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Halloween Pony





Chapter 1








“One game of backgammon, if you win I will give you $10,000. If I win you will come to the Halloween party dressed as a pony, but in a costume that I will provide.” Sounds simple, sounds non-threatening. For David $10,000 was nothing. For her it was huge, with the costs of school she was really struggling. Was this just his way of helping her out? And so, what if she lost. She had been worried sick about how she was going to put together a costume that would match the people she expected to be at David’s party.



Mary had been so impressed when she met David. He was a just over ten years older than her, 30 to her 19. He was so smooth, so sophisticated, and he gave all the appearance of great wealth without being too flashy about it. Mary wasn’t actually husband hunting, but if she had been she would have considered David not just a great catch, but the catch of the century.



It had only been a month since she had met him, and there was certainly nothing in the relationship that had demonstrated any commitment. But, she was having fun. He had a convertible – not just a convertible but one with a name that she could hardly pronounce. He had taken her clubbing a couple of times. There was no waiting in line for David. They would walk to the front of the line and be waved right in. She enjoyed strutting along on his arm in front of the other who had to wait. She could feel their eyes following her. She decided that she liked being the center of attention. Inside they went right to the VIP section where David bought only the best.



David’s house was the size of a small hotel. It sat on a large plot of land with a tree lined drive that ran for about a quarter of a mile from the large iron gates to the front of the house. The house sat on ground slightly elevated from the rest of the property giving it even a larger and more commanding appearance. Mary could not even comprehend this as a single residence. The ballroom was large enough to accommodate at least a hundred people.



Mary had not hesitated to take the challenge, and the third glass of wine she had just finished, probably did not help her decision making. It certainly did not help her game. She lost. She lost badly. She did the thing she does where she pouted out her lower lip, dropped her chin and looked very sad.



David smiled at her. She loved that smile. “Ok, double or nothing. If you win you get the $10,000. If I win you not only wear the pony outfit but you will be topless.”



Mary had great breasts. She was a good 34D and she liked displaying her well formed cleavage. So far though, it had only been her cleavage, perhaps a lot of it, but only cleavage that she allowed to be seen in public. Alone with David she could not wait to get her blouse off. She knew how much he liked her breasts. She loved the feel of his hands on her breasts.



Mary took a healthy
 sip
 of her fourth glass of wine and said. “Get your checkbook out.”



She lost, of course. Only then did she think about what she had just gotten herself into. She had not met most of David’s friends. She knew he knew many very wealthy, important, and sophisticated people. What sort of impression would she make topless?



“David.” She cooed. “I don’t really have to be completely topless, do I? What would people think?”



“Want to go again for full nude?” She gasped and shook her head, but nothing came out. She was a little drunk, but not drunk enough to take the last plunge.



David smiled at her. “Don’t worry; the costume has a top. Your breasts, however, will be exposed.”



“But what will your friends think? I’ve never met them before. I don’t want people to think I am cheap.”



“You’re not trying to welch on our agreement, are you?” His brow hardened.



“No, certainly not. When I agree to something I do it.” She was stuck. She was completely stuck.



“I’ll tell you what. I will make sure the costume has something for your nipples, but the rest of your breasts will be completely bare. After all, a bet is a bet.”



Mary nodded. The concession made her feel a lot better. She pictured a belly dancer she had seen with small brass cups over just her nipples. It had been attractive and very sexy.



In the week leading up to the party Mary only saw David once. Mary tried to think of some way to bring up the subject of the costume she had agreed to wear but could never quite get there. Knowing David, she was sure it would be spectacular. What was she worried about? David would not want to be embarrassed by having her in a bad costume. David kept telling her how great the party was going to be. He told her she might even find it life changing. David was so excited; she did not want to dampen his enthusiasm.



David told Mary to be at his house at 4 pm on the day of the party. She knew that the guests were not to arrive until 7. That seemed a good thing. She would have some alone time with David. She could model the costume topless for David, and then make sure that her nipples were completely covered. She wanted to be sexy, but also maintain some class. That was a plan. That might actually work.



She was sure her costume would be spectacular. She certainly would never have considered dressing as a pony, but David had been willing to risk $10,000 to get her to agree to wear it. She kept trying to visualize what a pony costume would look like, especially one sporting bare female breasts. She was actually getting a little excited about wearing it. Whatever it looked like she was sure it would be exotic. That was good. She would stand out. She expected that there would be many elegant and fantastic costumes. People would look like they just left the make-up trailer at a movie set. She envisioned something out of Great Gatsby. This was going to be the most amazing night. She knew it would be unlike anything she had experience.
 







Chapter 2







Mary arrived right on time. The parking service was already there and in the process of setting up. The cars were to be parked just outside the main gate, a quarter of a mile from the house. Mary did not see any means of transporting guests from the parking to the house, and the attendant would not let her drive up to the house. He was under strict orders to keep all the motorized transport outside the gate.



As Mary walked up to the house she thought that this was not the elegant beginning of the evening she had envisioned. She thought of asking David if he intended to make all the guests walk all the way, but as soon as she saw him she forgot her irritation, and the question.



David smiled and took Mary’s hand. He led her up the wide staircase in the entry hall to where she knew the master bedroom was located. She had only seen David once during the week before the party, and she was feeling very horny, that was one thing she needed to get fixed. She was hoping they would get in a little ‘play time’ before the party – and, a lot after. She reached out and stroked David’s arm as they went up the stairs. She was also very excited, and more than a little nervous, to see her costume. Knowing David, it would be spectacular.



The bedroom was huge. Some people’s houses were smaller than this bedroom. Mary had always had mixed feelings about this room. It was elegant, but it certainly did not feel intimate.



She could see something laid out on the bed. Her attention was instantly drawn to the white latex body suit. There were also a lot of leather items laid out nearby, but the latex was clearly the show stopper. Mary walked over and picked it up. It felt like butter in her hand. The latex felt so thin she was afraid she would tear it just trying to put it on.



David said: “Let’s try it on and see how it works.” Mary liked that idea.



David handed her a container of baby powder and offered to help. Mary quickly undressed to her bra and panties. She picked up the latex again and held it up to her body. Just the feel of the latex against her skin made her shudder.



“I think everything needs to go.” David ran his hand over Mary’s hip down to her panties. Clearly what he was saying was true. This garment was so thin that anything she wore below would be clearly visible. Talk about bad panty line.



Mary removed her panties and her bra. She was not self-conscious in front of David. He had, after all, seen her naked on a number of occasions. She started to shake powder onto her body, and then she grimaced when some of it fell to the floor leaving white spots on the burgundy colored rug.



“Don’t worry about that. It will vacuum up.” David was smiling. Mary felt better. She finished powdering her legs and then slipped them down into the latex suit. The suit felt small, but it stretched to cover her body. David helped her work the latex up her legs so that it fit firmly with no wrinkles.



Again, Mary was afraid, the material felt so thin she was sure it would tear at any moment. She didn’t want a costume with a big tear.



“Don’t worry.” David must have seen the concern on her face. “It is very thin, but extremely strong. It is a new blend that is almost indestructible. It will fit and bonds almost like a new skin.”



It certainly did that. For all practical purposes she might as well be nude.



“In addition, it breathes. It can be worn for long periods of time without endangering the skin underneath. My company has developed it so that it can be worn in space environments, at least months, maybe years, at a time.”



Mary did not want to go to space. And as spectacular as it was, she did not want to wear this suit for a long time, and as she pulled it up over her sex, she was appalled that she could see every hair in her most personal area as it pressed into the soft material.



“This won’t do.” David walked into the bathroom. Mary agreed that it won’t do. The latex left nothing to the imagination.



David returned with a bowl of warm water, a can of shaving cream, and a razor.



“What?” Mary started to say. This was not what she had in mind.



“Do you really want to go out with that showing through?” She didn’t. She nodded. The latex was rolled back down to expose her crotch and before Mary could think again David went to work with the cream and razor. In just minutes she was as clear and clean between her legs as when she was a small child. Mary could only look at herself. She felt her face flush.



As David helped curl the suit back up over her hips and to her waist Mary looked down. She thought she had felt naked when her bush was showing, this was worse. The latex molded around her crotch capturing every contour of her beauty lips. David followed her eyes with his and then reached between her legs and began to stroke her. It felt as if she was wearing nothing. No – she felt even more exposed than nothing. The material caressed her body with every movement.



Then she felt his fingers slip past the latex and actually into her body. The latex material molded to every part of her body actually curling over her lips and up inside her; and there was an opening, a slit right down her entrance. The suit would not prevent David from entering her. They would be able to make love without having to remove the suit.



This was great for David, even magnificent for the two of them alone, but she decided that this was not going to work for being in public. She had not even seen the rest of the costume, but she already knew this was not going to work. It needed fixing. There must be something that would cover her. If not, she would have to think of something she could put under the latex to cover her sex.



