one. It was working. The candidates it was finding were not quite right, but they were getting closer. Beings that had some of the characteristics of an Equina, but were not close enough.

Eventually, the images slowed down until there was only one. It was hard to make out exact details but it showed a being in what was obviously a stall in a stable. They were harnessed and bridled. I saw reins connecting the bridle to a ring in the wall. The being had flame coloured hair and a similarly coloured tail.

It was hard to be sure but I felt that the being was female too. I felt elated. The fit was close to perfect. This being was wearing harness and bridle and sleeping in a stable. That meant they had been broken to service. The hair and tail reminded me so much of my beloved Sinivari that it brought a tear to my eye.

The search had ended. That being was the closest my magic could find. It had done well. All that was needed was the final step. I raised my staff and began the final part of the ritual. I spoke the words precisely. My concentration was total. The power held between the two pentagrams began to coalesce into a portal. I felt the strangeness of the other world. It was a cold world, one without magic. That didn’t feel right. How could an Equina exist in a world without magic?

But, there was no going back. The portal was open and my power reached out and lifted the target from where she slept. She slipped from world to another and within moments was resting on the lower pentagram, still sleeping.

It took a while for the last of my magic to dissipate. When it was safe I walked to see what we had. Syra walked up beside me and looked down at our prize.

“That isn’t an Equina!” she said.


Chapter 5

The Transformation

Malekaris

I had to agree with Syra. This was obviously not an Equina. There were similarities. She had the right hair colour. She wore a harness and bridle and her wrists were bound. She had been lying in a stable. But …she wore boots. They were made to look like hooves, but her legs did not look the right form for an Equina. She also had unusual pink skin. She had no fur on her body that we could see. As an Equina she should have had fur from her mane to her tail.

The world she came from had had no magic. They needed Equina but this girl was the best they could do. She probably had lived her life drawing carts for her masters. But without magic she would be slow. Little better than a domestic animal.

I swore under my breath. My summoning had failed.

“Mistress, If she isn’t an Equina,” asked Syra, “Why did the summoning focus on her?”

“Because she was the best match,” I said, “If there had been a real Equina out there it would have found it. This girl was the closest it could find.”

“What do we do now, mistress?”

I felt defeated. I had used up so much power and failed. I thought back over the ritual and could think of no error. There was no Equina out there for me. I thought back to the joy of travelling at speed in my chariot. Sinivari drawing me across the countryside faster than the north wind. She had been magnificent. She had been loyal, strong and so beautiful.

Oh Sinivari! I would I never find another like you.

As my mind dwelled on Sinivari, a thought struck me, “Syra, the search focused on her. With her obvious physical limits, it still thought her the best fit. There must be more to this girl. Something about her that drew the search to her. If it wasn’t her magic or her physical form, it must be something else.”

“Mistress, what could that be?”

“Her spirit!” I said, suddenly filling with new hope, “She must have the spirit of an Equina! The soul of an Equina trapped in such an enfeebled body. That is a tragedy.”

“Mistress …what are you thinking?”

“I am thinking magic, Syra. I am thinking I need black diamonds! The pentagrams are ready. I can use what we have here. I will draw new runes and use the ritual of becoming.”

I caste a simple sleep spell upon the girl to keep her unconscious while we worked. The first thing I needed was in my sanctum. When Sinivari had died I had kept vials of her blood, cuttings of her hair and fur and shavings from her hooves. Not for any sentimental reason but because I was a witch. I never wasted anything that could be used. Equina were magical beings. Their blood, in particular, was valuable.

I took it all, the blood, the shavings and the hair and fur. I brought it to the chamber and got to work. Syra appeared with more black diamonds from my precious and rapidly diminishing supply. Black diamonds were not actually diamonds. They were a far more valuable gem mined in the black mountains far to the north. They had the ability to store magical energy, lots of it. I had power inside me. I was a being of magic. So had Syra as we were of the same race. One day, if she studied hard, she would join the ranks of the witch sisterhood. We could wield the power than ran through our veins but to do the most powerful magic we needed a lot more power. For that we used black diamonds.

I placed the fresh diamonds in the pentagram after clearing away the smouldering dust that was all that was left of the used ones. I carefully redrew the runes for the new spell I was planning. The extra expense in terms of power and supplies was going to be painful but unless I did then I would have wasted what I had used on the summoning.

When I was ready, Syra and I examined our sleeping captive. I did not know what race she belonged to. I had never seen a creature like her. But she was close enough to the form of an Equina for what I planned to have a good chance of the spell working.

We removed her strange boots and saw her oddly lumpen feet. Well, soon she would be getting something better. We untied her wrists but left the harness and bridle on her. They appeared to be well made and well designed. Indeed, they were even better than the ones I had used on Sinivari. The cuffs that had bound her were cunningly designed with elegant locks. We found that her tail was not real, but some kind of strange substance with hair stuck into it and then stuck to her with adhesive. We removed that with a small application of power.

Once we were ready Syra walked away until she was standing well clear. I placed the vials of Sinivari’s blood and the other relics of her in the right locations in the pentagram. The girl’s body was lying at the pentagram’s centre.

I stood and raised my staff. I inscribed the flaming runes into the floor. A different spell this time. One not of summoning, but transformation!

The power built again. The air crackled and small fingers of lighting flicked around the floor pentagram. I released the invocation and the power built rapidly. I chanted the ritual and the runes ignited and flew into the pattern. The girl’s body was lifted into the air and the power flew around her. The relics of Sinavari were lifted too. They glowed brightly and flowed together before diving into the body of the girl. Even though suppressed by the sleep spell she cried out in pain.

The spell I was using was far simpler than the summoning one but still needed a vast amount of power. To make the girl into a true Equina meant turning a non-magical being into a magical one. The traces of Sinavari provided the pattern but the girl would need power, real power of her own. That was why I had had to dig so deeply into my reserve of black diamonds. Making the changes to her body was not so hard, turning her from non-magical to magical, that took power!

The maelstrom of power was smaller the second time. Not only smaller but more controlled. This was precision work. I was gifting the essence of my beloved Sinivari to create, not a copy, but an image of what she had been. The mind and soul of this new girl would be unchanged but when she awoke, she would be in for a big surprise.

It was obvious that she had been trained to be her world’s equivalent of an Equina. The quality of her bridle and harness told me that her owner had valued her highly. She had the right spirit, I was sure of it, and soon her form would match that wonderful spirit.

The transformation process was not swift, but this was a magic I knew well. A summoning was a rare and dangerous spell. Transformations were still highly advanced and power hungry but I had done them several times in my life. Provided you had enough power and the essence of the form you wanted then a skilled witch, like myself, could do it without risk.

When the subject had strong similarities with the target form then the process was also easier. I expected the Equina spirit inside the girl would help too. In effect I wasn’t transforming her, I was freeing her. I was giving her the form her noble spirit deserved!

The power grew slowly dimmer as the energy released was used up in changing the girl’s form and empowering her magical nature. That was the hardest task. Turning someone into a different form was not so hard. Changing someone from being powerless to being a creature of magic was something else. True magical beings generated magic within themselves. The essence of Sinivari was the key. They still held magic and were guiding the transformation. The body of the girl would have the power and magical potential of a true Equina.

From the ashes of the failed summoning, I had found a way to not only gain the Equina I needed, but also, in a way, to give my beloved Sinivari a new life.

The process took hours but in the end, the last of the power faded and the task was done. I walked toward the pentagram and looked down at the result. The last wisps of smoke drifted away and revealed …an Equina! In fact, she resembled Sinivari so closely I gasped. It was a bittersweet joy to see the resemblance.

“What do we do now Mistress?” asked Syra, as she joined me in examining the girl.

“We put her in her stall. She will awaken in much the same environment in which she went to sleep. Then the process of her training will begin. We don’t have much time, we have a commission to fulfil, …a monster to deal with!”


Chapter 6

Awakening

Samantha

I awoke in my stable and felt …strange. Not bad, …just strange. I was in my stall, lying on hay. I was still harnessed and bridled and my hands her cuffed in front of me. But …things were different.

I lifted my head and looked around. I had not really paid much attention to the stable block when I had been taken into it, but I was pretty sure it didn’t have stone walls! The stall in which I lay was larger and the door was in the centre rather than on one side. I had been moved!

How had they managed that without waking me? Was this some kind of prank? A hazing ritual for the new member of the club? The next thing I noticed was the silence. I had gone to sleep in a stable building with plenty of noise in it from other ponies and their trainers. But there was now nothing but silence. Wanting to learn more I moved to stand up. But when I tried to stand things suddenly felt a lot more wrong. I looked down at my legs but instead of boots …I had hooves!

I had real hooves! What the fuck! I thought. My legs had changed! My legs were those of …a horse! Or at least my calves and feet …were now the fetlocks and hooves of a horse. Then I felt …something under my rear. I could feel …what the second actual fuck. I had a tail! I had a real tail!

This wasn’t happening! I was hallucinating. This was a prank. They must have fed me some mushrooms or LSD or something as a joke. It was a nasty joke to play on a new member.

But …it didn’t feel like a hallucination. I had dropped acid in college, and this felt nothing like it. I could feel my tail and my hooves. I could feel the hay and the straw and smell them too. This all felt very real.

I started checking my body more closely. I had …fur! There was a fine layer of fur on my body. I could feel it when I rubbed my hands together. My face still felt like my face. The bridle on my head felt the same …but. My …what? My ears could move! I could feel my ears move. They were different, higher on my head. I could turn them! Did I now have horse’s ears too?

I felt myself start to panic. This could not be real. It may feel real, but it couldn’t believe it. I fought to control myself. I took deep breaths and tried hard to calm myself down. Whatever this was I would get an explanation. If it was some kind of dream or drug experience, then I would wake up or sober up. If this was real …then what the hell?

With difficulty I struggled to my feet …or rather hooves. All the practice I had done in hoof boots paid off as standing with real hooves was similar to but actually easier than with the boots. I stood trembling and started to move around the stall. My reins were tied to a ring in the back wall so I could not quite reach the stall door and look out.

I had been stood for only a few minutes when I heard a door open and approaching footsteps. At last, I thought, I was about to get some answers. Though the two figures who appeared in front the stall were like something of …what, fantasy? Nightmare?

They were demons! Green skinned and with small horns growing out of their heads. One was taller and looked older than the other. They each wore flowing black dresses with silver lined black shawls, the taller one’s being the far more ornate of the two. I guessed they were female as they just looked …feminine. Their faces were vaguely human. They had pointed ears, slim noses and widely placed eyes. The mouths were almost human but with very thin lips.

They looked me up and down. Then the younger said to the other, “Nooferum na Equenos, da sa.”

The older one looked at her and replied, “Nof da hasien ola sa Equena! Sinivari eto melusa, Syra.”

OK, so they were foreign. That was hardly a surprise. The older one looked directly at me and said, “Lofonarin ecata?”

Her voice had made it sound like a question. Was she expecting an answer? Did they not know that not only did I not speak their language, but I had a bit in my mouth that stopped me speaking? Not knowing what else to I shrugged and shook my head.

“Spaggarta!” said the old demon woman, clearly annoyed.

Just what was her problem? Did she expect me to be able to understand them? My language skills were confined to English and a little French and German. I never once took a class in green demonese!

The two carried on talking to each other until the taller one opened the stall door and walked in. She walked up to me and started looking me over. Her face did not look unkind but I felt a growing sense of fear. There was something about this woman that was creeping me out. Some part of my brain was screaming at me that she was a threat. As if a cobra had just slithered up to me or if a tiger had walked into the stall.

She raised her hand to touch me and I instinctively backed away. I saw a look of both sadness and annoyance pass over her face. She turned away from me and untied my reins from the wall ring and walked toward the door. The reins pulled taught and in that split second I needed to make a decision. Did I resist or comply?

Until I knew more, I probably should not start causing trouble or making enemies. These demons could not speak to me in English so they could not explain what was going on. So, I let them lead me out of the stable. If they could not speak to me, maybe they would show me.

I was led out of the stone building and into a quite large courtyard. I could see that the stable building was an extension of a much larger stone building beside it. It was impressively large and looked like a castle out of a medieval fantasy movie.

The courtyard was enclosed by a high stone wall and had a single gated entrance. I was led across the courtyard by the older demon until we stopped in the centre. Both demons then slowly walked around me, examining me as they did so. I felt very self-conscious.

After a couple of minutes of this the older demon knelt beside me and had a close look at my hooves. The hooves were new to me, so I bent down and had a closer look at them myself. I had loved the sound they made as walked across the paved courtyard.

The demon took one hoof and gently tugged at it. I guessed this was a signal to lift it so she could have a closer look at the bottom. I put my weight on my other hoof and obediently lifted the hoof she was holding.

She rang a finger around the bottom edge of my hoof. Did that have a name? In all the time I was learning about ponyplay I never learned that much about real ponies. What were the parts of the hoof called? Now I actually had hooves I would have liked to know.

The demon came to a decision, tugged at my reins and headed off toward the gate. The younger demon ran off into the main building. I thought she had left us but by the time we reached the gate I heard her running toward us to catch up. The older demon raised a hand and the gate opened on its own. I didn’t see a remote control in her hand.

She led me through the gate with the younger demon following behind us. Outside there was …a village. Or rather what a village probably looked like on the set of a Lord of the Rings movie. The houses were mostly stone built, but some were made of wood. The styles reminded me of old medieval houses I had seen on a holiday in Romania

But what really caught my eye were the people. There were not many about but none of them looked human. Nor did they look like the demons who had taken custody of me. Some were quite small and fairly hairy. I was put in mind of Tolkienesque dwarves, except these had larger elongated heads and hair all over, not just as beards.

Another type were taller, slimmer and, like the demons, had horns. Though they looked more like small antlers. They had faces that were rather bovine and their hands and feet were quite scary looking claws. A third race were about the same size as the demons and had reddish skin and white hair. They also had reptilian looking tails.

There were a couple of carts being drawn along what I guessed was the main street. Both were being drawn by large four-footed creatures that looked like a cross between a rhino and water buffalo. They looked heavy and slow but very strong.

When we appeared, everyone stopped and looked in our direction. The demon holding my reins walked proudly out into the street and I walked behind obediently. If this was all a dream it was the most amazing, realistic and imaginative dream ever. If this was real …then what the fuck was going on?

Whenever we got close to one of the village folk they bowed deeply to the older demon. They also stared at me with a look of …surprise? …awe? It was hard to tell with such alien faces.

The demon led me past the villagers without acknowledging their polite bows. Was she some lord of the manor type in this place, arrogant and powerful? Well, if this was real and not a dream then I guessed this demon had dragged me from my own world and turned me into …a kind of two legged pony. That surely meant amazing technology or …magic? But I didn’t believe in magic, did I? Hell, I wasn’t sure if this was all even real.


Chapter 7

Shoeing an Equina

Malekaris

As I led my new Equina through the village I held my head high. I was sure the locals had believed my power greatly diminished by the death of my beloved Sinivari. I expected they had thought that my dominion would perhaps come to an end and some other witch or warlord would have taken over. But now, as I led my prize at a gentle walk their looks of amazement and awe were like the finest goldfruit wine to me.

I had made mistakes and had some terrible luck, but things were looking up. The summoning had brought me something not quite what I had wanted but the transformation had solved that problem. Physically my new Equina was at least the equal of the wonderful Sinivari.

Another mistake had been to forget that other worlds spoke other languages. In the world I knew the common tongue was so widely spoken that the need to allow for other languages almost never arose. Hence, I had neglected to include a language spell in the transformation. When I spoke to my new Equina in the stable it was obvious she didn’t understand a word I said.

The cost of yet another ritual to fix the problem was just not worth it. Syra and I would have to teach her enough of our language for her to understand my commands. She seemed well trained for whatever form of service she had known in her world. She followed obediently to the reins and even lifted her hoof on command. Her lines were so perfect I could have wept. Her hooves were unmarked and her musculature was magnificent.

But I had to solve some problems urgently. The first was shoes. Her hooves needed protection. The village blacksmith was an Oglemite. One of the finest crafting races in the world. He had shod Sinivari several times.

Damn, I thought. My new Equina needed a name. Sinivari’s name had been hers when I acquired her. She had come from the elite Vari clan of her people. Because I had used Sinivari’s essence to transform my new Equina that made her Sinivari’s …sister. Sini was the name of the brightest star of the southern sky. Sola was the name of its opposite number in the north. In the legends of our world’s primitive past they were the souls of twin sisters, forever cursed to be apart. So, I thought, Solavari would be a perfect name for my Equina. Forever unable to meet her sister Sinivari.

At the shop of Gorag the blacksmith I pushed open the door. The heat from his forge struck me at once. Gorag was a powerful man. The impressive musculature that was common for his people glistened with sweat. He stood three full paces tall and was almost as wide. When he turned to see who had entered, he saw us and his ugly face broke into a huge grin.

“Lady Malekaris, most magnificent of witches! You have found one!” he boomed.

I smiled. I liked Gorag. His work was exquisite, his prices reasonable and he had loved Sinivari. Despite his size he was a gentle soul and valued beauty above all things.

“Good smith Gorag,” I said, “This is Solavari, younger sister of Sinivari and my new Equina. She is in need of shoeing.”

He looked at Solavari and I could see he was impressed. He bowed his head and approached her slowly. I could sense the fear in my Equina. Of course she had never seen a creature like Gorag before. I stroked her shoulder and then her rear as I had done so many times with Sinivari. I was pleased to see she relaxed, just as Sinivari would have done.

Gora knelt and examined her hooves. He skilfully requested she raise each one, just as I had done and my Equina obeyed each time.

“Her hooves are perfect, my lady. No flaws, not even a scratch.” He said, awe in his voice.

“Beautiful, isn’t she.” I said, proudly.

“Do you have blue salvin?” he asked, “You know I cannot afford to stock it.”

I nodded and Syra produced the two ingots of blue salvin she had retrieved from my castle. The metal was the only thing worthy of an Equina. Its lustrous pale blue colour seemed to shift and change as one looked at it. It was the strongest metal known and the two ingots Syra held were worth more than ten times their weight in gold!

Gorag took the ingots reverently and set to work. I did not leave as I knew he would work fast. His forge burned hotter as he added extra blackstone.

Syra found me a chair and I sat down. I kept hold of Solavari’s reins, but she seemed content to stand patiently. I was watching her carefully and she was showing all the signs of being well attuned to obedience. I guessed that she had worn harness and bridle for many years in her world. She was coping well with being thrust into our world and given a new body. I had anticipated panic and fear. She had looked a little afraid in the stable, but she had settled since then. In fact, I felt she was curious about her new environment.

She moved well in her hooves, as if she had been born with them. Whatever her origins, she was at heart a true Equina. I had to admit that my search had been on target.

Watching a skilled craftsman like Gorag was always a pleasure. The metal was incredibly strong but he heated and shaped it with exquisite care and precision. Every so often he returned to examine Solavari’s hooves, making sure the shoes he was making would fit perfectly. When he was ready, he brought the first shoe over to her. Along with the shoe, he had made the curved pins that would secure it.

Solavari was entirely placid as he fitted the shoe. I stood so she could lean on me while he worked. This surprised me. She was new to having hooves, but was entirely relaxed about having metal shoes fitted to her. I even saw that she was watching what Gorag was doing.

I was inwardly relieved and thrilled at how accepting she was being. The language issue was a challenge but the training she would need was sure to be much easier. This girl had surely been chosen by fate to be my Equina.


Chapter 8

Training

Samantha / Solavari

I was fascinated by what was happening to me. The demoness really seemed to be enjoying herself. In the farrier’s shop I was initially afraid of the gigantic creature who worked there but he soon proved to be very gentle and showed real tenderness in examining my hooves. The demon actually stroked my shoulder and bottom, probably in an attempt to calm me down.

This demon cared about me! That was obvious. It was a strange feeling having some green demon taking care of me. My first reaction on seeing them had been fear and, perhaps, revulsion. But as time went on and I got a better look at them I realised they were not ugly at all, just different. Once you ignored their green skin they actually quite attractive.

The making of my horseshoes was fascinating. The giant was incredibly skilled. The metal was no piece of iron or steel. It was some kind of blueish metal that the younger demon had provided.

When the shoes were put on me I fully cooperated. Walking on flagstones would probably damage my hooves so the shoes would help me. It did not hurt when they were put on, but then the giant did not used nails. He used some kind of thin curved pins that were driven through the edges of my hoof by the incredible feat of the giant pushing them with his thumb!

Once I had been shod the older demon gave the giant a small pouch. I presumed that was the payment. Then the two demons led me out of the shop and into the village street. Quite a crowd had gathered but kept a respectful distance away. Were they scared of us?

The demon stopped and faced the crowd. She declaimed something in a loud voice. Whatever she said impressed the people and they all bowed. My belief that this was all a dream was fading. It was just too real. If this was my reality now, then I needed to learn all I could about this world and especially the demons who now seemed to own me.

That I was owned was obvious. This was a world in which ponyplay …wasn’t play. I was led back to what I assumed was the demon’s home. I hadn’t had a look at it from a distance on the way out but on the way back I saw it clearly. It was indeed an impressive castle! It had tall towers and everything!

Back through the gate we went, and we stopped in the middle of the courtyard. The older demon and I stood waiting while the younger one hurried away and disappeared through a door not too far from the one that led to my stable. A couple of minutes later she re-appeared pulling a cart! No, not a cart. It was a chariot. There wasn’t a seat but a platform between two wheels. It was rather simple but was obviously designed to be pulled by a …well, by something like me.

I was positioned between the shafts and the older demon fiddled with the fastenings on the side of my harness. My harness was the same one I had worn at the club. The one that belonged to me. If I was in another world then maybe my harness was not compatible with their chariot shafts.

Both demons went to work on the problem and eventually the younger one hurried away and returned with some metal clasps and some leather straps. They managed to use these to attach me to the cart. In fact, they were very thorough in making the connection very strong. I wondered why.

The older demon then untied my wrists from in front of me and then used the cuffs on the sides and rear of my harness to bind my arms behind me. She then took my reins, and I felt her climb into the platform.

She shouted something and flicked the reins. I had no idea what she had said but I guessed it was their equivalent of ‘giddyup’. I started walking in a straight line and after a short while I felt a gentle tug on one side from the reins. I turned to that side and then after another short stretch there was a tug on the other side. This demon was very gentle when compared with Melissa and Roberta. I paid close attention to the reins and, if anything, the rein signals became even more gentle. I managed to pick them up, but it took come concentration. This went on for what felt like an hour.

When the demon called a halt, she climbed off the platform and led me back to my stable door. I was unhitched from the cart and led through the door into my stall.

Once there I was tethered to the ring bolt. They didn’t leave me there but instead loosened the crotch straps on my harness. Then they stepped back and watched me. Just what did they want? I wondered. Then it struck me. When had I last done a pee?

Were they waiting for me to relieve myself. They wanted me to pee while they watched? Well, I was a pony, I guessed. I only had two legs, but I did have hooves, pony ears and a pony’s tail. I should be perfectly happy to pee on some straw. I turned aside and relaxed. After a moment, despite the tension I felt, I let go and had a really long satisfying pee.

That seemed to please both of the demons though why that should be the case I didn’t know. After all, they were the ones who would have to clean it up. I didn’t feel the need to do a poo right then.

What came next was food and water …and a lesson. The older demon carefully removed the bit from my mouth once she had figured out how to undo the straps that held it. She looked at the central bulge with fascination and had a long conversation with her fellow demon about it.

I didn’t say anything. Something told me that they didn’t speak English so shouting at them asking what the fuck was going on did not seem likely to produce any good result. The younger demon disappeared and then returned with a bowl of water. She placed it in a wooden holder at an easy height for me to drink from. She pointed at it and said “tilo”. Ah, I thought, a language lesson. Though tilo could mean water, bowl or drink. I decided it was most likely to be water.

I nodded at her and repeated the word, “tilo” then began to drink from the bowl. After I was sated a bowl of food was brought. It was another bowl, this time filled with what looked like a very thick porridge. This was identified as “tondo”, which I took to generically mean food rather than porridge. Maybe I would have to correct that later. I repeated the word, to their obvious approving delight and ate the porridge. It was actually very good. It didn’t taste like porridge, more like rice pudding. I really like rice pudding!

The older demon produced a clean cloth and wiped my mouth for me. Instead of putting the bit back in they started naming a number of other things around the stall. It appeared that ‘bilg’ meant straw, ‘wes’ meant door, ‘pilom’ meant reins and ‘yont’ meant damn patch of pee on the floor.

I was taught a few more and then they seemed well pleased with themselves and pushed the bit back in my mouth and secured it. They still didn’t leave but instead started brushing my hair and tail. They did this very diligently and the older one in particular was very skillful. I stood there placidly accepting all this and in fact found the attention pleasurable.

They may be my captors, but they seemed very keen on looking after me properly. I had been fed and watered and was receiving a very pleasant session of grooming. If this was a dream, it was awesome. If it was reality, as I was almost sure of by this point, then at least I was being well cared for.

I loved ponyplay. I loved being harnessed up and kept in a stable. I must admit I had expected to be doing with my fellow humans on planet Earth in the twenty first century and not with some demons on a fantasy word with dwarfs, castles, demons, giants and god knows what else. But it was still, to my mind, ponyplay. I realised I was enjoying myself.


Chapter 9

More Training

Malekaris

As Syra and I groomed Solavari we chatted about how the day had gone.

“I cannot believe how well she is taking everything, mistress,” said Syra, “Did you add a pacifier or obedience spell to the transformation?”

“Absolutely not!” I exclaimed, “I would never interfere with the mighty spirit of an Equina! Though I too am amazed and delighted at how easy Solavari is to handle. She was a revelation with the training chariot. She obeyed the reins perfectly and was able to pick up my signals even when I used only the slightest pressure. That means she was well schooled on her own world. I suspect she was highly prized there. Her temperament is wonderful.”

”She is intelligent too, mistress. She repeated each word perfectly and I felt sure she understood the meaning.”

“Yes, this is all going better than we could have dreamed. Her tack surprises me a little. The quality and design are excellent, but that strange bit surprised me. It is clearly designed to keep her quiet. It looks very severe.”

“Maybe it was a punishment, mistress?”

“I find it hard to believe that our Solavari would misbehave so badly as to need punishment. There must be another reason.” I mused.

“Mistress, maybe the unusual bit explains why she was so sensitive to the reins. Maybe it helped her detect the slightest pressure.”

That made sense! “That makes very good sense.” I agreed, “The bulge must almost fill her mouth. Any movement of the bit would be felt very quickly, no matter how gentle. I also expect she has worn this bit so much she is very comfortable with it. Why else would her previous owners have her wear it while asleep? I had thought of replacing the bit with one of Sinivari’s but let’s stick with her own for now. In fact, we should make copies, so we are not limited to just the one.

“Shall we copy her bridle and harness, mistress?”

“Yes,” I replied, “The harness design is superb. Though the shaft attachment will need altering. The bridle looks an excellent design too. Her world may have lacked true Equina, but they certainly know their business when it comes caring for a creature doing a similar role. We should bring in a quality saddler and have them make us at least two copies of each. No, make that three.”

“The villagers were astonished, mistress” said Syra, with obvious delight.

I smiled at that, “Yes, that was most satisfying! The word will spread and soon everyone will know that I have a new Equina.”

“But …mistress,” began Syra, “Do you still believe that Sinivari was murdered?”

“Of course she was! My beloved was in perfect health then sickened and died in a day. I could not determine the poison used but poison is the only explanation. No magical curse could have harmed her. Her own magic would protect her, and I had also put wards in place. No, someone poisoned her.”

“Whoever the assassin was,” said Syra, “will soon know you have a new Equina, may they not try again?”

The realisation made my blood run cold. Syra was right. I looked at my Equina. Solavari was proving to be a delight. She was well trained, obedient and beautiful beyond words. To lose her would destroy me.

“You are right, Syra,” I said, firmly, “We must plan carefully. I will renew all the wards and put additional ones in place everywhere. No-one should be allowed near her food or water other than the two of us. I would wish to hire guards, but how could we trust them. There are so few people I trust. If one of my sisters was behind the murder of Sinivari then she certainly could bribe or coerce anyone in the village.”

“Well, anyone except Gorag,” said Syra, “His kind are immune to magic and are profoundly honourable.”

“Gorag would never give up his blacksmiths shop to guard Solavari,” I said, “But …another Oglemite perhaps. They have no ties to any of my sisters. What other races could my sisters not control or corrupt?”

“Vulpati are notoriously loyal and incorruptible,” said Syra, “That is why the city watch in most cities use them. Sclurins are, if anything, are even more trustworthy.”

I nodded, “Sclurins are not exactly suitable as guards. But Vulpati would be ideal.”

“Sclurins may not be large or strong, but they are very intelligent,” pointed out Syra.

“I have been a fool,” I admitted, “My grief over Sinivari has made me retreat too much from the world. I should have been staffing this place properly! The best place to recruit nearby is Sillbridge. It is closest and has the largest market. We will go in the Bayet. It is the best cart we have and it is large enough to carry anyone we recruit. It will also be a good test for our new Equina. If she is even half as fast as Sinivari then we can be there and back in less than a day.”

I stroked Solavari’s rear gently. She responded by with a small shiver but did not pull away. I smiled. Already my new beloved was enjoying my touch.

“Would you like that Solavari? Would you like the chance to run?”

She turned to look at me. Her eyes were filled with intelligence. Even with the language barrier I felt she understood. I decided that she should rest for a while and then Syra and I would return to try some more language instruction and give her some more exercise in the courtyard.

The following day promised to be interesting. I would see what kind of speed she was capable of. Equina had many wonderful qualities. They were strong, beautiful, intelligent, magical but above all, they were fast. For the ordinary peoples of the world they either walked or hitched up a Grompus or a Slothang to a cart. The world ran at a slow space for most people. But for those who owned an Equina, things were different. Driving my light chariot being drawn by Sinivari, I had reached speeds so fast the landscape had rushed by in a blur. It had been intoxicating. Nothing separated the rich and powerful from everyone else like owning an Equina.


Chapter 10

Day Trip

Samantha / Solavari

After feeding and grooming me they cleaned up my stall and put fresh straw down. Then they added some kind of softer looking bedding that looked like shredded cotton fibres. It smelled lovely too, like new mown grass.

The two demons departed and I was on my own. My reins had been tethered to a ring again but this time at the front of the stall. This allowed me to move around more freely. I looked over the door to my stall but there wasn’t much to see. On the right was a door that led who knew where and the wall opposite held a row of hooks from which a variety of items were hanging that looked like regular equestrian grooming equipment.

The one thing I really wanted was a mirror. I would have loved to see what I looked like. When I had first fallen in love with the idea of ponyplay I had fantasized about having real hooves, having a real tail and being treated as a pony for real. Being harnessed and bridled and kept in a stable long term. Those had been fantasies, the kind of thing I might have read in works of BDSM fiction. But now, I was living it for real! Though green skinned demons had certainly not featured in my fantasies, that was for sure.

Later that same day I was taken out of the stable and exercised in the courtyard. This was done with a larger cart that actually had a seat. The older demon took the reins and again I was guided around the courtyard, doing my best to perform well.

Why was I being so cooperative? I was a captive. However I had ended up in such a crazy fantasy reality what was happening to me was not with my consent. Why did I not kick and scream and rebel against it all? The answer was I just didn’t want to. I was being treated exactly as I had wanted to be treated at the club. I had paid a lot of money to live the life that I was experiencing right at that moment. The question was, how long would this last? Would things suddenly go back to normal. Would I go to sleep one night in my stall and wake up back in my own world and tell the club staff ‘hey, you won’t believe what happened to me!’

These two demons were treating me very kindly. I had been fascinated to go to a farriers and have horseshoes fitted to my hooves. I had loved it. They were treating me with care and affection. I resolved to repay their kindness by being an obedient pony. I was bound anyway. There was no way I could physically obtain my own freedom. Pissing off the demons just didn’t feel right or wise.

After the exercise I was put back in my stall and the younger demon took out my bit, fed and watered me again and then continued my language teaching. She started by checking that I remembered all the words from earlier, which I did, and then she started on a list of new ones. She pointed at herself and then at the older demon and said ‘Ravenin’. The fact she included both of them told me it wasn’t either of their names. Maybe it was their race, or rather species. I repeated the word. Then she pointed at the older demon, or rather the older Ravenin and said ‘Lorvo Malekaris’. I guessed that was the older demon ..or rather Ravenin’s name. Then she pointed to herself and just said ‘Syra’.

Why did the younger one had just a one word name? Maybe the word ‘Lorvo’ was a title. That kind of made sense. The older one certainly seemed to in charge. Then Syra pointed at the pair of them again and repeated ‘Ravenin’ and the pointed at me and said ‘Equina’. I guessed she had referenced her species name so I would know that Equina meant what I was. Or rather what I was now. So, …I was an Equina. I kind of liked the word. I wondered if the similarity to the latin word ‘Equus’ was a coincidence.

Next, she pointed at herself and said ‘Syra’ and then she pointed at me and said ‘Solavari’. It took me a second to realise that she meant that Solavari was my name. They had named me? At first, I felt that was really rude but …kind of hot at the same time. It tickled my kinky love of ponyplay. A true pony was given a name by their owner. I also quite liked the sound of it. OK, I thought, in this world I was Solavari.

The lesson continued, still naming things for a while. I learned the names for stable, stall, straw, floor, ceiling and door. The fluffy bedding was called ‘strift’, which sounded nice. They didn’t overload me and they seemed well pleased with how well I remembered everything. At the end they put my bit back in, retied my wrists in front of me and tied my reins to the back wall ring. I guessed that was the sign I was expected to sleep. I lay down in the strift and straw, got myself comfortable and after only a short while drifted off.

In the morning I was awoken by Syra who got me up, fed and watered me. Then, my wrists were untied and retied again with a pair of what looked like medieval iron handcuffs. Then my harness and bridle were removed. Syra looped a rope around my cuffs and led me out of my stall and through the door on the right. Inside was …a wash room!

The floor was tiled and there was a drain in the centre. The older demon, Lorvo Malekaris was already in there with a large bucket of water that was steaming gently. Syra threw the rope over a roof beam and pulled on it, lifting my shackled wrists above my head. I looked up and saw that the beam showed a lot of wear exactly where the rope was lying. I guessed other Equina had been kept here.

I pointed to the beam and, using what I learned of the language, said ‘Other Equina?”

Syra jumped, then she looked at where I was pointing and I think she understood. She said something to Malekaris who came over and stroked my shoulder. “Gein okem na ilan Equina, solo Sinivari.”

Then she made a hand gesture over one shoulder. I guessed that meant in the past, maybe. She had said what sounded like a name, Sinivari.

I pointed to the beam, “Sinivari?”

Malekaris bobbed her head in what I guessed was a sort of nod. She looked very sad. I guessed that Sinivari had been their previous Equina. Had she died and I was her replacement?

Malekaris was visibly upset and was stroking me while she looked at me. I think she was willing me to understand. Both Syra and Malekaris really seemed to care about me. Their reaction suggested they had cared for Sinivari so deeply that they were still grieving. I felt a desire to give Malekaris a hug, but my hands were bound.

After that special moment they began to wash me. They washed my body, my hair and my tail. They were gentle yet thorough. The whole process was extraordinarily enjoyable. After they had towelled me dry they groomed by hair and tail and the fitted me with my harness and bridle again.

A thought struck me. They were still using the tack I had been wearing before. The tack I had bought myself. If they had owned an Equina before, the one called Sinivari, where was her tack? Why were they still using mine? I guessed maybe because it was good enough and it fit me? Has Sinivari been taller? …smaller? I felt flattered that they thought my tack was up to standard.

Rather than being taken to my stall I was I was taken out into the courtyard. There I saw a much larger cart. It had four wheels and a wide seat up front. There was a lengthy cargo area behind it. Did they expect me to pull that?

As I looked at it, I realised it was a very different kind of vehicle from the ones they had used before. The wheels looked stronger and had metal frames. There was some kind of wishbone suspension and the body of the cart was made from an elegant metal frame with exquisitely fine craftsmanship in the wood that made up the rest. It was actually beautiful.

Syra loaded a few bags onto the cart and then she and Malekaris hitched me up to the cart’s shafts. They were especially thorough in attaching me firmly. I hoped I could move the thing. I did not want to appear feeble. Even though I was, in theory, an unwilling captive, it mattered to me that I did my job well. Did that mean I was not unwilling? Maybe it did. So, for now, I resolved to be a willing captive. What a strange description, I thought before realising that was exactly what ponyplay was.

They climbed into what I thought of as the drivers’ seats. When the reins snapped and Malekaris shouted I leaned into the shafts and to my relief the cart started moving. It was very smooth! I was guided toward the gate by the reins and as before it opened as if by magic. I walked through and, though I didn’t see them, I assumed they closed behind us.

I was driven along the village street at a walking pace and found that I was not needing to exert much effort. This continued until we left the village and headed out along a country road. At this point the reins were snapped again and Malekaris shouted something else. I guessed this was ‘go faster’ or words to that effect. I leaned forward again and started to trot. As soon as I did so the task of pulling the cart took less effort. That did not seem right but, what the hell, it made my job easier.