But, then she turned her attention back to rest of the suit. David rolled it up over her stomach to her breasts. Mary could see that there were holes in the latex suit where her breasts were, but they were much too small for her D cup breasts. Maybe only the tips of her breasts would show through, then with a covering on her nipples she would not feel exposed at all. Well, at least after she made sure her crotch was covered.



But, before they could deal with her breasts she had to get her arms into the suit. David held it out so that she could slip first one hand and then arm in, then the other. David told her to make a fist, she did, then he pulled the end of the sleeve over her hand and then worked it back up her arm. He repeated the process on the other arm.



David smoothed the latex up her arms and then pulled the body of the suit fully up and around her body and over her shoulders. The opening was in the back. Mary looked down at her hands and tried to get them out through the end of the sleeve. Nothing. She lifted her arm and looked at the end of the sleeve. There was not an opening for her hand to emerge. Instead there was a ball of material quite a bit heavier than the rest of the suit, and a strap that wrapped around the wrist holding her hands in tight fists. David quickly closed the strap at each wrist, then without saying anything stepped behind her and zipped the back of the suit up to her neck. The neck had a belt similar to the ones at the wrists and David quickly closed it around her neck.



“David, my hands are covered. How am I supposed to do anything without hands?” Mary spoke as she studied the latex ball that was now her hand.



“Ponies don’t have hands. Don’t worry. You won’t need them. Let’s just get you in the rest of the costume and you will see how it all works.”



Mary was starting to think that she wanted out. David walked back over to the bed and Mary reached up for the collar around her neck. She could feel with her knuckles where David had closed and fastened the collar, but she could not maneuver it in any way. A twinge of fear raced through her body as she realized that she could not get herself out of the suit.



The suit’s fit was skin tight. At least skin tight everywhere except her breasts. The top third of her breasts stuck through the hole in the latex suit but that created a tent over the rest of each breast. Mary was not very happy with that look. It certainly was not very sexy. She pawed at her breasts with the latex balls that used to be her hands.



David sat her down on the bed. He then took one breast by the nipple, then the other, and then started to work her breasts through the holes in the latex suit. Soon he had enough flesh through each hole to be able to use full hands of breast as he worked her breasts through until the holes closed around the root of each breast. David had managed to pull Mary’s breasts completely out through the holes. The suit lay against her body and constricted her breasts so tightly that her breasts began to engorge with blood. Mary felt her nipples harden and become very sensitive. She had been horny when she got here, now she was really feeling it. Her breasts were so sensitive now. She decided that before she took this suit off she needed to get David to pay some attention to her breasts. That was usually not a problem.



David moved away from her breasts and gathered her hair into a ponytail behind her. She could feel him feeding it through a ring. Then she felt a latex hood slipping down over her head. She was surprised. He had not said anything about a mask. She usually avoided masks for Halloween. They were too hot, got in the way of seeing, and more importantly, drinking. David quickly pulled the hood down over her face. It was cut away around her mouth, fit tightly over her nose with holes under each nostril, and covered her eyes with only a vertical slit less than half an inch wide and about an inch high in front of each eye.



Her vision was very much restricted. She could only see what was directly in front of her face. The effect was claustrophobic. She didn’t like it at all.



“David. Do I have to wear a mask? I don’t like it.”



“Shhh. Let’s see how everything looks then we can make adjustments if necessary.”



That was exactly what she wanted to hear. “Ok, as long as we have a little time before the party.” Her breasts were so sensitive now. She slowly rubbed them back and forth on his arm.



“You are a hot little filly, aren’t you?” David opened the collar and top of the suit and smoothed the hood down around her neck under material of the suit. Mary could not see them, but raised rectangles on the hood fit into recesses in the neck portion of the suit. When they were all matched up David again tightened the collar holding the hood in place as if it were a part of the suit.



Suddenly Mary found it was very hard to turn her head.



“That is not fair.” She brought her latex enclosed fists up to her neck and tried to loosen the now tight collar. Her efforts were completely ineffective. She felt herself starting to panic.



David shushed her again, it was gentle and soothing. She relaxed a little. Ok, she said to herself she would finish putting on the costume. That would let her make a full list of things that needed to be fixed before she would wear it to the party. Right now, that was the hood and the covering over her crotch. The lack of hands bothered her too, but she could not see any easy way to fix that. She could probably live with that. They would have sex and she would let David know what needed to be fixed. She knew her breasts were going to be mostly bare – with something covering her nipples, but she had not known how her sex would be displayed in this suit. That was the top of her list right now. She would need something to cover that.



As she was thinking David had brought over something that appeared to be a web of leather. Mary really hated the restricted vision from the hood. It was another big reason she did not usually wear Halloween masks. Could she talk David out of the hood? She was certainly going to try. This was going to have to be some very good sex activity. She was going to have a lot to sell.



David wrapped a thick heavy belt around her waist. It was at least six inches wide and made of sturdy material. Mary could not look down because of the restrictions of the collar and limitations on her sight. She watched what was happening in the mirror. The leather looked to be finely tooled and, no surprise, expensive. She could see that there were rings at the front and metal studs of some kind on the sides. She had no idea what they were for.



A small strap from the waist belt led up to the next strap, this one circled her body just below her breasts. It was about an inch wide but had flanges that created quarter cups to provide support under each breast. This strap was connected in front with a very thin strap between her breasts to the next strap that circled her body just above her breasts. Mary’s breasts were so sensitive from being held by the tight collars of latex that she gasped at every touch. David smiled each time. As David tightened the belts above and below her breasts it increased the constriction and made them even more sensitive.



All Mary could think was “he needs to get this on and fuck me.” She tried to find his crotch with her hand, but he did not pay attention to her efforts. She could not even open her hand. This was going to be a real pain. Maybe she should forget the entire thing. Just tell David that this would not work. She was getting very frustrated at not having the use of her hands.



When the straps above and below her breasts were in place and tightened, adjusting straps between, and at the outside of each breast were tightened. The straps now fit snug around her body and molded up around the root of each breast, each already confined by the tight molding of the latex.



From the strap above her breasts two straps, one from just in front of each arm pit, continued up making an A line to the center of a thick leather collar. This collar was at least three inches wide and further secured her neck holding it tightly in place and making it almost impossible to lower her chin.



Great for posture training, she thought, but she was already finding this whole suit to be very confining and uncomfortable. She knew she had agreed to wear it. She knew she needed to keep to her promise, but she needed to think of ways to mitigate its impact on her. She did have to admit that she was getting very turned on. She really needed David to finish this, so they could fuck. Yes. She didn’t want to make love right now. She just wanted to fuck. She needed to fuck. She needed it right now.



She felt David fasten a strap from the strap above her breasts around her upper arms, first one side, and then the other. It was not terribly restrictive, but she could now not raise her arms.



Then he was behind her. She could not make out from her view in the mirror what he was doing. She felt something fasten around her upper right arm just above the elbow. There was something connected to it and she felt her right arm moved back as he fastened something similar around the same place on her left arm. It felt like there was a bar now strapped between both upper arms just above the elbows. It ran across her back forcing her arms slightly back and tight to her sides.



“David. What are you doing to my arms? I don’t think I like this.” She twisted her body slightly, but offered no meaningful resistance.



“Almost there, hold on.” As he spoke in a very smoothing voice he folded her forearms up parallel to the bar between her elbows and quickly fastened a wide strap around her now parallel wrists.



David stepped back, seeming to know how she would react. There was a moment of panic as she realized that her arms were bound behind her back. She pulled and twisted at the straps. She could not even open her hands inside the balls of latex at the end of the sleeves. She was really stuck now.



“David, please, let me go. I don’t like this.” She stopped struggling and tried to give him her best pleading sexy look. But with her head held in the damn hood it was impossible.



He stepped back to her and began with one hand to stroke her nipples. Her breasts were so very sensitive her body shivered with sensation. The other hand moved between her legs and found the opening in the latex. With the expertise that she had come to expect from him, his hand found her clitoris and began to work it slowly. Her resistance melted away. She wanted to put her arms around him, but of course, she could not. She leaned into him instead.



“Oh.” She sighed. She tried to maneuver toward the bed.



“Not yet.” He continued to tease her body. “We need to get you finished.”



“But the party is not for hours. We have plenty of time.” Her voice was pleading.



“But we need to see the whole thing first. Don’t we!” It was more a command than a question.



She sighed knowing that her need would have to wait, at least wait for a little while.



As if her arms were not sufficiently secure David pulled a small leather sheath up over her folded arms. It reached up to just above the elbows but closed across the top of her joined lower arms with laces that he quickly tightened. Mary had never in her entire life felt so helpless. There was no way she could ever get her arms out of this thing.