I felt myself increasing in speed. Without any commands from the reins or Malekaris I sped up. I was soon running and it felt …it felt amazing! My speed kept increasing and it seemed the most natural thing in the world for it to do so. I had been a fair runner back home, but I had never experienced the running speed I was capable of as an Equina. My legs moved so fast and my body felt just so …powerful, that I couldn’t believe it. Was this a kind of magic? Was Malekaris doing something to me?

The trees flew by as I powered along. I heard both Syra and then Malekaris emit joyful cries behind me. I wasn’t even tiring. I felt like I could keep the speed up forever. The running was such a joy. It filled me with a kind of euphoria.

In the distance I spotted a cart heading the same direction as us and I felt the gentlest of nudges from the reins. I eased across the road and sped past the cart. I tried to estimate my speed from my experience driving a car. From how it had felt passing the cart I had to be doing more than fifty miles an hour! That was even faster than a real horse!

After what felt like less than an hour, the feeling of euphoric joy in speeding along eventually eased off as I felt pressure from the reins on both sides. I slowed down, a little reluctantly, and I saw ahead a number of buildings. It was the outskirts of a much larger settlement than the village I had come from.

I entered the town at a steady walking pace. The styles of buildings echoed the village but as we drew toward the town centre those buildings were much larger and some had four or even five stories. There was a lot more people about. They were, like the village, of a diverse range of races. There were more carts, but all were being drawn by bulky slow moving draft animals.

No-one seemed to be bowing to my demonic ...Ravenin owners. Though the looks we were getting were very respectful. We headed down the main street in the town centre then I was guided left down a side street toward a large open marketplace. This was very crowded, but people quickly made way for us as we moved through the throng. We emerged on the far side near the largest building I had seen in this world. I counted six stories and it was very long. It looked almost like something from home, with regularly placed glass windows. T was made from a kind of brickwork, rather than stone.

At the front of the building was the equivalent of a car park. An open area where Malekaris brought me to a stop. There were a few other carts already parked there …and one chariot-like cart that had an Equina hitched up to it!

When I saw the Equina I was fascinated. She was beautiful! Her harness and bridle were of a different design, but I guessed she looked very much like I did. Her hair was a reddish blonde, a little paler than mine. Her fur colour was mainly white, like mine, though with some pale brown patches on her legs and sides. As far as I knew, I was pure white all over. Her face was exquisite. She had refined features that were certainly alien but also vaguely human. This was the closest I had come to looking in a mirror.

A young female Ravenin was standing by the cart, holding the Equina’s reins. As Malekaris and Syra climbed out they called a greeting and the Ravenin girl responded and bowed. Just at that moment an older Ravenin emerged from the building. Behind her walked one of the red skinned, white-haired people, carrying a heavy looking crate.

As soon as the Ravenin saw us she did a double take. She stalked over to us and offered a small bow to Malekaris who returned it. Aha, I thought. A meeting of equals. This should be interesting.


Chapter 11

Recruiting

Malekaris

When I saw the cart I recognised it at once. The young girl holding the Equina’s reins was named Liopa, as I recalled. Her mistress, Lady Glofagenon, stalked out of the Exchange building and caught sight of us. I enjoyed her look of surprise as she saw us.

Of course, she could not ignore a sister, so she walked up to us, a half-smile on her face that looked forced. We exchanged the minimal bow that our status demanded and then she asked the question she must have been bursting to ask.

“Honoured sister!” she began, “You have a new Equina! …I must say how …gratifying it is to see you have managed to replace poor …erm.”

“Sinivari,” I said, coldly.

“Yes, and what a fine-looking creature you have found! …she looks young. Is she fast?”

I smiled with genuine pride, “Oh yes! She is swifter even than my beloved Sinivari was. I have been most fortunate.”

That was true. On the road I had wondered what Solavari’s true speed would be. I had feared that her origin may have resulted in an Equina of slower pace. I need not have worried. I had felt the familiar Equina magic ignite as she began to run. She was …magnificent! Her form was perfection and her speed was breathtaking. The feeling as the wind buffeted my face as the countryside flew by had felt like flying. I had cried out with pure joy and Syra had joined me. It was a cry of triumph. I felt like I had been made whole again. I had my new Equina and she was the very best of her kind. I was sure of it! Now I was face to face with one of my most fierce and capable rivals in our sisterhood and I was enjoying the look on her face as she came to terms with seeing my power and status restored.

“You have been …fortunate indeed,” said Glofagenon stiffly, “May I ask how you obtained her? I had thought there were no new Equina for sale in the entire Realm?”

“Well, if you know where to look you can always find what you need,” I said cryptically, “Her name is Solavari. She is of the same clan as Sinivari. I suspect she may even be her sister. She cost me a fortune in black diamonds”, which was true.

“If she is swifter than the famed Sinivari then I expect she was worth it,” said Glofagenon. I guessed she wanted to say something cutting or derogatory, but she knew it would sound false. Her own Equina, Colavarna, was a fine specimen, but she was outshone by the sheer beauty of my Solavari. The looked of envy and desire on Glofagenon’s pinched face was ill-concealed.

She turned away and returned to her own cart. I do not know what she had been buying but the crate that the Polonga had been carrying looked heavy.

“I expect I will see you at the Conclave,” I called out.

“I expect you will, sister. Be well!” she replied and with obvious haste mounted her cart and drove away.

Syra walked up to me, “Mistress, did you not once say to me that she is one of those you suspect of poisoning Sinivari?”

“Yes,” I said firmly, “Along with half a dozen more of my sisters. I would have liked to believe that no-one would be so evil as to harm an Equina, but some of my sisters care more for power than beauty and loyalty, or indeed our own laws!”

“What do we do now, mistress?”

“You stay here to guard Solavari. I doubt that Glofagenon would sneak back and try to do something to her, but I will take no chances.”

I turned and left Syra and headed into the Exchange. The doors were opened by employees who bowed deeply as I passed by. Once inside I made my way to the employment level on the third floor. On the ground floor was the basic slave market but I was not looking for a slave.

Buying a slave was no guarantee of loyalty. Some of my sisters thought differently and bought many slaves. I preferred the better quality of person on offer for honourable employment. At the desk I told the clerk that I was interested in employing one or more Vulpati and Sclurins. They summoned a Factor and a tall and powerfully built Vulpati male arrived and bowed to me.

“You honour our humble facility your ladyship,” he said, “My name is Ser Vagoran and I am the senior Factor. May I ask what positions you seek to fill?”

“I need guards, good Factor,” I said plainly, “At least one, probably two. Their role would be primarily guarding the life of my Equina. I am willing to pay for candidates of good standing, proven loyalty and the right skills. I also would wish to hire a Sclurin for a secretarial and assistant role. They will need good writing and organisation skills. The same restrictions on proven loyalty apply.”

Ser Vagoran bowed low once again said he would return with some possible candidates. After about ten minutes he arrived with two Vulpati and a single Sclurin. All of them bowed to me and Ser Vagoran began his sales pitch, pointing to the first two Vulpati.

“Your most honourable ladyship,” he began, “This is Lon Velesso and Lon Valonsa. They are brothers and until recently served in the city watch at Ghetora. They completed a ten year contract there and come with the very best references. In their final two years they were part of the bodyguard of Lord Hyghrin, master of the city.”

“Interesting,” I said, looking at the two Vulpati. They had the look of experience and confidence, but with no sign of arrogance. I pointed at Lon Velesso and asked, “Why did you not sign on for another contract at Ghetora?”

He bowed and replied, “We were bored, your eminence. Ghetora is a very peaceful city, and our skills were scarcely tested in all the years we served. We came here to seek positions with more of a challenge.”

His brother, Lon Valonsa, spoke up, “Please pardon my question, your magnificence” he asked with a small bow, “But what exactly is the position you offer? What could threaten a mighty Ravenin magic user such yourself?”

I liked his temerity and did not mind his rudeness. I was recruiting, not punishing, “Lon Valonsa,” I replied, “I seek guards to protect my new Equina. I have reason to suspect that an attempt may be made on her life. I will also be leaving soon for a commission in a distant land. A commission to deal with an invasion of a peaceful realm by a large and powerful beast, of a type unknown. I would be asking any guards I employ to accompany me on this mission.”

At the mention of my mission the expressions on the Vulpati changed. They took on an eagerness and interest that had been missing before. If they had spent a decade working in boring positions in a peaceful place like Ghetora then my coming adventure must have sounded extremely attractive.

“Does my venture appeal to you?” I asked them.

“My lady, it does!” said Lon Valonsa, “For us it would be a dream come true! My brother and I are skilled with sword and spear and have been extensively trained in bodyguarding and defensive duties. If you take us on, you would not be disappointed.”

I nodded to them looked to the Sclurin, Ser Vagoran stepped in and said, “My lady, this is Sowatu. She was previously on the staff of this very exchange, doing the administrative work for our directorate on the top floor. To our surprise she quit that job and voluntarily enlisted in as an employment client.”

I looked at Sowatu with surprise, “Why would you give up such a secure position?”

“Most exquisite lady,” replied Sowatu in that delightfully musical voice that all Sclurins had, “I believe I suffered from a similar problem to my two Vulpati associates. I was bored. I had worked here for more than two decades. I could not imagine anything more depressing that continuing to do so for the rest of my career. No offence to my former colleagues.”

I smiled, “You wanted variety or excitement?”

She shrugged, “I wanted a change, my lady. Something more challenging, interesting and …fun.”

All three of them were being honest and their desire to live a more interesting life fit well with the lifestyle of one such as I. Getting down to details, I turned back to the Vulpati and asked what their last rate of pay had been.

“When we were watchmen, we earned seven silvers a month, my lady,” replied Lon Valonsa, “When we were promoted his lordship’s bodyguard we were paid nine.”

I nodded, “Very well. I would wish to engage you in a position in my household. I offer you twenty silvers a month, each.”

Their eyes went wide at my apparent generosity. Then they both bowed. “We would be most grateful and honoured to accept, my lady!” exclaimed Lon Valonsa.

I turned to Sowatu, “How about you, what was your previous pay?”

“I earned fifteen silvers a month, my lady,” she replied.

“Then I would offer you twenty five, if you accept a position as my secretary and assistant.”

She beamed and bowed, “You honour me, my lady. I most gratefully accept.”


Chapter 12

Speeding Homeward

Samantha / Solavari

While Malekaris was inside the big building, Syra stood close to me. I could tell she was a little on edge. I had watched the encounter with the other Ravenin. It had seemed frosty, to say the least even though I could not understand a word.

I had also been looking at the other Equina. She had been looking at me, and a real moment of recognition has passed between us. We were the same. We were the same type of being doing the same job and living the same life. I still had no clue how I had come to being what I was and pondered if the other Equina had been pulled from her world to be here.

Then the other Ravenins mounted their chariot and drove away. I wondered when next I would get to see another of my own kind. The town in which we had arrived had many inhabitants yet aside from the one that had just left no other Equina were visible. Were we a particularly rare species? Were we special in some way? The truly unbelievable speed I had shown on the road here persuaded me that I was. This world seemed to be slow moving. There was no industrialisation. There were no machines, no cars, not even steam engines as far as I could tell. Was the only way to travel fast having an Equina to pull you along in your cart? It certainly looked that way.

While we waited, Syra occupied her time by stroking me and tending to me in time-filling ways by removing bits of grass and straw out of my hair and tail. I guessed that travelling at such high speed was like standing in a gale for a hour. Wind-blown stuff got stuck to you.

She was still doing this when Malekaris emerged and headed in our direction. Behind her walked three people. They all wore clothes, so I assumed they were people. Two looked like very large foxes walking on their hind legs while the other, smaller one looked a lot like a squirrel doing the same! I started to wonder if I really was some kind of fantasy delusion as they all looked like they had come from a Disney movie.

As they approached, I got a much better look. The fox men actually had rather human-like bodies. They had long bushy tails and their heads were about halfway between fox and human. They reminded of a character style I had seen online. The term ‘anthro’ sprang to mind. But they weren’t cartoon characters. They were very real. They wore steel breastplates over heavy leather clothing and had short swords at their waists. They moved with grace and confidence, and I had no doubt they really knew how to use their weapons.

The squirrel was just adorable! As it drew closer, I saw she was female. Like the foxes her body was anthropomorphic, but her tail was proportionately impressive. Her face was a little more human than the fox warriors and seemed very cheerful. She was dressed in what looked like very good quality clothing made of something like cotton. All three newcomers were carrying bags over their shoulders.

Malekaris had a long chat with Syra while she checked me over. She examined my tail, my hooves, my tack and how my bit was fitting in my mouth. She regularly patted and stroked me as she was doing this. I couldn’t help feeling that Malekaris, in particular, had a real emotional attachment to me. She was especially caring, affectionate and seemed to worry about me. She had not gone long, and it was like she had been worried about me while she was away and was reassuring herself as to my wellbeing.

Once she finished, she talked to the fox men and the squirrel girl and then all three of them climbed into the back of the cart! Had this been some kind of shopping trip. Had Malekaris been buying new staff? The idea amused me.

Syra and Malekaris sat in their usual seat, and I felt the reins go taught. Then I felt a gentle pressure on both sides at the same time. I guessed this was the signal to reverse so I started walking backward. The inertia of the cart was greater with the extra weight, but I got it moving after leaning backward a little.

As we reversed the pressure on the reins eased on one side, so I began a reverse turn to that side. I heard a little sound like joy from Malekaris. Had I just impressed her by obeying correctly?

Once the cart was turned, she began to drive me forwards. She had me maintain an easy walking pace until we were out of the town and on our way home. Then she had me speed up to a fast trot and then up to full speed. Like before I felt my legs move faster than I thought physically possible and we flew along at the road as a speed that was actually scaring me a little and from the wails behind me was terrifying the newcomers. Even with the extra weight in the cart, I found the going easier and I was sure I was even faster on the return journey than I had been earlier.

I could not understand how I could run this fast. Especially when harnessed up to a cart filled with five people! I wasn’t even tiring. The idea of it being magic entered my head for some reason, but surely not. There was no such thing as magic, was there? Then I remembered my new tail, hooves and ears and thought maybe …yeah …magic!

When we approached the village Malekaris slowed me to a walk and were soon in sight of the castle. After seeing the size of the town we had visited, the village now seemed charming and homely. I had only been in this crazy world a couple of days and already I was beginning to feel a sense of belonging.


Chapter 13

Speed and Preparations

Malekaris

When my new guards and secretary saw Solavari for the first time I could tell they were impressed. I fully expected they had never travelled in a cart or chariot pulled by an Equina before, so I had to warn them to hold on tight on the way home. I introduced them all to Syra and then took Syra aside for a quick word.

“Sowatu will be taking your place as my assistant,” I said, feeling a little amused at the confusion this brought to Syra’s face.

“I don’t understand, my lady.” said Syra, clearly upset, “Are you displeased with me?”

“Certainly not!” I replied, “I needed a new assistant because I will sending a written confirmation to the sisterhood that you are formally now my apprentice. You will have to wait for the confirmation before we announce anything. But within my household there is no need to hide that you are now Lady Syra.”

Syra’s face broke into an astonished grin, she bowed and cried, “Thank you, mistress!”

Syra was ready, I was sure. Even though she was still a little younger than normal to begin an apprenticeship in the sisterhood. It served me for her to begin. The commission would take time, and it would be helpful if Syra had some skill by the time I needed to face a major monster.

I told my new staff to climb into the cart and hold on tight. When I climbed into the driving seat and picked up the reins, I suddenly realised that we had not done any reversing with Solavari. We were parked facing a low wall so we could not go forward. I didn’t want to lead her in a turn or push the cart backwards, so I took a chance and gave the reins signal to reverse. She responded at once and even obeyed the reversing turn command. She did it so well that I let out a little yelp of joy. Which made Syra laugh.

Solavari must have been very well trained in her previous life. She had taken to being my Equina so smoothly and so willingly I could scarcely believe my luck. Then, when we headed down the road back home I gave her her head and she moved even faster than before. I had never travelled so fast in all my life! I was thrilled! My Equina was amazing!

My poor passengers were less appreciative. They had probably seen Equina moving at speed before but experiencing it was something else. All three of them cried out or whimpered in fear behind me. It took them a while to calm down and get used to the thrill. I was certainly not going to slow down for them. Syra later told me that I had been smiling all the way home.

Back at my castle, I put Solavari back in her stall. I invited Velesso, Valonsa and Sowatu to watch Syra and I take care of her. It also gave me a chance to explain the work I needed them to do.

They lined up politely just outside Solvari’s stall while Syra and I groomed her. The speed she managed meant that plenty of loose grass, grit and straw was stuck to her mane and tail, plus her hooves needed cleaning and any loose stones removing.

I turned to the two Vulpati as we worked and asked, “What did you think of the ride?”

Valonsa looked at his brother then replied, “My lady, we must apologise for crying out. What …cowards you must think us to be. We have never travelled so fast. It was …overwhelming.”

I looked at Sowatu and she just grinned sheepishly, “My lady …I erm …I was sick in your cart. I’m so sorry. I will clean it up!”

I burst out laughing, “Don’t worry, Sowatu. Yes, please clean it up, but I will take it as a compliment to Solavari. I think she may be the fastest Equina in the entire realm.”

“She is truly marvellous, my lady,” said Velesso.

I looked at him, “She is the reason you and your brother are here. As you know I am powerful. I am a Ravenin Witch and have no fears for my own safety. My previous Equina, Sinivari, was undoubtedly murdered. I suspect by poisoning. My fear is that whoever did that foul deed may try to do the same to my precious Solavari. Your task is to be her protectors. I cannot be with her at all times so I need the extra security you will provide.

“Also, as you know we will be leaving soon on a long journey to engage in a difficult and dangerous mission in a kingdom very far away. Because of Solavari’s speed we will be able to get there before those who gave me this commission have even returned home. We will load my cart with all that we will need and leave in two days time. We will spend tomorrow getting ready, buying supplies and anything else we need.

“For now, once we have settled Solavari, we will show you your sleeping quarters and arrange for your first duties. Now do you have any questions?”

For a moment there was silence. Then Sowatu put up her hand and asked, “My lady, …will my duties ..erm, will they include being able to help looking after Solavari at any time?”

I was a little taken aback, “Why do you ask?”

“Please forgive me, my lady. It is just that, I had never seen an Equina up close before. Solavari is so beautiful and she is so …amazing. Her magic must be so strong to run like she does. I would love to help in her care …if allowed.”

I detected no deception in her as she said this so I decided to be generous, “That may be possible Sowatu. Once things are settled, we may instruct you in how to groom her.”

That seemed to please her and took a step closer to watch me brushing Solavari’s tail. Valonsa raised a hand and asked, “My lady, will you need one of us to remain on duty guarding Solavari overnight? …starting tonight?”

I thought about that and then said, “Yes. I encountered a member of my own sisterhood today. There is a great deal of deadly rivalry among my kind, and I suspect that one of my rivals was responsible for Sinivari’s death. My sisters have probably considered me weakened because I no longer had an Equina. The fact that I have Solavari is now known to them. Word will spread and perhaps the killer will try to strike again. We should be vigilant.”

Valonsa bowed and asked, “My lady. With all due respect. If one your sisters came here to strike at your Equina then there is little that I or my brother could do to stop them. Skilled we may be with our steel but against magic we would be powerless.”

“None of my sisters would dare try such an attack openly. This castle has wards in place to guard against magical attack, and I would sense any magical threat. No, the attack, if it comes, will be by proxy. By assassins or other agents paid by my rivals. Against such threats your steel should be effective.

They both gave small bows in agreement.

When Solavari was settled, Syra and I took our new staff members into the main house and allocated them to rooms. The castle had a lot of empty space. It had belonged, many years ago, to my old mistress Lady Zephonoma. She had taken it from the vile Lord Grastak after he had terrorized the entire area for a generation. The Villagers had conspired to hire my old mistress to rid themselves of their hated overlord. She had prevailed in a battle that involved both sword and magic. Grastak had been killed and his henchmen either slain or driven away. She had claimed the castle in payment.

When she had died, she had willed the edifice to me. Neither she nor I had ever even remotely made use of all the rooms in the castle. It could accommodate a large staff or an entire garrison of soldiers. Until our new staff had arrived there had only been Syra, myself and Wiffenda. I had warned Wiffenda that my household would be growing in size and the old woman had been delighted. It meant she got to cook for more people and cooking was the one thing she loved more than anything in the world.

She was a Gryffex, the race of red-skinned and white-haired folk who were native to this region. When I had told her of my mission, she had begun preparing the supplies I would need to take. The Gryffex were masters of cooking and food preservation, and I was hoping that we would be able to take enough food with us for the entire mission.

I had wondered if that was possible when I factored in the distance but now I knew how exceptional Solavari’s speed was I was now confident. It was always problematic to forage for food in foreign lands and always dangerous to accept gifts of food in such places.

Everything was coming together, however. Valonsa took the first watch that night and I felt much better about the safety of my beloved Solavari.


Chapter 14

Preparations

Samantha / Solavari

I had wondered why the two fox guys and the squirrel girl had returned with us to the castle. That first night as I settled down for the night, one of the fox guys appeared in my stable. He looked over the stall door at me then walked away and out of the stable. I heard him walking out in the courtyard for a while. Then he came into the stable. He walked around and seemed to be checking it over. Then he went through into the washroom for a few minutes before re-appearing.

Then it struck me. He was a guard. More specifically, he was guarding me! That raised the question, what was he protecting me from? Just when I had started to get a handle on my place in this strange world I was left with a whole lot of new questions. Syra had continued with my language lessons, but I was still a long way from knowing much about what was being said around me.

I lay down in my stall and tried to get comfortable. My wrists had been retied in front of me so I could sleep so I lay down in my bedding and tried to sort through what I knew. I was something called an Equina. This world did not have horses, or anything like them. All the draft animals I had seen have been heavy and slow.

All transport was by muscle power. I was fast, extremely fast. In fact, it felt like my speed defied the laws of physics. I wasn’t even very tired after running at incredible speed. Was that magic? Was I magical in some way?

The Ravenin woman, Malekaris, was my owner. She was highly regarded and people bowed to her. I sensed that some of the people we met had been afraid of her. Was she responsible for bringing me to this world and making me what I was now? Did that make her some kind of super powerful magic user? A wizard of some kind, or rather a witch?

I worked out that Malekaris had hired the two fox men as guards. Why she had hired the squirrel girl was a mystery. Both Malekaris and Syra treated me with great care, even affection. So, I was a valued asset. High speed travel in this world maybe was only possible if you were in a cart being pulled by a creature like me. So, if my kind were rare, had Malekaris dragged me from my own world and turned me into an Equina because she could not get one any other way?

I was being taught their language. That told me that Equinas could talk. The other Equina I had seen had been wearing a bit, just like I was. Though it did not look to be as much of a gag as mine. Did that mean that other Equina could hold conversations? Why did Malekaris want me to talk? …what would we talk about? I was a beast of burden, wasn’t I?

I must have fallen asleep because the next thing I knew I was being roused by Malekaris, Myra and, standing nearby, was the Squirrel girl. I was fed and watered and encouraged to pee in the straw, which I did with no feeling of embarrassment at all. Then I was led through to the washroom and given a thorough wash. Only Malekaris and Syra actually did the work though they kept up a running conversation with the Squirrel.

When I was clean and dry, I was moved back to my stall. There was a roof beam above my stall and cuffs were placed on my wrists and my arms were secured wide apart above my head, the cuffs tied to the beam.

Then both Syra and Malekaris took out small bottles and poured a little of the contents into their hands. Then they began rubbing the substance into my skin. No, not rubbing. It was …massage. They were massaging me! They expertly worked on my muscles for nearly an hour. The oil they were using smelled wonderful. The massage felt divine.

Even though I was not wearing my bridle I kept quiet. The three of them still talked to each other but I caught little of the meaning. From my limited vocabulary I only caught the odd word that I thought I knew. I just relaxed into the massage and loved every minute of it.

Once they were done, they towelled me down and put my harness and bridle back on. My arms were cuffed to my sides, and my wrists were cuffed behind me. Then Malekaris alone did the job of a last brushing of my hair and tail. Only when all this was done did the Squirrel girl ask something of Malekaris.

Syra and Malekaris looked at one another and then Malekaris said something in reply to the Squirrel. She smiled in response and nervously stepped into the stall with us and approached me. When she was next to me, she reached out and gingerly stroked my rear. Then she ran her fingers through the hair of my tail. Malekaris handed her a brush, and she happily began brushing my tail, which hardly needed it, under the instruction of both of the Ravenin.

I wondered if the Squirrel had been hired to be my groom, but if she needed instruction on how to use a brush that seemed unlikely. Surely if you wanted a groom, you would hire one who already knew what they were doing. The Squirrel looked quite excited at the idea of even being near me so maybe she had just asked to have a go. That made sense and was also quite endearing.

I was given a little exercise that day as Malekaris and Syra hitched me up to a smaller cart and drove down to a large store in the village. They took one of the fox-men with us, who rode in the back of the cart. I was tethered to a post outside the store and the fox-man stayed with me, obviously as a bodyguard. Malekaris and Syra went into the store and after a while we saw store staff bringing out the Ravenin’s purchases and putting them in the cart.

The process took a while, and I got to have a good look at village life as it passed by. I was not surprised that I was a focus of attention. The diverse village folk all were obviously fascinated by my presence. None approached us. Indeed, they kept a respectful distance away. I wondered if that was a politeness thing or the fact that I had an armed guard.

I tried to compare what I saw in the village with my own expectations of what life in a medieval village would look like. There was something odd about the village around me. It took me a while to figure it out. It was clean! My assumptions about a primitive village would be that it would be a dirty place. The result of animals defecating in the street, poor sanitation and general poverty. But all the people I saw were clean and seemingly well dressed. I saw no torn or patched clothing. All the buildings were in good repair with clean windows and what looked like freshly painted shutters and doors.

The street itself was very clean. Parts of the street were stone paved and some of the lanes leading off it had hard packed ground with either straw or gravel covering them. I saw three large carts moving past pulled by large animals but they didn’t smell bad. I was beginning to think that no-one ever did a poo in this village when one of the cart animals dropped a truly immense pile of manure. The smell was ..impressive. It was incredibly foul. As soon as the cart passed however, doors opened in two nearby houses and half a dozen people came out with buckets and wide shovels and cleaned up every scrap. Then someone else appeared but a bucket of water was sluiced down the stone flags where the poo had been. Soon all was as it had been before.

I began to wonder what would happen if I did a poo in the street. I had done a couple in my stall, and they had been cleaned up quickly by Syra. Would the locals rush out to clean up any poo I did? Would it be the fox-man’s job to do it? It was a pity I didn’t feel the need for a poo so I could not test it. Soon after that interesting occurrence Malekaris and Syra returned and we were on our way back to the castle.

Again, the village folk bowed to Malekaris but they did not strike me as a cowed or subjugated people. They seemed quite happy to see us we headed home at my steady walking pace.

Back at the castle I was not put back in the stable but was unhitched from the small cart and then hitched up to the large cart that had been used the day before. I was then tethered in place to an iron ring in the castle wall. One fox-man was with me. I was not sure, but I thought it was not the same one who had watched over me during the night. It was very hard to tell them apart.

Nothing happened for a while, then the squirrel girl and Syra started bringing out bags and boxes and loaded them into the cart. More and more came until the cart was heavily loaded. I turned my head as much as I could to watch and I wondered how hard the cart was going to be to pull.

After a few more minutes I realised that was the point. Malekaris came out and untethered me while Syra climbed into the driver’s seat. The two fox-men and the squirrel climbed into the back of the cart. Then Malekaris herself took her seat beside Syra and used the reins to indicate I should back up. I leaned backward into the cart and at first I thought it was too heavy to move. Then it started to give and I was soon pushing it backward. Then I was halted and sent walking forward. The cart’s weight made it hard to get moving but once under way I managed fine. I was driven around the courtyard for about twenty minutes.

I was being tested. Malekaris wanted to know if I could manage such a heavily laden cart. I hoped I had reassured her. When we finally stopped, the cart was unloaded, I was unhitched and put back in my stall. I was working through in my mind what all this meant. The acquisition of the extra staff, the huge shopping trip and now the driving test. I wondered if some great journey was being planned.


Chapter 15

Going Forth into the Unknown

Malekaris

Everything was coming together. We had obtained all the supplies we needed. The Vulpati were military trained so knew how to travel light, their supply demands were modest. Sowatu might have wanted to take more but she knew space was limited so she too was wise enough to keep her needs small.

The main supply issue would be food. All six of us needed food and as Solavari would be doing so much work we had to allow for extra food being needed for her. Equina were sensitive when it came to diet. If you fed them poor quality or ill-chosen foods, it could severely affect their health.

When the test was ready, we had piled everything we needed on the cart, included a little extra, just in case, and then we had all climbed aboard and Solavari was put to the test. Of course, my beloved passed with flying colours. I wondered what she thought of what we were doing. Well, the next day she would find out.

Solavari’s temperament was an endless source of joy to me. She accepted every demand I made of her with dedication and her best effort. She showed not the slightest skittishness, laziness or rebellion, which, considering her origin, I had thought quite likely.

The summoning had for sure chosen the best candidate for me. Her speed had been a revelation. Surely no Equina had ever been faster. My only concern with her was ensuring her safety. Whoever had poisoned Sinivari would likely try again. I had taken measures to ensure that no attack against her could succeed. I had researched and perfected spells that would check her food and drink for even the slightest trace of anything that could harm her. The Vulpati guards could protect her from purely physical attack, and I was confident in my ability to counter any magical threat. Despite all this I worried. I could not help it. My future prosperity and power depended upon Solavari.

Syra continued her language lessons and reported steady progress. She said she was sure that Solavari was highly intelligent and showing excellent motivation in wanting to learn. I longed for the day when I could talk to my beloved properly. There, I used that word again. But it was true. Solavari now had a special place in my heart.

On the morning of departure, we loaded the cart and hitched Solavari to the shafts. We were almost ready to leave when Syra came up to me and said the Village headman was requesting an audience. I nodded and headed through the castle to the main entrance. An imposing pair of doors made of a triple thickness of stonewood, the toughest and hardest wood known.

I opened the doors with a gesture and the tiniest amount of power. It was next to nothing in terms of magic, but it always impressed the locals. There stood the headman, an old Gryffex by the name of Wombost. I known him for years and his appearance was something I had been expecting. Everyone in the village had seen Solavari. It was inevitable that Wombost would have been pressured by his fellow villagers into coming to crave an audience and ask the question that was surely on all their minds.

“Oh, your evulgance, my lady,” he began with a deep bow, “Thank you for allowing me to see you.”

“What is it Wombost? I’m busy!” I said sourly.

“The whole village is enthralled, delighted and relieved that you have found a replacement for the wonderful Sinivari,” he said, with a nervous smile.

I said nothing, he hadn’t asked a question, and I didn’t want to make it easy for him. I just stared at him.

“Erm …now that …erm …now that there is a new Equina, some of the village folk have been asking …erm ….they’ve been wondering ….”

“What?”

“They’ve been wondering if the graceful Solvin..”

“Solavari! …For mud’s sake get her name right!” I growled.

He almost collapsed in sudden terror. Then he tried to pull himself together, “The most wondrous Solavari, my apologies ….erm. People wondered if her …erm, if she would be producing …her milk?   …Aaand …if any of that would be made available to the village …that is what you did before with Sinivari, most incredibly generously of you, my lady!”

Having got the question out he almost deflated in relief. This was a question that I was sure the villages were desperate to know the answer to. Equina were magical beings. Like my own race, they were beings of power. Beings such as we were far above the mundane creatures that inhabited the towns and villages of the realm. Everything about us had magical potential. For an Equina that meant supernatural speed, strength and stamina. But also, the milk of an Equina was imbued with powerful healing properties. It could cure any form of infectious disease, even the most virulent plagues. It could restore sight to the blind, hearing to the deaf and in enough quantity, it could even restore lost limbs. I had sold Sinivari’s milk to the village in small quantities and for a suitably high price. The village had come to revere Sinivari for what her milk could do. Three years ago, when the grey plague had ravaged the land, not a single villager had succumbed. Why? Because I had given the village all the milk I had stored and that Sinivari could produce.

When Sinivari died, I was not the only one to mourn. It was a tragedy for the whole village. But now, they had seen Solavari, and their hopes were reborn. If Solavari had produced milk I would have given him some, but she hadn’t.

I expected that she would not be able to for some time. She had been transformed using Sinivari’s essence. But she was, in effect, a new being. I suspected that she was like a young Equina, not exactly a newborn foal but an adolescent at most, in terms of development. She was too young to be producing milk.

“Good Wombost, Solavari is not of age to be producing milk.” I explained.

He looked confused, “Of age?”

I gave him a look “And you are an expert on Equina development?”

“Erm, …no,” he admitted.

“Solavari is young. She is very young. She will only start to produce milk when she is at least a couple of years older than she is now. The village will have to be patient. Now, I will be leaving on a mission tomorrow and have much to do, good day Wombost!”

“What? …what mission my lady?...”

But I had already turned away, and the doors closed behind me. Back in the courtyard all was ready so I climbed into the driver’s seat and set Solavari in motion. We exited through the doors which I closed behind us. We turned toward the eastern road out of the village and so our adventure began.


Chapter 16

On The Road

Samantha / Solavari

Once we were clear of the village Malekaris had me increase speed. I accelerated a little more slowly than before because of the weight of the cart, but I was soon up to the same kind of speed I managed before. The quality of the road started off good but after a couple of hours travel it petered out into a rougher track. I felt the more uneven surface beneath my hooves, and I had to slow down. Malekaris did not object. Though I was not sure how she would have done so. She never used a whip. My kinky nature was more than a little disappointed about that.

We were also trending uphill. To my surprise I was starting to feel tired. The weight of the cart had not been a problem on the good quality road. That had also been on the level. The rougher rail was something else. Pulling a weight uphill on a rough track was actually testing me. At the reduced speed I was managing, I did not slow down but I knew that I would need to stop eventually. I really did not want Malekaris to think less of me. She has been so kind and caring. She had been so obviously pleased with my amazing speed before. What was she thinking of me now?

I forged on for another hour until we reached some more even and level ground. There was a stream running nearby and Malekaris slowed me to a halt. I was breathing heavily and was very glad to stop. I watched Malekaris as she walked around to me. She didn’t look at all unhappy. She gave me a lot of reassuring strokes and talked to me in a gentle voice. Then she bent down and had me lift my hooves so that she could check them. Once she had done this, she unhitched me from the cart and tethered me to a ringbolt attached to one of the shafts.

There was a flurry of activity coming from the cart as the others climbed out and unloaded some of the lighter bags. One of the fox-men set walking and when he was about thirty paces away he started walking around the cart as if marking a boundary. Then after he had completed a circuit, he called out something and ran off into some nearby woods. I wondered what that was about, was he running away, …maybe going for a pee or a shit in private?

No-one else seemed troubled by it and looked to be getting a fire going. I guessed we were stopping for some food at least. The sun seemed too high in the sky for us to be making camp for the evening.

Once the fire was lit and cooking implements were being readied the food preparation seemed to be left in the squirrel’s hands. The other fox-man hung around the camp, walking the perimeter. I guessed he was our guard for this stop. Syra and Malekaris concentrated on me. They untied my arms and massaged them before retying my wrists in front of me. Then they fed me some water from a flask and some dry oaty mix that tasted pretty good.

Once I had been fed they both set to work grooming me. I did not think that was really necessary, but they obviously thought otherwise. Why were they so obsessed with me always looking my best? Whatever we were doing was going to be a long trip. They had certainly loaded a lot of supplies on the cart. Who was going to be seeing us?

I looked around at where we were. There were clumps of woodland all around us and quite a lot of thick undergrowth. I could see that in the direction we were headed were a range of mountains. Were we going to head over those? I wished I understood the language better. Syra had continued with her lessons, but I still had not even grasped more than a basic vocabulary and some basic noun and verb combinations.

The others settled down to eat a meal and all I could do was stand and wait. I guessed that was the eternal lot of the draft animal. To be looked after a little and then forgotten.

After the meal there was a lengthy discussion of some kind. I could not really understand what was being said but from the few words I caught I guessed that they were discussing whether to make camp and continue in the morning. There was still a lot of daylight left but perhaps there were other considerations. Where we had stopped seemed like a very good campsite. At least it did to my untrained eye.

Then the fox-man who had disappeared into the woods returned. He went to the camp and spoke with Malekaris. Whatever he said seemed to settle the decision and everyone got to work establishing a camp. It was quite fascinating to watch. A set of thin wooden poles was produced and driven into the ground. A canvas cover was laid on the ground between them and then a larger one was fitted around and over the poles to create a small tent.