Bands were fastened around her upper thighs. A strap down the hip from the waist belt attached to each of these bands. Two very thin straps were pulled from the front of the waist belt down between Mary’s legs. One passed on each side of her sex then David pulled them between her buttocks and up to where they fastened to the waist belt at the back. Mary had hoped that there would be a strap or something that would cover her crotch, but these straps would provide no help to her concerns about her modesty. If anything, when tightened they accented her sex, puffing out her beauty lips. In back they pulled her buttocks apart because the straps were tightly held between them then spread to about four inches apart at the waist. She blushed deeply under her hood. There was no way she was going to be seen like this in public. David would just have to come up with a solution for this. This was now a big issue for her, now, number one on her list. Bet or no bet she was not going to the party this way. She even felt embarrassed for David to see her like this. She wanted to cover herself and instinctively tried to move a hand between her legs. This only underscored the helplessness of her situation. David needed to get this done and let her out, then they could have a serious conversation about this costume. She was glad there was still a long time before the party. She would really have to work on this costume.  She did not know what she was going to do, but something had to be done if she was expected to wear this thing. She would be firm with David if need be, this was just not going to happen like this.



David moved her back to the bed and had her sit. She was hoping that was the start of something more intimate, but he only wanted to put on her boots. The boots were exquisite black leather. They came up to just below the knee. Even through the latex she could feel how soft the leather was as her foot slipped down inside. David pulled both boots up onto her feet and legs and then had her stand.



Mary almost lost her balance at the steep angle. These were the equivalent of at least five-inch heels, maybe more. Except, that there were not any heels. Mary had to keep her weight forward on the balls of her feet. As she stood and tried to take in the look David knelt down and tightened the laces on the boots. As the laces were tightened Mary was surprised at the amount of ankle support the boots provided. Still, she did not know how she was going to walk in these things.



When David had finished lacing the boots he stood up and stepped back. “Very beautiful.” His smile was huge, and that made Mary feel much better. She looked at herself in the mirror and had to admit that the vision was stunning. She was tall and athletic, regularly participating in soccer and lacrosse, and had recently been training to run the marathon. She knew that her body was strong and well sculptured, but the effect of the latex and the harness accented the form and strength of her body. With the added height of the boots she appeared very tall. She turned to one side and then the other admiring herself in the mirror. She looked like some Amazon warrior.



The boots looked heavy, but they were surprisingly light. She lifted a foot and was shocked to see that under the ball of her foot the boot flared to a small rounded platform shaped like a hoof, complete with a horse shoe. This added another two to three inches to her height. David did not mess around with costumes. She almost felt like a horse. David stood about six feet, but Mary was now several inches above him.



Mary turned to David and was about to say “ok, I tried it on. Let my arms go and let’s fuck.” She was stopped by the fact that David was holding another grouping of straps in his hand. “What is that?” She asked instead, taking a step backwards.



“The last of the costume. Can’t be a pony without a bridle.”



“Please David, the hood is bad enough. I don’t want anything else on my head. Or at least take off the hood and use that instead. Please!” She took another step back, but her legs hit the bed and she sat down involuntarily.



David didn’t respond. With his left hand he grabbed the harness between the upper breast strap and her collar. With the right hand he slipped the bridle over her face.



Mary tried to shake her head, but the hood made her effort ineffectual. She sighed and quieted down while David finished fitting the straps. Just get this over with she thought.



A single strap ran around her head at the forehead level. Another strap connected it front to back over the top of her head. A metal ring in this vertical strap allowed her hair, pulled through the hood in a pony tail, to be fed through the bridle lining it up with the hood. From the front of the strap at her forehead a strap descended between her eyes before splitting to a Y down each side of her nose, each ending at a ring at the side of her mouth. From these rings a strap circled behind her head passing through a holder in the strap coming down the side of her head. The straps from the mouth rings were then loosely buckled behind her head. From the rings at the mouth, straps also passed down around her chin. These straps crossed below her chin in front of her neck and where then drawn back and buckled into the collar at the sides of her neck. When tightened these straps further restricted her ability to move her head. They kept her chin down and checked its movement from side to side, thus their name – check reins.



The bridle felt constricting. She didn’t like it. She didn’t like the way it pushed up on her chin and mouth. Mary opened her mouth to test the limit on her movement. She was about to protest, but before she could David pushed something into her mouth. Because of her limited vision she had not seen it coming and was completely surprised. She felt something metallic slide across the top of her tongue. It curved down on the sides making it impossible for her to get her tongue out from under this invader. She felt a bar pushed into the sides of her mouth and heard two metal clicks.



David’s hands moved away from her face but the thing that invaded her mouth did not move. She had been bitted. “Ooh, . . .aa . . . iii . . .oo.” She tried to voice her protest at this latest part of the costume. “Fuck.” She thought. “I can’t even tell him to take it out.” She tried to shake her head back and forth, but the check reins allowed almost no horizontal motion.



“Now we have you looking like a proper pony.” David’s voice displayed a glee that Mary did not share. “Let’s get you downstairs so you can get properly into your new role.” As he spoke David fastened reins to levers that protruded from either side of the bit. Each lever curved back from the end of the bit along Mary’s cheeks.



David pulled on the reins and the device in Mary’s mouth separated into two parts. The part over her tongue pushed down and a second joined piece on top swung up against the roof of her mouth. This was not just uncomfortable. It hurt. She leaned forward to ease the pain in her mouth. As David held the reins close to her face and pulled up she stood up. This was not fun. She didn’t want to do this. She needed to let David know that this hurt.



Mary gasped and tried to protest but the sounds were completely unintelligible. She was shocked at how completely he was able to control her with these two simple straps connected to the awful device in her mouth. She needed the bit out. She needed it out now. She tried to bite down on the bar part that passed between her teeth. She hoped that would make it more difficult to pull the piece up into the roof of her mouth. But the part of the bit where her teeth met it was not moving. It was only a hard-plastic tube that surrounded the bar and let the bar move in response to the reins, thus removing any ability for the wearer to impact its use. This was wrong. It was completely wrong.



Mary needed to stop this, but she did not know how. She pulled and jerked at her arms, but they were held helplessly behind her. She tried to twist her head, but the check reins and the neck of the hood prevented all but the smallest movement. She tried to pull back against the reins, but the pain was just too much. In the end the only thing she could do was to follow. Her whole world suddenly became shortening the distance between David’s hand and her mouth. It was suddenly so important to maintain slack in her reins. Yes, her reins. She had been bridled and reined like a real horse.



Why was David doing this? Where was he taking her? Didn’t he know how awful this thing was? The thoughts tumbled through her mind as she stumbled along behind him – out the door of the bedroom – down the stairs to the entry way – out the front door of the house. She was outside the house. She felt completely naked. She needed to tell him that the covering of her sex was insufficient and needed to be fixed. She needed to tell him that the hood was making her claustrophobic. She needed to tell him that she did not want her arms bound behind her back, her shoulders were already starting to hurt. She needed to tell him all these things, but she could not tell him anything.



He led her down to the bottom of the stairs at the front of the house. Again, she balked at the door to outside. She did not want to go outside like this, but a jerk on the reins overcame her resistance. She was completely under control. She could feel a tear forming in her eye.



The stairs lead to the edge of the driveway that circled around in front of the house and then back toward the gate a quarter mile away. At the bottom of the stairs and to one side there was an iron statue of a boy in a jockey outfit. The right arm of the lawn jockey extended forward and ended clasped about a metal ring. David tied Mary’s reins to the iron ring held in the hand of the statue.



“Now you be patient my little pony. The others should be here any minute.” He patted her on the buttocks and stroked her shoulder.



What others? This was completely wrong. It was not supposed to be like this. She was going to try the costume on and then they would have sex, and then she would get him to change some of the more restrictive parts. She couldn’t shake her head, so she shook her entire upper body.



“Oh, that’s right. I agreed to cover your nipples.” He smiled largely, reached into his pocket and produced something. He began stroking her nipples. For a moment Mary forgot about her need to escape from this costume. Her mind went back to just how horny she was and how much she needed David to fuck her. Then she felt something bite down on her right nipple. This sensation was quickly followed by the same feeling on the other nipple. She could not see what he had done, but she could tell that he had fastened a clamp of some sort over each nipple. She shook her body again. This time she was rewarded with the sound of bells. He had fastened bells to her nipples. She was not having this. She wildly shook her body intending to dislodge the source of this new torment. Her efforts were rewarded with the loud ringing of the bells, but they stayed in place. She could feel the clamps digging deeply into the flesh around her nipples. They were not coming off, and she was sure they would begin to hurt.



Mary’s eyes were now blurred with tears. Why had David done this to her? She knew he had a sense of humor, but this was not funny. He had gone too far this time.