Only the one tent was put up and it was far too small for everyone, so I guessed that it was for Malekaris’s use alone. Rather than make any other provision for anyone else their attention turned to me. The two fox men were sent to cut down some of the long grass that grew nearby. With these they created a bed between the two shafts of the cart. More poles were produced that were driven into the ground and used to raise the shafts into the air, about a meter high. A soft blanket that looked like it had been taken from my stall was laid over the grass bed and another large sheet of canvas was thrown over the raised shafts. Thus was created a shelter that was clearly meant for me.

Malekaris herself took my reins and led me a distance from the cart, pointed at a spot near a bush and encouraged me to empty my bladder. I did so and she produced a wettened cloth which she used to clean me up afterward. A task she always did herself and one she did with affectionate care.

Then she led me to my shelter and had me kneel down and then shuffle inside so I could lay down on the bed. I was not tired enough for sleep, or so I thought, but I soon drifted off.


Chapter 17

Into the Night

Malekaris

The road east from the village was only in good order for about thirty leagues. We made good time because Solavari covered that distance in less than two hours. There were no significant settlements except small hamlets and farms, so we rarely had to slow down.

The road beyond that became little more than a rough track. Not suitable for high speed travel and I expected Solavari to slow significantly. I was amazed to find she still managed a respectable speed. I was concerned for her hooves, but she moved with such confidence I decided to trust her judgement.

As we approached the higher ground the road began to climb. To my astonishment, Solavari barely slowed. She took the increasing incline as if it were a personal challenge. Despite the weight of the cart, the roughening ground and the slope she was still running, and running at a fair speed.

She kept this up far beyond the point where I thought exhaustion would defeat her. At last, when we found a flatter area, I made the decision to slow her to a halt. We had already covered far more ground than I planned for our first day.

When we halted, I hurried to see that she was well. I could see that she was breathing heavily, and I bet that her heart must have been pounding. The effort had indeed taken its toll on her, but her performance had been little short of astonishing. I spoke to her in gentle tones and stroked her to help her calm down and relax. Syra helped and we soon had her wrists bound in front of her for comfort and we had checked her hooves and groomed her.

I had worried that this journey would have disturbed my new Equina. She did not understand our language well enough yet for me to explain to her what was happening. She would only know I had engaged Vulpati guards to protect her and that we had embarked on a long journey.

Speaking of the Vulpati, they really knew their business. Valonsa had announced that he would scout the area while Velesso took up a guard position. I had not needed to give any orders. Sowatu had set to work getting food ready and Syra had used a little of her own power to ignite a fire. Now that she was my apprentice, she was free to user her power for small tasks without needed my permission. Her education as a Ravenin Witch would now begin in earnest and she needed to take every opportunity to practice.

After feeding and watering Solavari she seemed quite relaxed and happy so I felt able to allow everyone else to eat. While we did so we discussed what our next move should be.

“It is still only a few hours past noon,” I said, “I would invite opinion on whether we should press on today or make camp.”

“My lady, is Solavari able to undertake another run today?” asked Syra, “She put in a mighty effort to get us so far on the first day.”

“She did indeed. If I had not seen it, I would not have believed it. We travelled for more than six hours, and she was still running at the end! Despite the rough ground and having to pull the cart uphill.”

“My lady,” asked Sowatu, “Is what she did so exceptional? Most people know little of what Equina can do. We see them running like the wind along the roads between cities and towns but aside from legends and rumours the common folk know little.”

I smiled at that question. Sowatu was correct. Very few people in the realm ever had a chance to travel in a cart pulled by an Equina or even get close to one. The rich lords and my own sisterhood who owned them had no interest in educating the common folk about them. But Sowatu was now a member of my household, and it pleased me to give her a proper answer.

“Solavari is truly exceptional!” I said, proudly. “Equina are powerful magical beings but even among her kind I would confidently say that no other Equina could have achieved such a run. My last Equina, my beloved Sinivari, was herself exceptional. I was the envy of my fellow Ravenin Witches to have her. But Solavari’s abilities put even her in the shade.

“If we did another run today, I am sure Solavari would rise to the challenge, but I believe it is wiser to let her rest. I would not risk her health for anything and after such a run I would wish to protect her from exerting herself to the point where she suffers injury.”

Just at that moment Valonsa came out of the nearby woods and jogged over to join us. When he arrived at the fireside he bowed to me and reported, “My lady, there are no tracks of any predators nearby nor any sign of any travellers. The last to travel this road was a group of four people on foot about three days ago.”

I nodded, “In your opinion, is this a good place to spend the night?”

“We will not find better before nightfall, my lady.”

“Then we make camp here.” I turned to Sowatu, “Please ensure everyone has eaten before we begin setting the camp.”

Once the Vulpati were fed we set about setting up the tent that Syra and I would share and the rather clever little stable we had devised for Solavari. It was something I had originally come up years ago for Sinivari, using the cart shafts to create a small shelter my Equina could sleep in. Solavari was put to bed inside it, and I peeked into it after an hour and I was pleased to see she was fast asleep.

I sat beside the fire talking to Syra as the light slowly faded. The Vulpati had organised themselves into two watches for the night with Velesso taking the first one. I could see him walking a wide perimeter in the gloom. I knew that the Vulpati had excellent night vision. I would also be setting some simple magical wards before I went to sleep myself. If anything came within twenty paces of us, I would be alerted.

“My lady, Valonsa said that four people had walked this way a few days ago,” said Syra, “Do you think they are the four who brought you the commission?”

I smiled, “Yes, I am sure of it. The timing is right. They have to walk all the way back and it took them seventy days on the outward journey. Even if the track is very rough through the mountains I expect Solavari will be fast enough to overtake them tomorrow.”

“What will we do when we meet them?” asked Syra.

“Well, I am not going to offer to take them with us.” I said firmly, “Adding four people and whatever they are carrying to the cart would be more than even Solavari could bear, surely. I doubt they would even physically fit.”

“Perhaps we should take one of them with us, my lady. They could help direct us where we need to go once we are beyond the mountains.”

“You are thinking of the granddaughter? …Alliansa?”

“Yes, she seemed very intelligent, my lady.”

“I doubt she would abandon her grandfather.” I pointed out.

“…Could we carry two more?” asked Syra.

“Solavari would not thank you.” I pointed out.

“I do not think Solavari would blame us, my lady. She seems determined to do the best for you.”

I raised one eyebrow, “What do you mean?”

“I have spent much time with her, my lady, teaching her our language. I believe I am starting to read her emotional state. I believe she is responding to our care for her. We have shown her kindness and taken very good care of her. I think she is responding by wanting to do the best she can in return. In today’s run I sensed that she was tiring. But rather than slow to a walk, as I am sure we both expected, she ran on. It must have been a great effort for her, but she was determined. I think she was motivated by a desire not to let you down.”

“Let us down, you mean.” I pointed out.

“No, my lady, you. You have a special bond with her. You show her the most affection. You do so with obvious sincerity. I am sure she can sense that and responds. She knows you care for her and so now feels affection and loyalty to you. Hence her determination not to fail you.”

Syra’s words almost brought tears to me eyes. She was right, of course. My feelings for Solavari were strong. I had felt some guilt in dragging Solavari from her home world and then inflicting the transformation upon her. I had feared that she would hate me. That she would become so responsive and loyal so quickly had been a miracle. That she could feel affection for me too was a gift I did not expect or deserve.

“My lady,” said Syra, “I think we should be careful. Solavari’s determination to do her best for you, no matter what, may lead her to over-exert herself. We should be mindful of this.”

Syra’s words were wise and struck home, “Lay Syra,” I said with a smile, “You are indeed a wise apprentice. Let us not allow Solavari to work as hard or as long in one run as she today. If she were injured it would be a tragedy for our mission and for us!”


Chapter 18

Meeting on the Trail

Samantha / Solavari

I awoke the following day quite early. For a while I just lay in my little makeshift bed and listened to the sounds around me. I could hear birdsong and the light flapping of the edge of the canvas cover where a breeze was catching it. I could not hear any sounds from the rest of our camp.

Then I heard footsteps a distance away. I guessed that was one of the fox-men who was on guard. My hands were bound in front of me, so it was bit of a struggle to get up. My reins led out of the end of my shelter and were still tethered most likely to the shafts of the cart. I was feeling too awake to just stay lying down. It took me several minutes to wriggle around until I was on my knees and facing toward the back of the shelter. I shuffled forward and pushed my head past the flap of canvas that covered the entrance.

I inched forward until I could stand up. I stretched as much as bonds would allow and walked around a little. My reins pulled taught and I looked at where they were attached to the cart shafts. They weren’t just tied, they were held by some kind of metal locking device. I guessed that was to prevent me from untying them, which I could otherwise have done with my hands in front of me.

I looked back at the cart and saw something between the wheels. On closer inspection I saw that it was the squirrel girl, all curled up with a blanket covering her. I could not see the other fox man, so I guessed he was asleep inside the cart.

The guard was still walking the perimeter. He glanced over at me …and waved. Not knowing what else to do I waved back with my bound hands. It seemed that waving was a universal greeting that was the same in different worlds. He didn’t come over to see me but carried on walking the perimeter, his attention on the lands around us.

The weather was not warm and the breeze would probably have chilled my old body. My new one, with its layer of fur, was entirely comfortable. I had seen a wide variety of races in this world but only one other Equina. That told that my new species was rare, or at least rare in this part of the world. Was there a land somewhere where there lived lots of Equina?

How did Equina from that land end up harnessed up to pull carts at incredible speed? Did they volunteer? No, that didn’t seem plausible. Yes, I had volunteered to be harnessed up at the club but that was because I was a depraved kinky ponyplayer. I could not believe Equina, as a race, were all kinky. I had to accept that, logically, Equina were an enslaved race. I was an Equina that was valued and treated well, but I was still a slave. Malekaris was not going to release me one day and then harness up Syra saying, ‘it’s her turn to have a go’.

This was my life …for the rest of my life? A life of bondage and slave labour, in effect. Never going back to my own world and my old life? How did I feel about all this? I was living ponyplay for real. Something, in my fantasies, I had thought I wanted. Was I enjoying myself? I searched inside myself and discovered the answer, …I was! I was enjoying the bondage, the training. I loved the way I was being treated. I loved the sense that Malekaris and Syra really cared about me and valued me.

They spent so much time caring for me. I never had any choice about anything, but I was content with that. Being an Equina was giving me something that, deep inside me, I knew I wanted. Would I still feel the same way months from now, or years? How long did an Equina live?

As the sun rose higher over distant hills the landscape was bathed in a golden light. The mountains ahead of us were vast and utterly beautiful. The forests looked wild and natural. The trees looked like trees from own world but when I looked closely at them, none of them appeared to be species I knew. The branching structures and leaf shapes were all unfamiliar. The leaves were mainly green though.

Just then I heard movement behind me, and I turned to see the squirrel girl walking around the side of the cart. She saw me looking at her and she stopped, looking suddenly nervous. Was she afraid of me? She had seemed eager to help groom me earlier. Maybe she was afraid of Malekaris’s wrath if she came too close.

The bit in my mouth meant I could not even easily smile at her. The bit had taken some getting used to. As a means to stop me talking at the ponyplay club it was well designed. As something to be forced to wear all the time for days on end it was …challenging. Malekaris had still not used any tack on me other than what I had been wearing when I had come to this world. Even my reins were from my own world.

I knew this world had tack of its own. I had seen the other Equina wearing harness and bridle and she had had her arms bound behind her. So, leatherworkers existed in this world. Did Malekaris, perhaps, think that my tack was superior? That idea pleased me as I had designed it myself.

My reverie was cut short as Malekaris herself emerged from her tent. She saw me standing by the cart and emitted what I guessed might have been a swear word. She hurried over to me and immediately began checking me over. Why she was doing this I had idea, just what could have happened during the night that merited such concern?

She shouted for Syra and soon the pair of them were hard at work feeding, watering and grooming me. They said something to the squirrel girl who eagerly came forward and took up brushing my tail. After more than an hour of cleaning, grooming, feeding and hoof care my arms were rebound behind me and I was hitched back up to the shafts of the cart. Everyone else was grabbing something to eat. No fire was lit so whatever it was was eaten cold.

I stood waiting between the shafts, behind me the camp was put away, and I saw that they were making an effort to remove all traces that we had camped there. The small pit where the fire had been was filled in with fresh dirt and the fox men used fallen branches to brush away the wheel marks of the cart.

Once everything was ready and the cart fully loaded, everyone climbed aboard and Malekaris had me walking forward. I was expecting her to have me start to run at any moment but no signal came. She was content to allow me to walk.

After the speed I was used to it felt very strange. The track along which we were travelling was quite rough to be sure, but I felt I could easily go faster. But, I was content to obey the reins and just walk along. After a couple of hours, the ground levelled out and the track became a little more clear. At this point Malekaris had me begin to run. She slowed me when I started to accelerate. It was clear she did not want me to repeat my efforts of the previous day. I expected she was wanting to be cautious.

That made sense but everything in me wanted to run. I loved the feeling. Having to run a lot slower than I could felt …unpleasant. Several times my speed crept up and Malekaris had to rein my back down to the speed she wanted.

To be fair, the speed she wanted me to maintain was one that I felt I could keep up all day. It was also fast enough that we were surely making good progress. The landscape changed into denser forest and the mountains ahead seemed to loom ever taller. Around noon, by my guess, we arrived at a clearing that had a mountain stream running through it. Malekaris drew me to a halt.

While Malekaris and Syra did their usual involved job of unhitching me and checking me over, squirrel girl and the fox guys set things up for lunch. I got the sense that things were being done quickly. I was fed a small meal and given a good-sized drink of water. They took me a distance away near some trees and encouraged me to have a pee, which I did. Then I was tethered to the cart while everyone ate a quick lunch. Within ten more minutes I was hitched up and we were on our way again.

Malekaris soon had me running again. In my previous life running up an incline for even ten minutes would have left me gasping. In my new body I was able to keep it up for hours, provided it was at the right speed. Malekaris had obviously judged what that was and stopped me from going any faster.

It was about two hours later that I saw four people up ahead. Malekaris slowed me to a walk and the people just stood and waited for us to draw level. They were all of a race I had not seen before. They were not a large race, none of them were taller than the squirrel girl. They were quite stocky, had brown and cream fur and their faces reminded me of a little of otters. They had small round ears high on their heads and short fluffy tails. When they saw Malekaris they all bowed.


Chapter 19

All Aboard

Malekaris

When we encountered Oglarin, Alliansa and their two guards, they had been heading up into the mountains, heavy packs upon their backs. On seeing us, or rather on seeing me, they all bowed politely.

Keeping Solavari’s reins in my hand I climbed down from the cart and walked over to my Equina. She did not seem to be in the least tired despite having been running for a good long time up an incline and pulling a heavy cart. I stroked her shoulder as I looked at Oglarin and his granddaughter.

“Well met, vizier Oglarin and honoured Alliansa. I take if you are on your way home?”

Oglarin bowed deeply yet again, “Erm, …your luminance, …may we speak?”

I laughed inside at that question, “You may.”

“Yes, your benevolence, we are returning home to give our lord the good news that you have agreed to help our realm during its time of direst need.”

“By the time you get there I will have reached your home, dealt with the monster and made my way home again,” I pointed out, continuing to stroke Solavari.

Oglarin bowed again, “Erm …yes, your powerful …ness. You have your incredible …Equina. ..We had have never seen one before.”

“Magnificent, is she not?” I said, proudly, “Her name is Solavari and she is the fastest Equina in this or any other land. I think she is also the strongest.”

“She is indeed beautiful, your paramountness. …May I ask that when you arrive at our home you tell our master, Lord Liknit, that we are en route and will return home at our best speed.”

I looked at Alliansa and her grandfather and asked, “How heavy are you?”

They looked very confused, “…er …heavy?”

“Yes, how much do you weigh?”

Alliansa stepped forward, “Your formidable…ness, as we count weight in our land I weigh fifty measures of stone, my grandfather probably weighs slightly more. Our guards weigh maybe half as much again more.”

Was I concerned about their guards? I guessed I should ask about them, “Good Alliansa, are your guards part of your master’s household or did you hire them for this journey?”

“They belong to our master, oh great lady”

I sighed. Having Oglarin and Alliansa come along with us would be useful. They knew their lands and we had never set foot there. I had thought it possible to take the two of them without it being too much more of a strain for Solavari. But adding the guards, and all their luggage to our already very full cart might be too much.

I decided to risk trying to communicate with Solavari. I knew she now knew the words for cart, good, bad, yes and no. I leaned close to her and stroked her on the shoulder and on her rear. I whispered the word for cart to her and then gestured to Oglarin and his party and said ‘yes, no’ and tried to make it sound like a question.

From the expression on her face, I knew that she caught on at once. She looked at how full the cart was and then looked at the four potential extra passengers. I suddenly realised that she had no clue who these people were. She didn’t even know about what our mission was. For all she knew I was just picking up extra people at random. Despite this she came to a decision and nodded.

I patted her fondly on the rear one more time and turned to Oglarin and Alliansa, “Put your luggage on the cart and climb aboard. Try to take up as little room as possible and made sure you are hanging on securely. My beautiful Solavari has agreed to allow you to come with us. But when she travels fast, I do not want to have to stop because one of you has fallen out.”

They rushed to do as I said, maybe wanting to be on the cart before I had a change to change my mind. Valonsa, Velesso and Sowatu started re-arranging our own luggage and stores to try to make room. It was a tight fit for the luggage and everyone on board, Syra and I were fine sitting on the driving seat but behind was a mountain of luggage and people. I would just have to drive Solavari more carefully.

Why had I asked her? If Sinivari had been with us instead, would I have asked her? I was not sure that I would. Also, Solavari clearly knew what I was asking and despite having no idea who the extra people were, she had agreed to them being added to her burden. She must have known the extra work it would mean for her. Had she done it to please me, I wondered? That was the only explanation I could think of. The realisation made me feel …warm and tingly. My beloved Solavari’s loyalty was truly a wonder.

When we headed off again it took Solavari a few moments to get the cart moving. Once she did though, we were soon almost back to her previous speed. I was careful not to allow the speed to get any faster. Both Syra and I were watching the road with increasing concern, the track was slowly becoming less distinct. Equina hooves were quite robust. They had to be to travel at the speed they did. The shoes on her hooves were of the strongest metal known. But what worried me was the risk of her slipping and falling and injuring herself..

In a bag that I had stored under the driving seat were the best healing potions and spells in my possession. I was well versed in how to care for an Equina. But a serious injury, such as a broken leg could not be cured quickly, even with the best of my resources.

We travelled on for several more leagues but as the sun finally began to set, we chose a campsite and stopped. Valonsa headed out on his scouting mission and Velesso and Sowatu began establishing the camp. I asked Oglarin and Alliansa to detail their guards to watch over the camp. Other than that, I left them to make their own arrangements as to where to sleep.