Chapter 3








Mary was standing harnessed and restrained in a form fitting latex outfit that showed every part of her body with her breasts fully exposed and now belled. She was hooded and reined to a hitching post in front of the house. Under her hood she turned bright red. She had never felt so humiliated in her entire life. Did he intent to leave her here, tethered by the door, for all of the party guests to see? That was completely unacceptable. She needed to let him know that he could not do this. She needed to make this stop. She looked at the reins wrapped through the ring in the hand of the stupid statue as it grinned up at her. The reins were tied with only a simple tension knot. The simplicity and closeness of the knot increased her frustration. She tried to pull away from the stupid statue. Maybe the knot would slip loose; she would go back inside and make David understand that she did not want this. Maybe the statue would fall over, and then David would get the idea.



Neither happened. The statue was firmly rooted to the ground and the knot was not going to loosen. She was stuck. She was completely and utterly stuck. She stamped her hoof. David laughed and stroked her head and shoulder again. She didn’t even know he was still there. “I knew you would be a spirited little filly.” His hand found her nipple again. Electricity surged through her body as she heard the bells jingle. In spite of herself she tried to push her breast into his hand. “But I have things I have to do to get ready for the party. You are just going to have to be a good pony.” Another pat to her head and he was gone. She turned in the reins and watched as he disappeared up the stairs and into the house.



She tried to yell after him but was shocked at the sound that emerged from her throat and mouth. It sounded animalistic. It was not unlike the sound of a horse whinnying.



Now she was essentially naked, helplessly restrained, and alone. She looked around, twisting her body from side to side because of her restricted vision. There was no sign of any other person. She really did not want to be seen by anyone else, but maybe if someone came along they would help her. Someone needed to help her. She could not help herself. She knew she could not get out of this costume, not without help.



Mary was not sure how long she stood alone in the driveway. It seemed like forever, but time moves very slowly when your freedom of movement and action are removed. Finally, after a very long time there was a sound. It was a motor. Not a car, something larger. Mary turned toward the gate area and saw a truck moving up the driveway. Standing tied to the statue at the entrance way there was no question that the occupants of the truck would be able to see Mary clearly. They would see a lot more of Mary than she would have liked. However, she was so tired of standing alone, that on the one hand she welcomed the arrival of someone else. On the other, she really did not want to be seen this way. She really wanted David to come back and make some adjustments to her costume before people came. That had not happened and did not look likely to occur. She did not understand why he had abandoned her here.



As the truck got closer Mary could see that it was pulling a trailer. It was a standard looking double horse box trailer. “Great.” She thought. Here she was dressed as a horse and they were about to bring in some real horses. Just the presence of the horse trailer made her feel completely humiliated at her current circumstances. David was going to so pay for this.



The truck and trailer pulled past her to the end of the circle. The driver and the passenger in the truck had seemed to pay no attention to Mary as they drove by. After they stopped they got out and walked back to the back of the trailer without even giving her a glance. Mary was shocked that they were paying no attention to her. How could they ignore a naked restrained girl standing by the side of the driveway? Mary felt a little frightened. She was very vulnerable, but more than that she just felt completely humiliated.



The back gate of the trailer was dropped and one of the men walked inside. Mary watched with fascination and then horror as he returned leading a female human pony harnessed in almost the exact same style as Mary. The girl looked fit and athletic and did not seem at all concerned by her circumstances. She followed the reins with no sign of resistance. Once outside the trailer her reins were hitched to a ring at the back of the trailer. The man then returned emerging with a second, and finally a third pony. With Mary there were now four ponies standing in front of the house.



Mary thought she should have drawn some solace from having others sharing her fate, but it did not help her. It especially did not help that each of these ponygirls seemed perfectly happy, at least accepting, with being essentially naked and completely and fully restrained in their restrictive tack. Mary could now see the armbinder laced tightly over the backcrossed arms of each girl. No wonder it felt so secure. That thing was not coming off until someone, someone with fingers, removed it. Mary felt completely helpless.



After the three ponies were withdrawn from the trailer the men removed a number of metal parts and started to assemble something. When done, it looked like a small cart. It had large bicycle style wheels on the sides with shafts that extended forward. There were two bench seats just in front and behind the axle holding the wheels.



The cart was turned around facing down the driveway. Then two of the three girls were moved from the back of the trailer to positions between the forward shafts of the cart. Mary watched as the shafts were lifted and fastened into the brackets on sides of the waist belts of each pony. Mary realized that her tack had the very same type of connecting bracket.



After the first cart was hitched with its two ponies the men returned to the trailer and emerged with the parts for a second cart. It was pretty clear to Mary what was going to happen. She was not wrong. Finally, her reins were untied from the statue and she and the remaining ponygirl were positioned between the shafts of this second, now assembled, cart.



Mary felt the brackets on the cart shafts lock into place with the receiving brackets on the straps on her waist belt. Once they clicked into place she found herself tightly fastened to the cart. She could not turn from side to side. She could not even see the ponygirl to her left because of the restrictive vision allowed by the hood combined with the fact she could not turn her head. She did not think she was going to like this.



She felt the shift of weight behind her and assumed that one of the men had climbed into the cart. Her reins were pulled back and she could feel a slight tension on them. The man in the cart was holding her reins. He was going to make her pull the cart. That might make a fine spectacle, but she had no intention of playing. She had had enough of this entire game. She wanted out. She wanted out of this costume. She wanted her arms back. She wanted to be free of this stupid cart. And . . . she wanted it now.



She felt the reins slap against her back and heard the command “Giddy up.”



“Really?” They really thought that would work? Not a fucking chance. She felt the pressure as the girl on her left tried to move forward but Mary planted her feet intractably in place. She was not going to be a part of this. They could just go Fuck themselves.



Ha, she wished she could have said that out loud.



There was a sound of the air being pushed away and a cracking sound.



SWISSHH - - - - THRACK



OOHHHH - - - UUUCKK.



The pain across her buttocks was unlike anything she had known before. She gasped and tried to figure out what was going on. She stepped from one foot to the other trying to make the pain go away. She tried to reach her hands down to ease her flesh – not happening.



There was another slap of the reins and then –



SWHOOSHH - - - - CRACK - - - - OOHHAAGGG



Another line of fire burned across her buttocks. She jumped forward to escape the pain in her bottom. It hurt terribly. She needed to rub it, but her hands were bound uselessly behind her. She cried in frustration. The girl next to her matched her movement and the cart started to move forward. There was not another crack.



The son-of-a-bitch had a whip. He had actually whipped her. He hadn’t even threatened to do it. He had just whipped her with no warning at all. And, it was clear, he was going to whip her into performing as he desired. Instinctively she was running forward to get away from the whip, but intellectually she knew he was sitting on the cart behind her and that she was carrying her abuser forward with her. She could not escape the whip. But so long as she performed he was not whipping her. Fuck, that had hurt. She had never been whipped before and it had hurt like hell. She did not want to be whipped any more. She did not want to pull this damn cart, but she now knew she could not refuse, that would only lead to her being whipped. This was terrible. What would David say when he learned that she had been whipped?



She had gotten use to the feel of the boots from standing in them all this time, but she now had to adjust to walking and then trotting in them. It came to her more easily than she expected.



The driver pulled on the right reins. The pressure in her mouth hurt. She turned to the right to avoid the pain. “Fuck!” She was being guided by and responding to the reins. It was natural and the only thing she could do. She hated the idea, but she had no other good choice. She had no other choice at all. It hurt too much to not follow the reins.



She had been tired of standing in one spot, but this is not what she had had in mind for an alternative. She wanted someone to come along and let her go. Not hitch her to a damn cart and whip her bottom.



The driver guided her down the driveway to the area of the gate. Mary knew this was the place where the guests were going to park their cars. Both of the pony carts made a turn and positioned themselves facing back toward the house. “Oh Shit.” They were going to provide transportation to the guests from the parking area back to the party. She was going to be a beast of burden.



Mary tried to come up with a plan. She twisted and pulled at her arms. That was going nowhere. She tried to twist her body away from the cart. No luck there either. That left comply or resist. Comply was humiliating, but resist would only cause the driver to whip her until she complied. And, eventually she would comply. That was even more humiliating. There was no plan. There was no choice. There was nothing for her to do except try to please the driver and avoid the whip.



Mary did not have long to think about it before the first of the guests arrived. The parking service directed the guests to park and then to the waiting pony carts. Each cart carried a driver and one couple. The cart was well balanced, but the weight of a full cart was noticeable. And the grade to the house was slightly uphill. After the first couple climbed into Mary’s cart and the driver signaled for the ponies to start, Mary pushed forward only to find the load very heavy. The other pony was pushing a lot harder and Mary could feel the weight being picked up on that side. Well, she thought, this is ok; if the other pony carried the majority of the weight it would help her conserve her energy. But the driver was more observant than Mary expected.



SWISSHHH - - - - CRACK - - - - AAAGGOOAAA



Mary felt the burning stripe across her buttocks. Not only was resistance not allowed neither was malingering. She leaned forward and put her back into the job. And, she had just been whipped in front of guests. Mary blushed with shame and humiliation. The guests had not even seemed to care. Why didn’t they stop the driver from abusing her? This was just too fucked up for words.



It was not a great distance from the parking area to the house, only about fifteen hundred feet, but pulling the weight of the cart, it seemed much further. Mary was in good shape, she was training to run the marathon after all, but this was hard. She not only had to pull the weight of the cart with three people, she did not have the use of her arms and she was forced to run only on the balls of her feet by these pony boots.



About halfway to the house Mary was breathing hard and started to slow her pace. She quickly learned that this was not allowed.



WHOOSHH - - - - THRACK - - - - OOGGHHAAA



The whip bit into her bottom once again. The latex suit seemed to provide no protection at all. She might as well have been naked. But the encouragement worked. She picked up the pace. All she could think about was trying to avoid being whipped. It was completely clear that nobody was going to help her. If she did not perform she would be whipped.



The cart stopped in front of the house, the passengers got out, and the driver waited only a few seconds before slapping the reins to signal the pony team to start up again. People were beginning to arrive and were queuing up for the pony cart ride to the house. Mary wanted to shout at them. It was only a short walk to the house. How could they all be so fucking lazy to want to wait instead for the cart? But, she realized, it was not the walk, it was the novelty of being pulled by two almost naked ponygirls. Mary wondered how she herself would have responded. Sadly, she realized that she would not have wanted to miss the chance to ride in the pony cart. She saw nobody walk. Where was the fucking ASPCA when you needed them?



After the fourth trip back to the front of the house Mary found that she was panting. She was pleased when the driver did not immediately start the ponies for the trip back to the parking area. Her bottom burned from the application of the whip. It seemed that no matter what she and her cart mate did the driver found the opportunity for application of the whip at least a couple of times on the trip up to the house. How much of this was really to spur the ponies on and how much was for the benefit of the guests? It didn’t really matter, it hurt the same either way, and it did have the desired effect – she did not slow down, she did not stop, she had learned to follow the instructions of her driver. She would like to do something about the pain on her bottom, but there was nothing she could do. She twisted and pulled at her arms trying to reach for her sore bottom even though she knew she could not accomplish even this simple task.










Chapter 4








Then she realized why they had waited. Someone had climbed into the cart. She was now going to take a passenger back to the parking area. She was really tired of being transportation. She had wanted to go to the fancy party. She had wanted to meet rich and important people. She had wanted to show off what she expected to be a very expensive and elegant costume. This was supposed to be a fairy tale. Instead it was a nightmare from the Brothers Grimm. Mary had had enough of this. She had not signed on for this. She thought David loved her. How could he do this to her? It was humiliating. She had never been so completely humiliated in her entire life. How would she ever be able to meet and talk to any of these people? “Oh, weren’t you the pony who gave us a ride to the house?” That would be wonderful cocktail conversation. She was surprised the hood didn’t melt from the heat of her blush.



When they got to the parking area she felt the movement behind her as the passenger got out. It infuriated her that she could not even look back to see who was there. But that was quickly solved. David walked up and stopped by her side.



“I hope you are enjoying your costume.” He smiled and stroked her breast. “You look absolutely fantastic.” His hand moved to her buttocks and started to stroke over the painful flesh. She jumped in response to his touch. “I see you have had some correction.”



CORRECTION? She had been fucking whipped. And he clearly knew she had been whipped. Not only was the evidence there to be seen, she had even been whipped on the ride down from the house. Only once, but she had been whipped in front of David. Why had he allowed that to happen?



She was not enjoying herself and she wanted him to know it. She shook her head back and forth. Well, she shook it as far as her hood and check reins would allow – which wasn’t much. She shook her upper body and stomped her hoof. The bells on her nipple clamps jingled. She tried to tell him to let her go, but the vocalization was more animalistic than human, and in any event not distinguishable.



“Fantastic. What a great horse imitation. I knew you would be a natural at this.” He stroked her breast again. That was so uncalled for. Mary wanted to gouge his eyes out. She thought of kicking him, but he was standing to her side. She could not turn to face him; she could not reach him. She twisted and pulled at her arms – a useless gesture. He responded by smiling and patting her on the shoulder.



As he finished he turned and stepped away. He was slightly in front of her and Mary’s eyes followed him. She recognized the car that pulled up and stopped. More importantly, she recognized the person emerging from the car. It was Mary’s roommate Amber. What was Amber doing here? Mary had talked to Amber about David, but she did not think they had ever met. “Oh my God. I can’t let Amber see me like this. What was Amber doing here?” The thoughts were crashing in on Mary.



Amber was dressed completely in black. The primary garment was a form fitting Lycra body suit. A very wide leather belt, 8-10 inches wide, tightened to accentuate her very narrow waist. It looked like the belt had reduced her waist by another two inches. Another belt, only about an inch wide, descended from the front of the waist cinch disappearing between Amber’s legs. It displayed more than covered Amber’s beauty lips. She looked statuesque in black stiletto pumps with heels that had to be at least five inches. The entire outfit was wonderfully made and looked expensive. Amber had blacked the tip of her nose and had drawn whiskers onto her cheeks. It gave her a coy and inviting look. There were cat ears sticking up from her short cut reddish-brown hair. She even had a long tail, seemingly sewn into the back of the suit. It held above the ground and followed her swinging delightfully from side to side. Amber had a wonderful figure and well-formed breasts, all of which were well showcased by the suit she wore.



Mary was instantly jealous. She liked Amber’s costume. Why hadn’t David let her come as a cat instead of a stupid pony? She stomped her hoof again. Amber and Mary, even though the best of friends, they were a real Mutt and Jeff combination. Mary was athletic and tall at almost six feet. Amber was petite at 5’2”. Mary had well defined muscle tone, Amber was soft, not flabby, but she would have to watch herself when she aged.



David walked forward and gave Amber a hug. He gave her a hug. Mary wanted to rush forward and kick them. But most of all she didn’t want Amber to see her naked and hitched to the stupid cart. She was going to die of embarrassment.



“David, this is so unusual.” Amber was looking right at Mary. Mary wanted a hole to open in the ground and swallow her. She tried to turn away, but she was held tight to the cart. She tried to shift away, but the cart was not moving. There was no place for her to go.



Amber was approaching with David. Amber was looking Mary up and down. She did not look like she had recognized Mary. Amber had seen Mary’s body before, they were roommates for God’s sake, but still Amber did not seem to be making the connection. Maybe they would just pass her by and get into the stupid cart. Was she really going to have to pull her boyfriend and her roommate up to the house while the stupid driver whipped her ass? Mary felt the tears in her eyes, she was starting to cry.



But Amber did not go past. She stopped by the side of Mary. “She is tied up.”



“Of course she is. Ponies don’t have hands, so we have to remove the temptation.”



“I’m sorry, but it doesn’t look fun to me. How on earth do you get girls that agree to do this?” Mary tried to shake her body and head. She did not agree to this. She did not want to be bound to this damn cart. She certainly did not want to be whipped. She wanted to be let go. She tried to whine and call out. The noises she made were not helpful.



“The world is a strange place. There are girls who really get off on this. They love the control and the discipline. Watch.” And, with that David reached down between Mary’s thighs and probed his fingers through the opening at her crotch. Mary snorted in response, but David’s fingers had found her clitoris. He started to work it. She could feel it hardening. She knew if she could look down she might even see it starting to peak out from its hood. She could feel her nipples also growing hard. She tried to pull away from his hand, but she had no ability to do so. She pushed forward against his hand. She was restrained, whipped, and humiliated, how could she be so horny? But she was.



“She does seem to like that.” Amber’s voice sounded hesitant.



“Here, touch her breasts. Ponies all love to have their breasts stroked.” Mary did not want her roommate stroking her breasts. Mary had thought about what it would be like to be with Amber. The two of them had held hands and Mary had put her arm around Amber on occasions when they had gone places, but that was all. They had absolutely not engaged in any sexual activity.



“Her nipples are really hard. Those clips look like they really hurt.”



“Not too bad, but you can take them off for better access.” Mary did not like that idea. She hated the stupid clips on her nipples. She really hated the bells, but she did not want her roommate being the one to take them off. If they were going to take something off they should take off the binder over her arms. Her arms ached. When Amber released one of the clips Mary was shocked at the sudden pain as the blood rushed back into the nipple. But then, she felt Amber’s soft hand massaging the flesh. David’s hand had not left her clitoris. The combined assault was now becoming the center of her world. She was moaning and squirming as best she could in her confined condition.