Syra and I, of course, took care of Solavari. Despite the increased burden she did not seem to be suffering unduly. I was determined to be wary. Solavari seemed to be so eager to please that she may, as she did before, over-exert herself in order to please her mistress. I realised it was my responsibility to protect her from herself!


Chapter 20

Over the Top

Samantha / Solavari

I was knackered! Hauling the cart at speed with nine people and a huge load of luggage on board had been agonizing. I had been able to keep up a decent speed, but the weight of the cart and the rough terrain meant that the best speed I could maintain was even lower than before.

Malekaris did not seem to mind, which relieved me. I really wanted to do a good job. I had no idea where we were going or why, but I knew that they depended on me. If I was injured, then we would all be stuck a long way from civilisation with a steadily dwindling food supply.

Perhaps sensing my tiredness, Syra and Malekaris fed me and put me straight to bed in what I had playfully entitled my ‘kennel’, because of its shape. I went to sleep quickly and the following morning I actually had to be roused from a deep sleep.

And so went the next few days. The road into the mountains was soon marked by less and and less tree cover and rockier ground underfoot, …or rather underhoof. The ground also felt steeper and I was regularly reduced to walking speed through the steepest parts. After five days of pulling the heavier cart, I realised that the mountains were all around us. We were fully into the mountain range and there was very little vegetation and absolutely no trees. The campsites were often ones where no water source was nearby.

The path we were taking was clearly an established pass. I even saw a few places where fallen rocks had been obviously moved away from the road to keep it clear. Yet aside from the otter-like people we had collected, we saw no-one else.

I had relaxed into a kind of mental fugue. I was a beast of burden and was fulfilling that role with a will. Even though the task was demanding, I still found pulling the cart enjoyable. Could my love of ponyplay be so deep and so profound that any kind of pony-like role was enjoyable to me? I found it hard to imagine that the ponyplay club would consider hauling a heavily laden cart over a mountain pass was a fun ponyplay activity. If I ever got home I would have to tell them about it and see what their reaction was.

Another few days passed before I realised we were not longer ascending. If anything, the track was starting to trend downward. A few days further on and I saw the first trees. The track began to improve and Malekaris sped me up to a moderate running pace. Once I was able to use my Equina speed we moved out of the mountains very quickly. Also, heading on a gentle downhill slope at speed while pulling a heavy cart was exhilarating and not a little scary.

If I went too fast, how did I stop? The inertia of the cart behind me would crush me, wouldn’t it? But when things did start to speed up Malekaris prevented exactly that. When I wanted to slow down, she must have applied some kind of brake to the cart because its slowed down with me. I mentally slapped myself for being such a wuss and not trusting Malekaris. She was no novice at driving a cart. She surely was watching me closely and was ready if I needed her help.

The land we entered on the far side of the mountains was beautiful. From our high vantage point, we could see for miles and miles. Stretched out below us was a huge forest. I could see a wide river cutting a path through it and in the distance, just visible on the horizon was a large town of some kind.

As we descended, I could hear Malekaris talking to the otter-like passengers. During the journey, Syra had continued my language lessons. Though she had done so in a rather secretive way, leading me away from the others and speaking to me very softly. I had two theories as to why she was doing this. One was that the way they had acquired me was illegal, so Syra was covering up the fact that I didn’t know the language by teaching me. The other was that Equinas usually did not speak and Malekaris wanted me to have that ability but for some reason wanted it a secret that I could do it.

In either case it did me no harm to have the ability so I worked hard to learn all I could. By the time we were descending from the mountains my vocabulary had grown considerably and I was starting to get a grip on the basics of the grammar. Hence, I was able to pick up a little of what was being said behind me.

I gleaned that Malekaris and Syra had never before visited the land we were now entering. The female otter, who I think was called Alliansa, was telling Malekaris about the land that we could see. The town we could see was called Jolkat. The land where Alliansa came from, that was also the place we were going, was a number of leagues beyond that town.

The road down from the mountains grew steadily better. It smoothed out and also grew wider. Malekaris decided it was time to speed things up and she soon had me travelling far faster that I had done since we had first entered the mountains. Before the end of the day we were entering the town of Jolkat at a gentle walking pace. The people we saw were mainly of the same race as Alliansa though a few other races were evident. They all looked at us with wide eyes and open mouths.

Malekaris guided me while listening to Alliansa’s directions. We turned off the town’s wide main street into a side street that led to a building that I guessed was an Inn. It was a large three storey building made of a mixture of stone and wood. Several people came out of the front door and stared at us as we drew to a halt.

Alliansa shouted something I did not quite understand and then the older male otter-person shouted something else. Whatever it was, it spurred the Inn staff into action. They rushed forward and bowed. Malekaris and Syra climbed down from the driving seat and suddenly lots of people were talking.

One of the locals gingerly approached me and reached for my reins. I knew that Malekaris and Syra preferred to be the only people who dealt with me, so I shied away from his hands and took a step back, which made the whole cart move.

I expected that Malekaris would appear, shouting at the man but actually it was one of fox-men who got there first. He appeared right next to me, sword drawn and pointing at the terrified local man, who I guessed was some kind of groom.

Malekaris did indeed appear next and sent a stream of angry words at the poor local groom which sent him scurrying away in terror. She then, to the fox man, said something that sounded like the local word for thank you. He bobbed his head and stayed on guard next to me.

Malekaris herself patted and stroked me and whispered reassuring sounding words to me. Maybe she thought that the local guy had scared me. I could hear a lot of activity going on around the cart, but Malekaris had a firm hold of my reins so I could not turn my head. After a while something was shouted by an Innkeeper from the side of the building and Malekaris led me, still hitched to the cart, in that direction. We went around the back of the Inn to where there was an extensive set of stable buildings. All of them had obviously been designed for the lumbering draft animals of this world. One of them had a lot of noise coming from it.

The whole place smelled appallingly of poo. Was this where I was meant to spend the night?


Chapter 21

‘Roughing It’

Malekaris

Alliansa had guided us to what she said was the finest Inn in the town.  I had to admit that it did look to be acceptable. One thing she had explained while we were travelling through the mountains was that not only did her homeland have no Ravenin, it also had no Equina.

I had guessed about the Ravenin, after all they had travelled for two months to find me. If a witch of any power existed in their land, they would have gone to them first. I was surprised to learn that they had no Equina. While most Equina were in the hands of Ravenin witches, there were rich and powerful lords and kings who had them too.

But as we entered the town the reaction of the people made it obvious that they had never seen an Equina before. They looked at Solavari with expressions that showed no recognition at all. When we reached the inn, one of their stablemen reached for Solavari’s reins. Something anyone who knew Equina would know not to do. My beloved Solavari shied away from him, of course, and I was pleased to see Valonsa was on hand to drive the idiot away.

These people needed to learn that no-one touched an Equina except her owner or someone whom that owner permitted. The Inn had room, which saved me having to evict anyone by force. But when we took our cart around the back the stables were disgusting. At a civilised Inn back home there would be clean stabling set aside for any Equina that may come by.

There was no way I would allow Solavari to sleep in a place so demeaning and dirty as a stable for a mere draft animal. Instead, I demanded a room for her. If they could not provide quality stabling, then they could give up a room for her. Let that be her stable.

At first the Inn master objected but when I explained to him exactly who and what I was he had a change of heart. Alliansa and Oglarin arranged for their own rooms, along with their guards. I paid for the Inn’s best rooms, including one for Solavari. Syra and I pushed the bed aside and used the bedding to create a comfortable bed on the floor for her. Valonsa and Velesso rotated in the role of guarding her door, with Valonsa on the first watch.

Sowatu got to work settling our own rooms while Syra and I fed, watered and groomed Solavari and settled her down for the night. Then, later, I asked Alliansa and Oglarin to join Syra and Valesso for a meal in the Inn’s dining room. The food was acceptable, if not remarkable. I used a small charm built into a ring to check our food for poison, everything was clear.

While we ate and drank, we picked up the topic of the conversation we had been having on the road to town.

“Just how far from where we are now in your master’s domain?” I asked.

“Twenty leagues, your luminance, the road west from here leads directly there, via a few hamlets and one more town of moderate size. We will cross a river just after the town and that marks the Kilgonsa border. Our lord rules Fodoporos, the first city we come to thereafter,” explained Oglarin.

“It is pointless to speculate as to where your monster is now.” I said, “You have been gone more than three months, by now it could be anywhere.”

“Your delectation,” said Alliansa, “May we ask what you will do when you face the monster?”

“It depends upon what kind of creature it is. If it is dragon will start by talking to it. If it is a paragryph they are too stupid and a more direct approach will be needed.”

“Talk to ..” stammered Oglarin, “You plan to talk to a dragon? …your …gentleness”

“Oh, for spirit’s sake!” I said, “Just call me ‘my lady’ and be done with it. It is growing painful listening to you struggle to think of new forms of flattery.”

Oglarin visibly sighed in relief.

I continued, “Yes, talking to dragons is the best option, at least to begin with. They tend to be quite reasonable.”

“Reasonable, …my lady?” asked Alliansa.

“Yes, dragons come from the far south. There is a continent there where they live and hunt and usually don’t bother any of this world’s races. They are actually quite a civilised and cultured people. They only come north and cause trouble here when there is famine or war in their own lands. If this is a dragon, I should be able to ask why it has come here. It may be possible to persuade it to leave.”

Oglarin looked very skeptical, “Why should it agree, my lady?”

“There are not many things in this world that a dragon fears. It basically comes down to two things …a bigger dragon, of course, or a Ravenin Witch. You came to me for a reason.”

“What if it isn’t a dragon, my lady,” asked Velesso.

“It might be a paragryph.” I explained, “They are generally large, winged and powerful but not very bright. You can’t reason with one, you either scare it away or fight it out.”

“Could it be anything else, my lady?” asked Alliansa.

I shook my head, “You described it as large and winged. Plus, it is ravaging your lands and eating people and livestock. That makes a dragon or paragryph by far the most likely. Though its rare to hear of a dragon eating people. The only other large winged creature in this world is a quezta and they are vegetarian.”

We talked on for hours until I started to grow tired. Syra and I headed upstairs but called in on Solavari. She was lying in her bedding but roused as we entered. The bucket we had placed in a corner for her use had clearly been used so I asked Syra to remove and empty it.

While she was gone, I knelt by my beloved and stroked her. I guessed that she must be terribly confused about what was going on. Syra had reported that her language skills were still weak but they were rapidly improving. To test this, I removed her bit so she could speak.

“My dear Solavari, …do you understand me?”

I was keeping to the vocabulary that Syra said that Solavari knew and I was rewarded not only with a nod from her, but also a smile.

“Can you speak?” I asked.

“Yes, …my lady,” she replied. My heart leaped with joy at hearing her use my honorific. I had not known that Syra had taught her that.

“We did a long journey, over ...” then I realised that Syra had not taught her the word for mountain, “…Big …” I resorted to miming the mountains with my hands. She seemed to get the idea.

I continued, “I am here to …do …”  Damn the limited vocabulary. She didn’t yet know the words for dragon or monster or anything like that.

As I searched for the words, Solavari just looked at me patiently. I really wanted her to understand. I did not want her to be scared. “To do …a job …big. Don’t be scared, ..OK?”

She looked at me for a moment then nodded, “I …understand, ..my lady. I …not scared.”

“Good girl!” I said and put the bit back in her mouth. I patted her bedding, encouraging her to lie down. She did so and closed her eyes.

When I left the room Syra whispered to me, “You love her, don’t you.”

I turned to Syra and smiled, “Of course I do. I am a Ravenin Witch and she is my Equina. One day you will have one of your own and you will understand. We are magical beings, as are the Equina. Like them we are also long lived. We live for many centuries. The bond between a witch and her Equina is a magical one. She is so much more than my means of transport.

“Equina are intelligent, they are strong, and their magic is very powerful. So, when they are placed in harness and bridle, they should rebel, you would think! How can a being so powerful be tamed to live as a beast of burden? Yet they don’t! They show a loyalty and devotion that is …incredible. No-one, not even witches themselves know why. Not exactly. Solavari has shown her loyalty and devotion. She was dragged from her own world and transformed against her will, yet within days she was showing her dedication to me. At no time has she fought back, in any way. She has done her very best for me, at every turn.

“That is …wonderful beyond words. To receive her devotion so quickly and completely when she should have hated me is a miracle. That is why I love her. I will show her the same dedication and loyalty she has shown me. I failed Sinivari. I should have been able to protect her. But I will do anything and everything I can to keep Solavari safe.”

Syra smiled and nodded, “I understand, my lady.”


Chapter 22

Kilgonsa

Malekaris

Getting a good night’s sleep in an actual bed put everyone in a good mood for when we set off the following day. The road to Kilgonsa was in good condition so Solavari was able to pull us along at a respectable speed. The local people, having never seen a cart moving faster than walking pace, looked upon us with astonishment.

We could not travel as fast I would like as Solavari had to avoid a lot of local traffic on that road. She did this with great skill, already moving to avoid collisions when the obstacle, which was usually another cart, was only just visible far ahead. I still used the reins to guide her but for most of the time I really need not have bothered. I had guessed that Solavari had been well trained in her old world so her skill and obedience were a real boon for me. What did surprise me was how well she had adapted to the far greater speed of her new body.

I would have bet that she had never experienced such speed herself in her old world, yet she took to it with such skill and confidence that anyone watching her would assume she had been running at high speed all her life.

So, it was a journey of only a single day to cover the leagues to Kilgonsa, though I would guess that locals would take a week or more. Our destination in Kilgonsa was the city Fodoporos. I slowed Solavari as we entered its outskirts, so we travelled into the centre at a walking pace. Well, somewhat faster as Solavari walked far faster than common folk or any draft animal.

At the centre of the city was a palace. Not something vast and gaudy as many a lord or king in my own realm would own but still impressive. As we approached the gates, they were opened by two guards who bowed as we passed through. I was delighted to see such excellent manners.

Standing in the entrance to the palace itself were a number of locals. One of whom was impressively dressed and stood in the centre obviously trying to look imposing. This then, I assumed, was Lord Liknit. Oglarin’s master and the man who would be paying me a fortune very soon, once I had dealt with his monster.

I climbed down from the cart with Syra close behind me. Rather than move immediately to greet his lordship, I stroked and patted Solavari. Some things took priority over meeting minor lords and my Equina’s wellbeing was superseded only by my own.

His lordship looked uncomfortable while Syra and I brushed the trail dust out of Solavari’s hair and mane. When she seemed calm and settled, I turned to him and walked over.

As I approached, he gave me a small bow, which pleased me greatly. I had, on occasion, dealt with lords and even kings who seemed to think that I, a Ravenin Witch, should bow to them. I had to explain to them that one such as I bowed to no-one. Even when I met one of my own kind we greeted each other with the most minimal of bows, little more than a nod.

Oglarin came scurrying round with Alliansa close behind him. He bowed deeply to each of us and said to his lord, “My lord, this is her ladyship, the Ravenin Witch Malekaris. She has agreed to our request for aid.”

Liknit beamed a welcome and …bowed again! I was liking him more and more. He offered us his own palace as our accommodations and then asked, “Your …draft creature, what does she require in terms of stabling?”

‘Draft Creature’? I thought, angrily. I glared at him and growled, “This is no draft creature. Her name is Solavari and she is an Equina. Moreover, she is the finest example of her kind in this or any other world. She is a being of powerful magic and should not be placed among ordinary domestic animals. If no suitable private stabling can be found, please provide a room for her in your palace.”

Liknit cowered at my tone and took a step backward, “Of course, my lady, my apologies. She may have any room in the palace!”

I smiled inwardly with satisfaction. I had to stop the palace servants from trying to unload our cart. I was determined to waste no time on this mission. One day’s rest was fine, but I wanted to be on my way home as soon as possible. I had a Conclave to attend.

As we settled into the palace, I chose a modest room near my own bedroom for Solavari. Once she had been fed, watered, groomed and settled, Velesso remained on guard and Syra, Sowatu, Valonsa and myself joined Lord Liknit, Oglarin and Alliansa in a very opulent reception room. Food and drink had been provided and on one wall was an impressive map that covered the land from the south and western shores all the way to the mountains.

Liknit was in the process of explaining the current situation.

“My lady,” he explained, “When our brave emissaries left to find you, the monster had reached the town of Pulnava. Since then it changed direction and headed south, attacking farms and eating up livestock. It meandered for a long time in the southern farmlands but then walked south to the Obsando mountain range.”

“It walked?” I asked.

“Yes, my lady. It walked,” he confirmed, “Some have suggested it may have been injured by the attacks upon it some of our valiant warriors made.”

“If it is a dragon, I doubt that,” I said, “Perhaps it is a paragryph.”

“It is surely a dragon, my lady. Wise archivists who have seen it have all agreed that it is a dragon, and a large one.”

Large meant old, I thought to myself. Which may or may not be helpful. Old could mean it was amenable to talking, or it may mean it was grumpy bastard. Dragons were as varied in their personalities as people.

I committed the map to memory and started to work out what I needed to know.

“You say it has been eating livestock. Has it been eating people?” I asked.

“Erm …no, my lady,” said Liknit, “None of the recent reports have said that. It did seriously injure the warriors who tried to attack it, but it hasn’t been eating people.”

I recalled what Oglarin had said about the monsters first attacks, “Did it not eat people when it first appeared?”

“We did think so, for a while,” replied Liknit, “Because the settlements it had attacked were empty when we found them, but the people have since turned up at settlements further away. We don’t understand, why would it not eat people?”

“Dragons don’t eat people,” I explained, “They have their own society that has laws which prohibit it. Also, as one dragon told me, they don’t like how people taste. Though that implies that a dragon has tried to eat people in the past. Do you know if the dragon was flying well when it first appeared?”

“Erm ..flying well?”

“Did it appear sluggish, or did it only fly at low altitude?”

A look of realisation came over Liknit’s face “Yes, all the reports said it only flew at low level. It never flew very high.”

“That means it is likely unwell. Perhaps diseased in some way. If it is now reduced to walking, then its illness could be progressing.”

A hopeful expression came over Liknit’s face, “Then …perhaps all we need do is wait?”

“No, dragons do not easily succumb to illness. Its weakness may make it desperate and cause it to do even more damage. Do not assume that its illness will kill it. I had hoped to reason with it and persuade it to leave your lands and return to the far south. But if it is ill, that is impossible.” I explained.

“But …my lady,” said Liknit, “Surely we …we were expecting you to kill this monster.”