“Wow, she is really excited. This is so much fun.”



“Yes, these ponies are regular sluts, but she needs her energy to pull the cart.” David’s hand moved away. He was no longer working her clitoris. Amber stroked the breast a few more times. Then she withdrew her touch as well.



“What? No! Don’t stop. You can’t stop now!” That is what Mary actually said. It sounded more like “Hhhh. Ooo oa. Oo a aa ooo!” Then to ‘add insult to injury’ as the saying goes, Amber clipped the bell back onto Mary’s now fully engorged, and very sensitive, nipple. She had been so close, so very close to orgasm. Damn. She had been horny from the time she had arrived at David’s house and she had to admit that even though she wanted out of this costume, there was something very sexy about this whole thing. But this was just so unfair. She didn’t know exactly how, but she was going to get even for this teasing. It was one more thing on a growing list. But what was Amber doing here? Why was Amber with her David? This was very worrisome. When was David going to let Mary go from this damn cart? The party had been going on for about half an hour and she was still providing the fucking transportation. That was completely unfair.



“Let’s not keep the guests waiting. And, I have some wonderful accessories for that costume of yours.” Both David and Amber disappeared from Mary’s restricted sight and Mary felt the weight shift of the cart as they climbed aboard. Her boyfriend and her roommate together? This was just too fucking much. She was not going to pull her boyfriend and her roommate as a stupid pony. They could go fuck themselves. The reins flicked signaling that they should move forward. Mary stomped her hoof but did not move.



There was another flick of the reins. Mary still refused to move. She could feel the pressure as the other pony tried to start. “Fuck them.” She wasn’t going to play.



THRACCKK



She felt the fire of the strike of the whip on her bottom. She swallowed the pain and managed not to howl. She had known that she would be whipped. In her mind it wouldn’t matter. She was not going to move. But she had been up and down to the house enough times and felt the whip enough times that her body had conditioned to it. Her feet moved as soon as the whip bit. She had not even thought about it. It was if they had a mind of their own and just knew to respond to the whip. The thought that she had been conditioned to the whip horrified her.



Mary thought about stopping, but they were already underway. The best thing she could do is get them to their destination and have this horrible experience over. At least Amber had not recognized her. She hoped Amber had not recognized her. If she had she had not shown any sign of it. Under her hood Mary blushed. Is there anything more shameful than this?



“Can you get them to go faster? I love to see their butts wiggle.” The comment was followed by a giggle. It was Amber’s voice – the bitch. Ok, so she was now on Mary’s list. There would need to be a lot of pay-back for this evening.



Mary knew what the comment would bring. It did. The slap of the reins, but more significantly the crack of the whip and the awful pain on her buttocks. She could not even call out in protest. All she could do was gasp and moan, and, of course, run harder. She did not want to risk a further strike for failure to obey the command. She ran faster. FUCK – could this be any more humiliating?



Mary wasn’t sure how many times she had been whipped that evening, but she was sure her buttocks and her back were going to be well striped. She even had a few painful lines on her breasts. The first time the driver had curled his whip around her arm so that the tip found her breast she thought she was going to lose her mind. Part of it had been her surprise and shock at his ability to do that, but the other part was the pain. As much as the strokes to her back and buttocks hurt the ones to her breasts were almost beyond her ability to endure. She did not want him to hit her there again.



When they reached the house, and stopped the cart, Mary felt David and Amber get out of the cart. She hoped that David would now come around, release her, and take her to the party, hadn’t she endured enough, but he did not come back to her. In fact, Mary could not even see David leave. She had no idea what he was doing. Whatever time he had decided she would be in harness had not yet ended. She was just a pony and it was none of her concern. She stomped her hoof in frustration and rage.



The driver did not waste any time flicking the reins and signaling for the ponies to return to the parking area. Their job transporting guests was not done. Mary was furious. She was humiliated. After all the guests had been transported she assumed that David would then come back for her and take her into the party. But how could she face those people when she had just acted as their pony? In addition, this had been hard work and her suit was hot. Her skin was wet with sweat from her labor. What she would really need before going to the party was a shower. That would be her first order of business when he released her. Right now, she thought she would shower and then just hide out in David’s bedroom. She really did not want to face her former passengers. She did not want Amber to know that the pony she had caused to be whipped was her own roommate – or did she?



This was a big party. There were a lot of guests. Mary lost track of the number of trips she made from the parking area to the house. She must have gone at least twelve miles. She was exhausted. That settled it. It would be a shower and then David’s bed. He would have to do without her at the party. Of course, he did have Amber. That did not make her feel better, but right now the last thing she wanted to do was be further humiliated by going to the party. This was especially true if she had to go in this costume. And because she had known she was going to be in costume the clothes she had worn up to David’s were not suitable for the party.



Right now, she needed to get this bit out of her mouth. Her mouth was very sore from the pressure and manipulation. She needed something for that. About a fifth of tequila should be about right. She would have to say that of this entire outfit she hated the bit the most.



But, she needed to get this damn binder off her arms. She had tried everything she could think of to free her arms. She could not believe how securely she was held by something so simple. Nothing she tried had worked. She had tried a little bondage with a few partners before, but it had only been scarves or ties. She never felt like she could not get out any time she wanted to. Not this. She wanted out. She wanted out right now, but she could not. She was completely helpless. And from what she had seen on the other ponies until she was released she would stay helplessly bound.



She didn’t want to pull this damn cart anymore. She was tired. The people were heavy, and this was so demeaning. She wanted to tell a few of them that they really needed a serious diet. And, nobody seemed to care whether she was doing this willingly or not. Was it the hood? Was it the outfit? Why were all these people so willing to treat her as an animal and not a person? She was not an animal. She was a person and having her hitched to a damn pony cart was embarrassing and wrong. They needed to let her go. They needed to let her go right now. She was not sure she could forgive David for this.



And most of all, she did not want to be whipped any more. She had never been beaten before. She knew some people got off on it. And, to her surprise by the end of each run she was feeling horny, she didn’t know if the whipping played a role in that. But that was not how she wanted to get there. It hurt, it hurt a lot. And, it was humiliating, and it made her feel helpless and controlled. So long as the driver sat there with his whip in hand he could make her do anything he wanted. And, she would do it. She would do whatever was necessary to avoid being whipped. After all, that was the real purpose of the whip. She was not being beaten just for his pleasure. She was being controlled and conditioned by the whip. She hated the knowledge of how easy she had been to control. But it wasn’t just her. There were three other ponygirls and they were all completely controlled.



The cars stopped coming. How long had it been? Two hours? More? Mary had been able to catch her breath because both carts had stood at the parking area for about fifteen or twenty minutes.



She heard the driver talking to the parking service guy. She could not make out what they were saying, but she assumed that their transportation duties were finally over because the driver hopped into the cart and signaled for her to start up. With only the driver the cart was quite light, and the ponies easily pulled it up to the house. They didn’t pull up right in front, but stopped a bit short. From this angle Mary could see in the open door of the house. She could see the lights and the movement of the party goers just a short distance away. Mary could not tell for sure, but she thought the other cart had stayed down below for any late comers. That was fine with Mary.



When the driver got out of the cart Mary expected that he would release her from the cart and hopefully, oh so hopefully, release her arms. She could tell he was standing next to her. She hated the check reins and the damn collar. She could not turn her head to see him. Was he releasing the attachments to the cart?



She felt something at her left foot. It was the foot farthest from the driver. She heard a click. Then she felt a slight tug at the back of her left ankle. She shifted her ankle in the direction of the tug. Then there was another click and she felt something at the back of her right ankle. She tried to move her left foot back, but it jerked to a stop and also jerked at the back of her right ankle. He hadn’t released her. He had hobbled her.



Mary could not believe what he had just done. She screamed. She twisted and pulled at her well secured arms. She shook her upper body. She kicked her feet – very ineffective that. Her ankles were now separated by about ten inches of chain, clips on each end fastened to rings that protruded from the back of the ankle strap of each hoof boot. Rings on the inside of the ankles posed a danger of hitting each other and making the pony trip. Rings at the back of the ankle were just as secure and posed no interference with the pony’s gait.



The driver walked around in front of her and smiled. “Easy girl. Just need to keep you out of mischief.” And with that he reached out and stroked her breast. Then he continued to the other pony and, kneeling at the side where Mary could not see, but could hear him, hobbled that pony as well. One always tried to stand to the side of a pony. Standing in front or even in back can get you kicked. Standing or kneeling to the side makes it very difficult for the pony to perform this action. The drivers were very experienced with ponygirls and knew that these moody creatures could be very unpredictable.



The driver left. She could see him walk up the stairs into the house. He was going to go to the party. She and the other ponies were to be left standing outside bound and hobbled. She had been sure that as soon as they got to the house they would be released and could then join the party, although she had developed other plans. She was very unhappy about what had been done to her up until then, but now, she was not unhappy, now she was furious. She was not going to stand here like some dumb beast.