“If it had been a paragryph then a battle would have been the only way to deal with it. Dragons are more reasonable, which is fortunate as they are also much more powerful. If I have to do battle with a dragon, even one weakened by illness then it could unleash devastation across your lands.”

Liknit gulped, “Devas..   ..devastation my lady?”

I nodded, “Yes, there is no easy way to fight a dragon. My magic is powerful, probably more powerful that any dragon’s. But dragon magic is the magic of fire and lightning. It is inherently designed for combat. Mine is more diverse, more measured and more creative. In a battle the energies unleashed by the dragon would reach for leagues in all directions.”

Liknit groaned and put his head in his hands.

I sighed, “Well, tomorrow we will travel south to find the dragon and see what is to be done. One way or another there will be an end to it.”


Chapter 23

The Road South

Samantha / Solavari

When Malekaris had spoken to me at the inn, she had been trying to tell me the reason why we were making the journey. I guessed she thought I would be wondering what was happening. I felt that it was really considerate of her to try to reassure me. The problem was all I got from her was she was doing some kind of job. It seemed an awfully long way to go for a job.

At the Inn I had thought I might end up in a smelly stable but instead, to my surprise, I had been given an actual room in the inn. I was just a beast of burden, right? Yet I get a hotel room? That was cool, but bizarre. I had to sleep on the floor, but it was still cool.

The more I thought about it though the more sense it made. Malekaris and to a lesser extent Syra, really seemed to care about me. They also seemed really worried about me. Whenever we stopped anywhere one of the fox guys would be on guard. Was she worried I may be …what? …stolen? If anyone tried to that I would put up one hell of a fight!

After the stay at the inn, we went fast down a really good quality road. It felt great to be running fast again. Whatever magic or superhuman thing was going on with my body it always felt amazing to be running flat out. I was never in my life so alive as when I was powering along a road at that kind of speed.

The place we ended up next was an actual city! It was a really attractive one too. We arrived at a palace, no less, right in the centre. A very worried looking man in expensive clothes greeted Malekaris and she treated him very dismissively. I don’t know what she said but it had something to do with me. The guy was practically shitting his pants.

I was given an actual room again. Though Malekaris made me sleep on the floor once more. I didn’t mind. By this time it would have felt really strange to sleep in a bed. Would I ever sleep in a bed again? Malekaris must not entirely trust the people whose palace were staying because there was always a fox guy outside my door.

The day after we left the city and headed south. I knew it was south, not by anything clever like looking at the sun, but by overhearing the word ‘south’ being spoken. That was one word I did know.

The road was good and Malekaris drove me fast. Dodging traffic was the only difficult part. I had to watch the road a distance ahead to make sure I could avoid the slow-moving traffic. I was doing what must have been fifty miles an hour or more and everything else was doing walking pace. It was a little like driving on a motorway only where all the other cars are doing five miles an hour.

The good road meant we covered a lot of ground in a single day. After only another day’s travel we saw mountains in the distance. I knew we had come into this land from the East and we had been travelling almost due south, so these were not the same mountains we had crossed.

The weather was warmer and the quality of the land became drier and dustier as we headed into the foothills. Malekaris seemed to be searching for something because every so often she would stop the cart, climb down and then walk around with a glowing crystal in her hand. Then she would climb back into the cart, and we would head off in a different direction.

This happened several times until we arrived at what looked like the ruins of a small village. The houses looked like they had been flattened by a bulldozer. We stopped and again Malekaris climbed down from the cart and brought out her crystal. As she did so a cry went up from within the ruins of a house. An old man came staggering out and waved his hands.

Malekaris acted like she had been expecting him and walked confidently up to him and engaged him in conversation. The man was wailing and wringing his hands and then led Malekaris back to the remains of his house. They disappeared inside and the Malekaris voice came ringing out issuing what sounded like orders. The two fox men went hurrying forward into the house then all four reappeared a moment later.

The two foxes were carrying an old woman. They brought her out of the ruins and laid her by the road. Malekaris and Syra examined her. To my untrained eye she was in a bad way. It looked like her leg was broken and I saw old dried blood on her head and staining an area of her sleeve. I guessed that she had been inside the house when it collapsed on top of her.

I wondered what the medical skills of this world were like. The whole level of technology seemed very medieval. Magic, or something like it, was very real, as I had experienced it myself. Was there something Malekaris could do to help? All I knew was that I could do nothing but watch.

There was quite a debate going on and on several occasions either Syra or Malekaris would look in my direction. I was feeling very self-conscious when they both stood up and walked over to me.

Syra was the more skilled at talking to me as she best knew how much, or rather how little, I could understand. She looked at me earnestly and said “Solavari, we need you …help.”

They needed my help? ..how?

Syra stroked my shoulder then started stroking my right breast! “We need …this, …to help …woman.”

They needed my boob to help the old woman? What the fuck was that meant to mean? Malekaris squeezed my right nipple and then looked at me as if that explained something. Then it clicked, …milk? They wanted my breast milk? But how the hell would I produce any? I hadn’t recently given birth.

Malekaris unhitched me from the cart, shouted something to Syra and then led me away from everyone else. She took me around behind the remains of a small wooden house and stopped there. She opened a small bag that she had tied at her waist and searched around inside. Then she pulled out a bright green gem and a tiny bottle of bright yellow liquid.

She held up the gem close to my chest, and it started to glow. She stared at it intently for what seemed like ages before putting it away again. Then she untied the straps that held my bit and pulled it out of my mouth. She presented the bottle to me and uncorked it. Did I drink it? I did not think I had much choice and by this time I genuinely trusted her. I opened my mouth and she poured all of the concoction into it. Quickly she strapped my gag back in place. Maybe she was afraid I would spit it out.

It tasted …foul! No, …not foul. Just really strange. It was like tasting some of the home-made gin that my father used to make. He liked to experiment and put really odd things into it like rhubarb, artichokes and ice cream.

Whatever it was it had a kick! My head swam for a moment and I felt like every nerve in my body was alight. Not in a painful way, just in a really sensitive way. The slight breeze playing against my skin suddenly felt like an intimate massage.

Then Malekaris knelt down and started loosening the straps that went through my crotch. What the hell was she doing? Then she leaned in, grasped my thighs and put her mouth to my sex. I gasped around my gag as her tongue went to work. And what a tongue! It was longer and stronger than I believed humanly possible. But then she wasn’t human, and nether was I. Why was she doing this? Not that I was complaining. I hadn’t had an orgasm in god knows how long. Being all bound and gagged and used as a pony had been fantastic but also incredibly frustrating. It had made me aroused for a lot of each day but release had never been possible.

This had confused and frustrated me. In my old life just being in bondage and especially being used like a pony would have got me off eventually. Even being unable to touch myself because my hands were bound was not a problem. I would just use my imagination and struggle in my bondage my body would do the rest. But this new body, this Equina body, was not cooperating. Yes, I could get incredibly aroused, but it would just not let me go all the way.

Now my owner, Malekaris was hard at work pushing toward orgasm. Was that the point? What had been in that yellow potion? I don’t know but my heightened senses were making Malekaris’s tongue feel like the fucking finger of God down there. I closed my eyes and moaned around my gag. The arousal was …intense, like nothing in my life. I had thought I knew what sexual pleasure felt like, but I was already feeling an orgasmic surge all over my body and it was only getting stronger. When the actual orgasm came just what would it be like?

Then it arrived! Like a tidal wave hitting a coastal village! Every nerve in my body exploded with a pleasure so intense it was almost painful. It went on and on, wave after wave of it. My knees went weak and collapsed. Malekaris wrapped her arms around me and held while the aftershocks hit. I could feel tears streaming down my face. She was patting and stroking me, saying sympathetic words to me as if I was ill or something. Instead, she had just given me the most incredible and wonderful experience of my life.

Eventually she stood and encouraged me to my feet. She re-tied my crotch straps and led me back to the others where they were still gathered around the injured woman. Malekaris ignored them and tethered me to the cart while she hunted among the stored supplies. She returned to me carrying some kind of glass tube. One end was open and the other was attached to a rubber tube. The other end of the rubber tube was attached to a small wooden box.

She put the open end of the glass tube over my right nipple. Then she did something to the box and I suddenly felt my nipple being sucked into the tube. Once it was firmly pulled up into the tube the suction effect began to pulsate. It felt …fantastic. I watched in fascination as the tube sucked away at my nipple.

Malekaris then produced a second, identical device and attached it to my left nipple and set that one going too. My nipples felt like they were being suckled. I thought this bizarre then I started to feel a kind of tightness in both of my breasts. They started to almost …buzz, which was pleasant and weird. Then I saw it, the first of my milk was being drawn into the right cylinder. I was being milked!

Only my milk was not white. It was a light blue in colour, and it was glowing! I was producing fucking magical milk!

Malekaris kept the devices on me for a good ten minutes or more. Then she turned them off and removed them. She then opened each box and removed a glass bottle which was filled with my glowing milk. She produced a fresh small glass vial and poured a small amount of my milk into it, the rest she stored away in the cart.

Taking the vial, she knelt by the injured woman and offered it to her to drink. She said something to her and the woman’s eyes grew wide in astonishment. She accepted the vial eagerly and gulped it down. She sighed deeply and lay back, a relaxed smile on her face. Then Malekaris and Syra started manipulating the woman’s broken leg. I guessed they were aligning it. Though rather than fit a splint they just held it and waited. After less than five minutes they let go and the leg stayed in place.

The look of the woman was rapidly transformed. She no longer looked ill, and to my amazement, in less than other ten minutes she had risen to her feet and was walking around, testing her healed leg.

My milk was magic? It could heal people? That was the only conclusion I could come to. In order to get me to produce milk was it necessary for me to be fucked first? Would that be true every time? …I hoped it would!


Chapter 24

Dragon Chat

Malekaris

Finding the destroyed village and the two survivors had made it necessary for me to test a theory. The woman we found was in a bad way. She was badly wounded with a broken leg, bleeding wounds and likely internal injuries. The healing spells I had with me would not be enough for her and I was loath to use them all on a single person trying.

That left the milk of an Equina. I did not actually know for sure if Solavari could produce milk. Equinas usually did not do so until they were twenty five summers old. Solavari had only become an Equina a short time ago. Her body was new. Would that mean it was too young to produce milk?

Equinas produced milk in response to two biological stimuli. The first was childbirth, just like any other milk producing creature. The second was sexual climax. In their society this occurred as a bonding and social cohesion imperative. When a female Equina mated with a male and achieved climax, then she would lactate. The male would drink her milk and that would create a powerful bond and calm the male. Equina males were aggressive and powerful. Females used their milk to control them and moderate their aggression.

If Solavari was too young, then giving her sexual release would not cause her to begin producing milk. But, I had a theory. She was made from the essence of Sinivari, who was producing milk. So, even though she may physically be too young, her body may react like Sinivari’s would.

I took Solavari away from the others, as this was a strictly private matter. I used a scrying gem to see if I could determine if she was receptive to producing milk. The results were inconclusive, so I decided there was no choice but to test her. I gave her a dose of enhancer, a little potion I had developed that enhanced the sexual experience. I knew that Equinas did not achieve climax easily. That was nature’s way, I guessed, to prevent them producing milk all the time, which would be awkward.

The enhancer, combined with my skills of sexual stimulation, was able to overcome her natural resistance and my beloved Solavari experienced what I hoped was a truly wonderful release. Whether it worked to produce milk or not I enjoyed it and I was pleased to be able to give my lovely girl such a moment of sublime pleasure.

When I used the milking boxes on her I was overjoyed to see that she produced plentiful milk! It was also of a very high quality. The healthy glow of it was steady and bright and its blue colour was without any sign of impurities. In short, it was potent! I gave a generous dose to the injured woman and the effect, of course, was dramatic. She made a full and rapid recovery.

I put the rest of the milk away in a secure place in the cart. I was ecstatic! My magnificent Solavari was now able to produce milk for me. That boon would bring me a fortune in the years to come. Commissions came and went but an Equina’s milk was a treasure for all time. Its rewards would sustain my household on its own, if necessary. I would be able to charge the very highest price for milk of such quality.

The success with her milk was so great I considered turning round and heading home. It was likely the dragon was ill and no longer a threat to the local people, and I wanted to get home in time to prepare for the Conclave. But, a deal is a deal. I had given my word. I was also curious as to what kind of state the dragon was in.

I offered the two survivors a little gold to help them rebuild their lives and asked them if they exactly where the dragon was. They did not know precisely but the man told me he had seen the dragon walking into the foothills to the south west of his village. I looked where he pointed a clear pass between hills was visible.

I hitched Solavari back up to the cart and we all headed off toward the hills. As we travelled, I kept the speed low so I could examine the ground we covered. A dragon is a heavy thing and if it was walking its tracks would be large and deep, even in dry ground. As we got closer to the pass between the two hills I saw the first footprint. Then more as I slowed us to a walk. The surface soil was deep enough for a clear impression.

“Look at the size of them!” exclaimed Syra.

“He is a big one, that’s for sure,” I agreed.

“Are you sure it’s a male?”

“No, but its most likely. Females just don’t get that big.”

I looked at the pattern of massive footprints and realised something, “He’s limping,”

“How can you tell?” asked Syra.

“Look at the steps on the right, they are evenly spaced. The ones on the left are not. I would say his back left leg is damaged and he is not able to put much weight on it. It leaves a shallower print and drags when he lifts it.”

“Yes!, I see it!” said Syra, “But what good does knowing that do us?”

“If he’s injured then it’s a severe injury, but a leg injury would not stop him from flying.” I explained, “If he’s ill, then it must be really bad to cause a limp like that.”

We continued on. The rockier ground meant the trail became harder to follow but it was still clear enough to lead us straight a large cave. It was an opening thirty paces wide that led into a deep cavern. I stopped the cart a good distance away and then Syra and I walked to the entrance. We stopped and looked into the darkness.

“Erm …my lady,” said Syra, “What do we do now?”

“Well, I am sure he knows we are here.” I said, “The fact he hasn’t emerged means he’s afraid. His best chance to attack was as we approached. I have my wards up now so if he tries anything he’ll regret it.”

“What if he just stays in there and ignores us?”

“I am sure that is what we wants to do, but I don’t have any patience for this.” I said firmly. I reached out, formed a small fireball and sent it flying into the cave. By its light we saw the dragon, cowering right at the back of the cavern. He did not look happy.

I kept the ball hovering near the roof of the cave. I took a few steps forward and declared in a loud voice, “Dragon, I am the Ravenin Witch Malekaris. I have come here to resolve the threat you pose to the people of these lands. I would prefer a peaceful solution, but know I am willing to end your life if I need to.”

There was a long pause and then the dragons massive head slowly rose a few feet, “Begone witch!” said the dragon, his voice must have been powerful once but was now it sounded weak and dry, “Do not waste your time with me. I am dying and am no threat to anyone. Not any more.”

“I know you are ill, lord Dragon,” I said, “What is the nature of your illness?”

“I am old, that is illness itself.” He wheezed.

I smiled and said, “No, you are old, but not so old to be limping across the land, unable to fly. Something afflicts you, what is it?”

“What does it matter? Just wait a few days and I will be gone. You can tell the people who sent you here that they need fear no more.”

“It matters if I can help you.” I said.

“What? …no-one can help me.”

“Why so, what is it that are suffering from?” I asked.

“Very well witch, if you must know. …I have the green plague.”

I gasped, “Surely not! …no dragon has suffered from the green plague for centuries. My order had considered it extinct.”

“There is no doubt, witch.” said the dragon, “I have been suffering from it for a year. My fellows drove me out of our home in the south. They were all afraid of contagion. I cannot say I blame them.”

“Nor do I. Green plague is a slow and painful way to die.”

“With no cure,” said the dragon, lowering his head.

I took a deep breath, “No cure? Not even the milk of an Equina?”

“You ..you have an Equina?” he asked, his voice louder as he raised his head, “Of course you do, you are a Ravenin Witch. But …no. When I was young, centuries ago, the milk of an Equina was once tried as a cure. It helped, …for a while, but the victim still sickened and died in the end.”

“What quality of milk was used?” I asked, “And how much?”

“The milk was sold to us by one of your kind. A city measure of it.”

“What colour was it?”

“It was blue, mostly. It had some white in it. It even glowed a little, so we knew it was real.”

“How did it compare with this?” I asked and withdrew one of the glass flasks of Solavari’s milk. I held it up and its perfect colour was obvious as it glowed with a strong clear light in the gloom of the cavern.

“That …that is real?” asked the dragon.

“It is. My Equina is exceptional.”

The dragon stirred and heaved itself to its feet. I saw the effort it took to do so.

“What is your price, witch? I have little to offer.”

“You have gold.” I said.

“Ha! …my gold is a world away in the south.”

“Here is my price,” I said, “You have done a great deal of damage here. Farms, villages and even towns destroyed, livestock killed and eaten, people scared, injured and driven from their homes. You owe these people. You will make it right by paying them. Plus, you will owe me a debt. A blood debt as I will be saving your life.

“If I can cure you, you will fly home and retrieve sufficient gold to settle your debt to the people of this realm. Your own people will not stop you when they see you are recovered. I will give you a crystal. It will allow me to call on you, wherever you are, when I am ready to call in your debt.”

“You trust me to do this?” he asked.

“You are a dragon. I know a great deal about your people and have dealt with them before. You have honour and if you give your word, you will not break it.”

The dragon bowed his head, “Then I give you my word. If you cure me, I will pay sufficient gold to the people of this realm to rebuild what I destroyed and I will come when you call to honour my debt to you.”

“What is your name, lord Dragon?” I asked.

“I am Slopatro the Blue, and my word is given.”

I stepped forward and lifted the flask in my hand, then I turned to Syra, “Bring the other flask, I think we will need it all.”

“Slopatro of the Blue, accept this, the strongest healing magic in this world!” I uncorked the flask and then used a little power to lift it into the air and send it up toward the dragon’s head. He opened his mouth and I gestured. The flask, under my control, tilted and poured its contents down his throat.

Immediately he emitted a gasp and then groaned, “By my ancestors! …that is …incredible!”

Syra returned with the other flask, and I did the same with that one, pouring all of it into the dragon’s mouth. To consume such a large amount of Equina milk was probably something no-one had ever done before. But Slopatro was large and his illness was severe. I had held nothing back because I wanted to be sure the cure would work.

Slopatro lowered his head and closed his eyes. Then he lay down and I saw shivers running through his vast body as the magic went to work. Within minutes the dull grey tone of his skin began to be restored to its normal iridescent colour. His wings ceased to be dead sheets of flaking membrane and almost shone with new health.

Eventually the shivers ended and Slopatro lifted his head, “I am …restored! I can scarce believe it! No dragon has ever survived this plague. Your Equina …must be the most powerful of her kind!”

I smiled, “She is indeed, would you like to meet her?”


Chapter 25

The Road home

Samantha / Solavari

When we had travelled into the hills I had seen the huge tracks. They were enormous! They looked like dinosaur tracks I had seen in a science book I had read at school, only they had four claws at the front, not three. They were also bigger. Whatever had made them had been massive. What were we doing following such a monster? Was this what the mission was about, hunting Godzilla?

We followed the tracks to a huge cavern. Malekaris stopped me well short of it and she and Syra climbed down and headed toward the cave. The two fox men jumped down from the cart and took up defensive positions beside it. They looked very nervous.

We were far enough away from the cavern that we could not tell what was going on inside. I saw a flash of light appear at one point and I could just about hear what sounded like voices coming from inside. If the two Ravenin were fighting a monster, then they were doing so very quietly!

After a while Syra came running out of the cave. For a moment I thought she was running in fear and something terrible had happened inside but instead she reached into the cart, retrieved one of the glass flasks of my milk and then ran back toward the cave. What on earth could that mean? They had used only a small amount to cure a woman of horrible injuries. What did they need a whole flask for?

Time wore on and then Malekaris and Syra emerged from the cave and came walking back to us. Malekaris had a very happy and serene expression on her face. Then, behind them, came the monster!

It was a dragon! It was an actual, for real, fucking huge dragon! My knees turned to jelly and I stared at the vast creature as it stepped out of the darkness. The ground trembled as it walked and turned its massive head and looked right at me!

I was paralysed with fear, but then Malekaris’s hand stroked my shoulder, and her other hand took hold of my reins. She started telling me it was alright and I did not need to fear. She was being careful to stick to words I knew. The dragon came closer and then, to my astonishment, it bowed to me!

Then it spoke. Its voice was deep and powerful. If I had not been bound to the cart and if not Malekaris had not been reassuring I might have just collapsed in a whimpering heap. The dragon stopped speaking and seemed to be waiting. Not knowing what else to do I bowed to it in return.

This seemed to have been the right thing to do as the dragon nodded its head to me and turned away. It spoke once to Malekaris and then took a few steps to get clear of the stone walls around the cavern. It beat its mighty wings and leaped into the air. Its wings beat furiously and it soon gained height, heading south. I watched until it was little more than a speck in the distance. I had just met a dragon! I could scarcely believe it.

Malekaris seemed amused by my fascination with the dragon. Well, I thought, maybe dragons are commonplace in this world, but she surely knew this was the first one I had ever seen!

The departure of the dragon seemed to be the signal that the mission was over. The fox men jumped back aboard the cart, and Syra and Malekaris took their seats. They guided me back down the way we had come. The mood amongst everyone was relaxed, even jubilant.

The trip back north was pleasant. Malekaris had me run at speed for most of the way, so it was not long before were back in the city. I spent a very pleasant night in a room in the palace again and the next day we headed off for the arduous trip over the mountains. When the cart was being loaded in the morning, I saw several heavy leather sacks being added. Was that Malekaris’s payment, I wondered.

The trip back through the mountains was as long and difficult going in the other direction. Each time we stopped and made camp I would be fed, watered and groomed. Syra would give me more language lessons, and I would sleep in my little shelter under the shafts of the cart.

As we descended the far side we came to an elevated position that let us see the realm that Malekaris called home. The rough track slowly became more and more passable and finally, after many days, we left the mountains behind us. One evening in camp, Malekaris took me aside. She led me away from the others and sat me down in some grass beside a tree. She knelt down beside me and removed the bit from my mouth. My language skills had improved considerably so I guessed that Malekaris wanted to test me.

“Most wonderful Solavari,” she said, “I want to talk to you. In a way I have been wanting to since I first took you.”

She called me wonderful? I knew she really liked me but ..wow, I said nothing but just nodded.

She stroked my arm, “On this journey, you have served me far better than I …you have done so well. All this must have been scary for you, and strange. Yet you showed me loyalty …always.”

Not knowing what to say I just nodded again.

“I am feeling ...bad, about how I …got you. What I did to you was …wrong.”

Was she apologising? Now? After all this time?

She continued, “When we return to my …house, …and your stable. …I am willing to undo what I did. I could make you what you were before …and send you back to your old world.”

She took a deep breath and asked, “Do you wish this?”

Oh god! She was asking if I wanted to go home. Did I? I thought over everything I had experienced, “I have …things to ask.”

“You have questions? Please ask me anything.”

I gathered my thoughts, “My …my milk. ...It heals people?”

She beamed at me, “Oh yes! Equina milk is the most powerful healing magic in the world. Yours is also the best of any Equina. It was able to cure a dragon!”

“Why did you heal the dragon?”

“I could have let him die. But by saving him the people he harmed will be given gold by him, enough to rebuild. I made him my ally, rather than my victim. It seemed the better way.”

“You will give my milk to others now?” I asked.

She nodded and smiled, “Give? ...no. I will sell your milk. If you choose to stay. It will help many people.”

“Why did you …pleasure me?” I asked. Syra had not taught me the word for fuck.

She laughed, “To make you give milk! It is what an Equina needs.”

Oh! So, she fucked me to make me lactate? That was …kinky as all hell!

“If I stay, must I be …tied all the time?”

“You wish some freedom, Solavari?”

I nodded.

“We can …do something. Let you spend time without your arms bound. Maybe you can spend some time in my house. But when anyone outside sees you, you must be bound. Everyone …the people, my fellow Witches, will expect you to be bound, like other Equina.”

So, I had a choice. A life of being harnessed and bridled most of the time. Pulling her cart. Being fucked by her and producing milk that healed people and living in a magical world where dragons lived!

Or, I could go home to my life, my job. Getting the money together to play at being a ponygirl on the occasional weekend.

“I …I choose to stay!” I said, firmly.

Malekaris practically squealed with joy and threw her arms around me. Suddenly her lips were on mine, and her kiss was sweet and intense. I recovered from my surprise and returned her kiss passionately. When she pulled back she whispered, “I love you Solavari. You are the most important thing in the world to me!”


Chapter 26

Unwelcome Visitors

Malekaris

As we entered the village something felt wrong. I was close enough to my castle to feel the wards I had placed on it. All were intact, so no-one had tried to take what was mine. But as I drew closer to home, I saw that there were very few people around. Something was wrong, my every instinct said so.

As we turned the last corner I saw the castle ahead of us. Right outside the gates through which we had left were two carts. Each one had an Equina harnessed to it and each one had a Ravenin witch and her apprentice sat in the driving seat. They had obviously been told of our approach and were lying in wait.

I recognised them both. One was Lady Glofagenon and the other was Lady Kolinja. Both of them were among my bitterest rivals and could easily have been behind the poisoning of Sinivari. Kolinja had her apprentice Tiyela beside her. Both her her Equina and Glofagenon’s were staring at Solavari. Did Equina feel jealousy? Solavari outshone both of them and it was obvious they knew it.

“Sisters!” I said, by way of greeting.

“Lady Malekaris,” said Kolinja, “We had thought you were ….”

“What? …dead?”

“We were concerned,” said Glofagenon, “You had left your domain untended.”

“Hardly untended!” I pointed out, “My wards are all intact. ….Did you test them?”

From the sour look on their faces, it was obvious they had. But the wards had been set by using up several black diamonds. Expensive but an obviously wise precaution. Neither Witch had been able to break them.

“You have been over the mountains?” asked Kolinja.

“We have!” I confirmed, “A most invigorating adventure. The trip over the mountains in particular was quite breathtaking. I recommend it to you.”

“You subjected your new Equina, a young one by the looks of her, to an arduous trek over the mountains. Your cart is hardly a small one, either. Some would call that cruelty!” accused Kolinja.

“Cruelty? Of course not. Solavari was equal to the task. She is quite exceptional!”

“She is young!” said Kolinja fiercely, “From what we hear you bought her only recently. Though how you managed that is …impressive. We thought there were none for sale in the entire realm. To subject a new young Equina to such trials is irresponsible!”

“Yes!” said another voice from behind me, I turned and saw yet a third of my order approaching. It was Lady Yoginith herself! One of the most senior Witches of all. She drew her Equina to halt a few paces away. “You abandon your domain, Malekaris. You take a new Equina across the mountains and spirits know where else on the far side. We also see you have mundane guards with you. Are your powers weakening that you need mere swords to defend you?”

“Volansa and Velesso are guards for Solavari, not me,” I said, “Since my last Equina was murdered it seemed an appropriate precaution.”

“Lady Yoginith’s comment is still valid!” spat Glofagenon, “A Witch should be able to defend her Equina without resorting to mundane guards.”

“Enough of this saddler’s spit!” I growled, “Just what is your purpose here! Did you hear that I had gone and come looking to claim or loot my home?”

Glofagenon’s face showed a trace of guilt for a moment which answered my question. Yoginith exclaimed, “We came to hold you accountable, sister! You …you have abandoned your domain and abused and risked a new Equina. I declare that there must be a reckoning!”

“You have no say here!” I shouted, “None of you do! This is my domain, and my Equina. None of you are welcome in it. All three of you are suspects in the death of my Sinivari.”

“How dare you!” bellowed Glofagenon, “You dare accuse us. It was your carelessness and weakness that killed your Equina. A real Witch would have been able to protect her from something as simple as poison!”

I glared at her, “So it WAS you! I never mentioned poison! So how did you know?”

Glofagenon’s face blanched and she looked away. My accusation had hit its mark. Yoginith cut in, “Lady Malekaris. We are three and you are one! We demand you either yield your castle to us, or you give up your Equina. You have proven unworthy to hold both and therefore should be made to prove you can handle one before having the other!”

My fist closed around the black diamonds I had been slowly feeding into my palm from a pocket in my under-tunic. If I had to fight, I would make them suffer. Though they were indeed three and I could not counter the magical attacks of them all at the same time.

“You are naught but thieves and brigands!” I snarled, readying my power.

“And you Malekaris! …are alone!” sneered Glofagenon.

Just at that moment a shadow fell across us all. A huge shape landed in the street and folded its immense wings.

“Greetings Witches!” said Slopatro.

All three of my would-be attackers were looking with stunned faces at the dragon.

“Well met, Lord Slopatro!” I said, cheerfully. “Your timing is impeccable.”

Just then two more vast shapes descended and landed, one on each side of Slopatro. One was a slightly smaller dragon. Its slim shape told me she was female. The other was possibly even older that Slopatro. He was a titan among dragons that was a good five paces taller even that Slopatro.

Then the ground trembled once more as no less than five more dragons landed spread out around my castle and totally enclosing the now terrified Witches. Their Equina were agitated and all of them were struggling with their reins.

Kolinja recovered herself to ask, “You know these creatures?”

I smiled, “May I present lord Slopatro,” I said, “And his fellow noble dragons. They are no mere creatures but my honoured guests!”

I pretended to know what was going on but the appearance of the dragons was a mystery. I had not used the gem I had given to Slopatro to summon him. Nonetheless I smiled a smug smile at my sisters.

“Your ..guests?” asked Glofagenon.

“Yes, and my friends. …Is there anything else you three disgraces to our order want?”

“Malekaris …we ..we are outmatched.” said Yoginith, “We may have been hasty in what we said. Please accept our apologies. Would you allow us to withdraw?”

“I will,” I said, but turned to glare at Glofagenon, “But at the Conclave I will be calling you out as the murderer of Sinivari, Glofagenon! Your own words here betrayed you!”

The three of them snapped the reins of their Equina and turned away, heading north out of village. The dragons stepped aside to let them go.

I turned to Slopatro, “Greetings my dear friend. Your arrival was a most pleasant surprise. But I am confused, why are you here? Did you seek to pay your debt?”

Slopatro ducked his head, “Sadly not, wise Witch. I am here with my brethren to add to that debt. In my absence, the green plague spread among my people. Many have fallen ill and our people are in despair. When I returned, healed, my people asked what had happened and I had explained about the healing power of your Equina. We have come to seek your mercy and to ask that you grant us the chance to buy as much of her wondrous milk as you can spare.”


Chapter 27

Milking Time

Solavari

Two months later I was standing in my stall, being milked. The devices that did this had been improved after I said that the glass tubes bruised my nipples. Malekaris had made something new that used rubberised nipple attachments. These were more effective but did remind of a milking machine used on a cow. My arms were bound and I was stood chatting with Velesso. My language skills had improved to the point where I could hold conversations with ease. Every so often people used words I did not know, and I had to ask what they meant, but this was getting rarer and rarer.

My new bit was hanging loose beside my mouth. Malekaris had agreed to use some bits that were not as mouth filling as my original one. When we had talked, she had told me that she had been so impressed with my responsiveness to the reins that she thought the bit had been part of the reason. That was why she had not changed it. So, I had had to wear the damn thing all the time until I could talk and explain to her.

“It was made that way to prevent me from speaking, my lady” I had explained.

“It was a punishment?” she had asked, looking surprised, “Surely not! You are the most well behaved Equina imaginable.”

“No, not a punishment, my lady. In my old world, ponygirls …Equina …are not allowed to talk.”

“How oppressive!” she said, disapprovingly, “No wonder you did not wish to return there.”

I did not correct her. I never explained to her than back home being a ponygirl was a temporary and fun thing to do. A form of kinky play. She would not understand. I had made my decision, and it did no harm for Malekaris to think that she had saved me from a life of misery.

Velesso and Valonsa were lovely guys, I discovered, once I was able to speak with them. As I stood being milked, Velesso had come in to chat with me. He was not on guard. His brother was and he was outside patrolling the courtyard.

Sowatu, Valonsa and Velesso were my best friends. Sowatu helped look after me and had taken over much of the task of grooming and feeding me from Syra and Malekaris as they became much more busy. Valonsa and Velesso’s duties were still to defend me. They took this duty very seriously even though the main threat was gone.

The Conclave had taken place in the palatial headquarters of the Witch sisterhood in a city far to the north east. At the Conclave, Malekaris had called out Glofagenon as the murderer of her previous Equina, Sinivari. Glofagenon had initially denied it but her error in admitting knowledge of the poisoning front of witnesses was enough evidence for the Conclave to order her to undergo a truth test. This was a magical spell that forced someone to speak the truth. It was administered by impartial sisters who were not involved and Glofagenon was coerced into admitting that she had indeed paid an assassin to poison Sinivari. Any crime against an Equina was considered especially egregious and she was sentenced to permanent banishment and the forfeiture of her lands and property. That included her own Equina. I learned all this from Syra later as I spent the whole Conclave in the sisterhood’s very pleasant and comfortable stables in the care of Sowatu and guarded by Valonsa.

Velesso looked at the rubber devices sucking away at my nipples. “Does it hurt, Sola?”

“No, it doesn’t. In fact it feels very pleasant,” I replied, “But don’t let Malekaris catch you calling me Sola.”

He winced at that. Malekaris was, in many ways, a wonderful mistress. She was generous, kind to everyone and extremely kind to me. But she would stand for no nonsense, and she had high standards of behaviour that she expected to be upheld.

“Solavari, …you have been milked every day ever since we came back from the mountains. Are you not …sore?”

“No,” I said, honestly, “But it is becoming a little boring.”

“I am sure our mistress would give you some time off if you asked her.”

“Yes, but my milk is being sent south to keep the dragons from being wiped out by the plague. If I took even a single day off, that might mean a dragon doesn’t get cured. I’m not having that on my conscience.”

This was true. The eight dragons who had first arrived at the castle had left a week later with a dozen large flasks of my milk. They had returned soon after for more. They brought a vast amount of gold with them and explained to Malekaris that more and more dragons were being infected. The milk was working but more, so much more, was needed.

My life had therefore been transformed. I no longer pulled a cart. I was given enough exercise to keep me in good shape but otherwise I stayed in my stable. To keep me producing milk Malekaris had to put her tongue to good use every few days. It was a duty she never allowed anyone else to do. She had explained the need for it to me. To get my milk flowing I either had to give birth or have an orgasm. She explained about Equinas not reaching climax easily and for the reason for it. That explained why I had been living in such a state of frustrated arousal.

I did not explain to her that I got off on being tied up. Even though I wore the harness and bridle almost all the time they still aroused me. As did having arms bound. As indeed did everything about being kept as what I still thought of as a ponygirl. I loved my life. I just wished I would get to run fast again sometime. That was the best.

I asked her if she had done the same for Sinivari.

“Of course,” she said, her voice softening, “There were so many reasons why I loved her. Like you she was loyal, strong, intelligent and very beautiful. Bringing her pleasure so she would give milk made us close. It was an intimacy I cherished, and I worked hard to make it as good as I could for her, and for me. I hope to do the same with you, my beloved Solavari. We will have many years together and I promise to always protect you, always love you and always care for you.”

And so, I lived a life of love and milk production! Malekaris assured me that it would end eventually. My milk would turn the tide for the dragons and avert disaster.

Before Velesso could say more, Malekaris entered the stable. Velesso gave a brief bow and withdrew. Malekaris entered my staff and examined the milking boxes.

“Almost done, beloved,” she said, “We are expecting three dragons tomorrow to take your milk. I am thinking of accepting no more gold from them. I am running out of places to put it.”

“What will you do with all that gold, my lady?” I asked.

She laughed, “I really don’t know. I would have told the dragons already that they had paid enough but they are a proud people. They may think I am offering charity and be offended.”

I asked a question that had been bothering me, “My lady, when the dragons come, why do you keep me in here? I would like to see them.”

She sighed, “I’m sorry. I am being protective. The dragons have become a little obsessed with you. You provide the magical means to cure them. You are their saviour. In their eyes you are special. The gold aside they feel they owe you a debt so large it can never be repaid. I do not want them bothering you.”

I shrugged, “I am sure they would not bother me. I like dragons.”

She looked surprised, “You had dragons in your world?”

How did I explain the myriad fictional dragons of my world? I just smiled and nodded.

“Amazing!” she said as she turned off the boxes and the incessant sucking at my breasts ceased. “All done!”

She removed the devices from my nipples and put them on a table outside my stall door. Then she returned and hugged me.

“I do not know which god I appeased, what spirit smiled on me to be give me an Equina like you.” Then she stroked me a while before picking up a brush and started grooming my hair and tail. Neither of which needed it.

“Do you ever regret it?” she asked, “Your choice to stay?”

“No, my lady,” I said and closed my eyes and relaxed into her touch. She continued to groom and stroke and pet me until I was almost in a trance. Then her lips were on mine and we shared a long but gentle kiss.

“I love you, my lady,”! I said.

She let out a little yip of joy, something she only did when we were alone.

“I love you too Solavari.”
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