She tried to take a step forward – short as it might be – but there was resistance from the cart. The bastard had also set a brake. If she and her cart mate were going to try to go anywhere they were going to have to do it with hobbled steps dragging the damn cart. And then, where would they go? It would take forever to drag this thing away from the house. And then what? The driver would come and find her and then he would use his whip on her. He would not just whip her bottom. He would whip her breasts. She couldn’t have that. If there was a chance for escape she might risk it. But the most she could achieve is a demonstration of resistance. That would not produce escape, but it certainly would bring punishment. Angry as she was, there was nothing she could do but stand where she was.










Chapter 5








Time can move very slowly when you are restrained and removed from any real frame of reference. She listened to the music and the sounds of people laughing and partying. She was sure a great deal of alcohol was being consumed. She could use a little herself, no, make that a lot. But there was nothing for the ponies. The drivers had watered them from a squirt bottle earlier, several times, but now they could only stand and watch. For the most part there was nothing but shadows and shifting lights to look at. One of her favorite songs came on. She actually felt herself moving with the music. Everyone inside – including Amber – was having a great time while she was stuck out here. She was overwhelmed with self-pity.



Then she saw a couple come out the front door. He was dressed as a pirate and she as a Victorian lady. The costumes were not cheap. Mary assumed they were heading off for some privacy, but they walked right toward her.



“They are just so sexy I can’t believe it.” The woman stopped about three feet in front of Mary.



“The best ponygirls in the west.” Said the man as he reached out and stroked Mary’s flank. She flinched and shook, but could do nothing to make his hand leave her body. “They are kept on a perfect diet and regime of conditioning. Look at her shape.” Of course, Mary was in prime conditioning. She had been working herself up to run a marathon, but she had never seen this man before and how would he know that. Also, what was this “they” business?



“I don’t know. She acts like she is not very happy.” The girl reached her hand out but stopped short of actually touching Mary.



“It is part of the wild pony mystique. They have only the most spirited ponies. You want a pony that must be kept bound and controlled. It is the idea of a strong independent pony kept under control by strong discipline that makes these ponies so very good. See how she pulls at her restraints. Even though she loves every minute of this if you let her go she would run away, or even worse attack you. If her ankles were not hobbled she might kick you. And, without the bit she will bite. These are proud wild animals.”



“What the fuck?” Thought Mary. She looked around for the white rabbit. Somebody had been sold a complete ration of shit. She was no damn pony and she certainly did not love every minute of this. Ok, she had gotten pretty horny a few times, but she was tired of this now. She wanted to be released – and he was right about one thing, she would run like hell, if she didn’t beat the shit out of him.



“How long do you think she has been a pony?” The girls hand moved a little closer, but she still acted like the surface of Mary’s skin would burn her hand.



“She is in pretty good shape. And you saw how well she pulled us up from the car park. From what I have heard it takes about six months before they even let a pony go out in public. But they usually sell them by the end of the first year. So, she has probably been a pony between six months and a year.” He turned to Mary and bounced the bell on her right nipple. “Is that about right baby?” He had moved his head closer as if he could see into her hood that way.



Mary had had enough of this nonsense. She snorted as best she could through the awful restrictions of the bit, shook her head to the limits of her check reins, and twisted her upper body back and forth. She even tried to kick him, but the action was stopped by the hobble. She was furious before, now it was a boiling rage. She wanted nothing more than to get her hands onto this awful man. She would tear his eyes from their sockets. That would stop his looking at her like some piece of meat. She would tear his tongue from his throat. That would stop his demeaning diatribe. But she could do none of these things. She was fully restrained and locked within the traces of the cart. She could not even twist sufficiently to pull her naked breast from his hand.



The man laughed. “I am not sure what the answer was, but I love this pony.”



“I don’t know.” The girl had pulled her hand back now. “I really don’t think she wants to be here. Can we release her bit and ask her?”



“Never mess with another person’s pony. Besides, do you want to get bit?”



“No. I just don’t feel good about this.”



“Yes”, thought Mary. This girl was going to help her. This girl would let her go. She tried to look into the eyes of the girl. Damn. If she wasn’t hooded she was sure she could have conveyed the need to be released, but the hood robbed her of that important means of communications.



“Believe me she is a pony, she knows she is a pony, and that is all she will ever be. Part of the thrill for a pony is fighting against her bondage. At times she probably does want to be set free. Right now, might be one of those times. But she knows she will not be set free. She knows she will be kept restrained 24/7. She knows she will always be a pony and she is happy with that.”



The girl stepped back. “I guess. I can see the excitement, but it also gives me the creeps.”



“Maybe we should send you out for a weekend of pony training. Think about how much fun that would be.”



“Dream on. If you got me tied up in one of those outfits I think I would be in real trouble.” She paused and looked back at Mary. “Well, if she was stupid enough to let someone restrain and control her like that maybe she deserves to be a pony. I guess after six months of this she has come to accept it.” The girl turned and headed back to the house pulling the man along by the hand.



“No, don’t leave.” Mary tried to say. “Oooo uuu eee.” Is all that came out. She had never felt so helpless in her entire life.



Mary could not process what had just happened. She was in a pony costume for the party. She wasn’t a ponygirl. David had told her it was a costume for the party. But why was she completely helpless standing with these ponygirls out in front of the house instead of inside at the party? The carts and the other three ponygirls had arrived in that horse trailer. Had they been trained as ponies? It seemed likely. Had they been like this for six months or more? The thought of being kept a pony made Mary’s knees weaken. David wouldn’t do that to her. Would he?



She had never even heard of ponygirls before. But wait a minute. The man had said that they don’t let ponygirls go out until they have had at least six months of training. She had not had any ponygirl training. So, she was not a real ponygirl. These others might be, but not her. David was pranking her. And he had done a very good job of that. It was going to be very hard to think of something that would top this stunt. But she was very imaginative. Just wait David. You just wait. Payback is a bitch.



The party must have started to break up because people were coming out of the house. The driver returned, and the hobble was finally removed from Mary’s ankles. The second cart came up from the parking area. There was a couple standing there watching as the driver removed the hobble and held a water bottle up to Mary’s mouth, so he could spray in some water. She wished she were not being watched. It seemed so humiliating. He was exerting his control over her. But she responded. She wanted the water. She also did not want to make him unhappy. She knew he would soon be sitting on the cart with the whip in his hand. She did not want to feel the whip. She knew she would, but she did not want to feel it any more than necessary.



Had she thought that? “Necessary.” How could her being whipped be “necessary”? It was inevitable, but it was not “necessary”. Was it inevitable? Could she avoid it all together? She knew what to do. She knew to run. She knew to keep the pace up. She could tell when she lagged from the pressure on her left side as the other pony took up more of the strain. That almost always meant the whip. All she had to do was stay at least even with if not ahead of the other pony. No, ahead would be better. Let that beast be whipped, not her. But the other pony was very well conditioned. She had had at least six months of training. Mary had had none. How could she hope to stay ahead of her?



Her ‘wool gathering’ cost her. The reins snapped against her back and she only started to come out of her fog. She felt the strain as the other pony started to move.



WHOOSH - - - - CRACK - - - - UGGHHAA



Fuck that hurt. They had stood for hours in front of the house. During that period, she had not been whipped. It is surprising how quickly the brain masks the memory of pain. She remembered that it hurt, but either it now hurt more than she remembered, or her bottom had become tender from the earlier beating. She wanted to scream. She wanted to cry. Instead she moaned and sobbed. This was not fair. This was not fair at all.



On the good side the outflow of guests was not as rapid as the inflow. This meant at least short rests at the front of the house in between trips. The trip with passengers was now also on the downward grade. That helped. On the bad side Mary quickly learned that she was not able to keep ahead of the other pony. It was as if that pony figured out what Mary was up to and made a point of showing Mary that she was not a pony to be trifled with. It was as if she would purposely surge forward at times Mary was not expecting it. The result was that Mary’s plan to avoid the whip backfired. She felt it at least twice as much as earlier. She had learned an important pony lesson. There was a pecking order among ponies. She wanted to let the other pony know that she understood. She wanted to let the other pony know that she was sorry. But she could not talk because of the bit in her mouth and with her restricted vision through the slits in the hood she could not even see that pony.



At least now there was an end in sight. Each time they brought guests to the parking area they could see the number of cars dwindling. Finally, other than Mary’s car, there was only one car left. Mary recognized it as Amber’s little Spider. Amber was still here. Everyone else appeared to be gone, but Amber was still here she was up in the house with David. How had that happened? Had Amber knowingly moved in on Mary’s territory? The thought tormented her more than her restraints and the residual pain on her back, buttocks and breasts from the driver’s whip. But, why did she care? Did she still want to be with David after what he had done to her? Why was she feeling jealous?



The driver was flicking the reins. Mary had learned to jump immediately. Sometimes that saved her from a snap of the whip. This time it did. He legs were beginning to feel like lead weights, but that did not matter. The driver would accept nothing more than full performance and that meant they would run the quarter mile distance to the house. They did. It was likely the last trip, but Mary needed to avoid the whip. She hated the whip. She hated the driver who whipped her. She would be very happy to be rid of both.



When they pulled up at the house there was still no sign of David or Amber. Mary was delighted when the driver started to unhitch the carts. One by one he removed the other three ponies and returned them to the horse box on the trailer. Finally, he unhitched Mary from the cart. She turned to offer her arms, so he could release them, but he did not. Instead he took her reins and led her over to the lawn jockey where she had been hitched when he first arrived. He quickly tied her reins to the ring. Then he went back to the work with the other driver of disassembling and putting away the carts.



Mary guessed that since David had been the one that restrained her it would be David who would release her. But where was David? She hated standing there like that. She was being completely ignored. She pulled back to the length of the reins but the pain in her mouth prevented her from exerting much pressure. Her mouth had become very tender over the nights abuse. She looked at the simple knot the driver had tied. It would take about ten seconds to untie it, if she had hands. The fact that it was such a simple easy knot, yet held her so securely, was frustrating beyond belief.



Ok, she was going nowhere. That had been the message of the entire night. From the time David had put her arms in this stupid armbinder she was done. From that moment she had lost all control and these people had all made sure that she clearly understood that simple devastating fact.



She could only wait. She used the time thinking about what she was going to say to David when he let her go. She figured she had three options.



Option number one was to storm off, maybe even call the police. Certainly, what they did to her was illegal. Although, she had consented to be put in this costume, hadn’t she? David was rich and powerful. She didn’t think that would end well. And, would the humiliation of that be worth it?



Option two, maintain her dignity, but tell David off. Let him know in no uncertain terms how awful he had been. Make him explain himself. See where that led. She would probably leave, but she needed him to understand and feel guilty for what he had done to her. She was not sure she could hold it together and do this. It was more likely that – it would be the last option.



Option three was to weep and cry. Let her state of misery show him how badly he had hurt her. This would determine if he had a heart at all. But did she even want to be with David anymore? How could anyone who cared for her have done this? She had never in her entire life felt so shamed or humiliated. The only saving grace was that her anonymity had been preserved by the hood. She had never thought she would be happy about having worn that horrible depersonalizing implement.










Chapter 6








But David was not here. David was somewhere inside with Amber. What were they doing? Is that why David had treated her this way? Why else would he so embarrass and humiliate her? Did Amber know? Had she known that the pony she was talking to was her roommate? Was she in on this horrible plot? Mary stood tethered to the lawn jockey watching the door of the house. She had lost all interest in the drivers as they packed up their gear. She would be perfectly happy when they got in their truck and drove away. She never wanted to see them or their awful ponygirls ever again. But for now, she could only stand and wait for David to come. Did he want Amber now and not her? She started to cry. As awful as he had been she should not be crying over him, but she could not help herself.



Then she saw someone coming. It was David. There was someone or something behind him. Mary gasped. Amber was following behind David. But she was not walking. She was crawling on her hands and knees. And there was a leash to her neck. David was leading her on a leash. David was careful to maneuver Amber around so that she was directly in front of Mary.



Amber’s eyes looked red and puffy. She had clearly been crying. Her cat outfit had certainly been augmented. Around her neck was a large leather collar. The leash was connected to a ring at the back of the collar.



Amber’s hands were on the ground, but they each were covered with a mitt. It was leather and shaped like a large paw. There were no fingers in the mitt. It appeared that when the wearer’s hand was thrust into the mitt the fingers bent in at the second knuckle. It was too flat for her to ball her hands and too short for her to extend her fingers. The mitts were fastened around her wrist with a sturdy looking strap that also had rings, and these could be easily used to restrain her arms. For now, they were not in use. They didn’t need to be.



That was not all for her arms. A leather sheath covered each arm from halfway up the forearm to halfway above the elbow. It was laced tightly and clearly would restrict Amber’s ability to bend her arms. Amber could only bend her arm about a third of its normal action.



Both of Amber’s legs were folded up at the knee so that each foot was pushed up against her buttocks. A leather sheath covered her leg from her knee to her ankle/thigh. A strap with what looked like a heavy spring in the middle attached the top front of each leg sheath to the front side of the waist belt. Amber could only straighten her body by exerting pressure on the spring, and thus not hold the position for very long. Although the sheaths were only laced on, with Amber’s hands locked into the fingerless mitts, there was nothing she could do to remove them. The sheaths completely prevented Amber from straightening her legs. Instead she had to walk on her knees. A pad on each knee anticipated this new means of locomotion.



“Isn’t Kitty beautiful?” David stopped Amber right in front of Mary. Mary did not know how she should feel about what she was seeing. Normally she would have wanted to rush to the aid of her roommate. But she was so angry with Amber over her being with David all night. Maybe this was a fair payback for the betrayal Mary felt.



Mary, of course, could not answer David. She just stood and looked at him, squirming in her bonds. What she really wanted to say is “let me go.” She looked down at Amber and thought for a minute that it would be fun to play with Kitty. Maybe David was going to let her go and she would then be allowed to torment her roommate in this cat bondage outfit. That sounded like fun. She might even be willing to forgive him. But first he had to let her go. She wiggled her body back and forth. She tried to speak: “Et ee oouu!”



“It has been a marvelous party. Hasn’t it Kitty.” David turned to Amber with the last sentence.



“Meow.” Amber responded.



Mary was shocked. Was Amber actually into this? Why on earth had she just meowed? And, she had dutifully followed David from the house. Granted she was on a leash, but there had been no sign of resistance.



David smiled. “Our cute little Kitty has a training collar. You should have seen her face when I put in on and activated it. She cannot engage in any form of human speech. If she tries it shocks her vocal cords and interrupts the speech. Not to mention it is very painful. She can meow or even hiss, and moans and screams are allowed, but no speech. In addition, when set to required response if someone says something directly to her she must meow within three seconds or receive a very painful shock.” David stroked Amber’s head and scratched behind her ear. “Isn’t that so Kitty?”



“Meow.” Amber quickly responded, then she looked up briefly at Mary, then hung her head in shame. Mary wondered how many times Amber had been shocked before she had become compliant to this humiliation. Amber was a pretty, strong, and self-assertive girl. Mary had trouble believing that she would make cat sounds on cue, but here it was, right in front of her face. If Mary’s mouth had not already been held open by the stupid bit her jaw would have dropped.



“And, just so you don’t feel too badly, Kitty here has been in her full costume from just after she arrived at the party. The collar also allows a trainer to use it to encourage or discipline her.” David held up a remote. One push of this button and she gets a shock. She never knows how strong the trainer will set it for.” David held the remote in front of Amber.



Amber visibly shuddered and lowered her body closer to the ground. “Meow, meow, meow.” There was a pleading tone to her meows. Now Mary did feel sorry for her. How had David so cowed Amber in such a short time? That collar must really hurt. What was she saying? She had felt the bite of the whip and she had learned to respond to that. She was terrified of the whip. Would she be acting any differently if the driver were holding up his whip in front of her?  Not really.



David did not push the button. Instead he patted his Kitty on the head. She visibly relaxed a little.



“You should have seen her fetching a ball when I threw it down the ballroom. The guests loved it. She got a great round of applause. Such a clever Kitty.” The last was again spoken to Amber.



“Meow.” Amber’s eyes were sad. She gave Mary a pleading look as if saying “please do something to help me.” But, there was nothing Mary could do to help her roommate.



“There is one more training appliance that she is wearing.” David smiled as Amber looked up at him with a pleading look and shook her head back and forth. “Under her crotch belt she is wearing a special vaginal insert. It is really quite an amazing device. Part of it extends and fills her like a traditional dildo might. But the best part surrounds and isolates her clitoris. She is cathetered so it doesn’t even have to be removed for body function. You should have seen the show she put on for the guests. She was a great hit. Let me show you a little trick she has learned.” Amber was shaking her head back and forth vigorously.



David clicked a switch on his remote and pushed a button. Amber’s body immediately stiffened. Her paws went to her crotch. Her hips started to move from side to side. She started to groan. “Right now, she is being stimulated by the device. She can try to resist it, but that is useless. She learned that earlier in front of everyone in the ballroom. Once she is sufficiently turned on there are three different possible endings. The device can just be turned off. She will be deprived of satisfaction and thus frustrated. You remember how that feels.” He smiled at Mary. She scowled, but he could not see her expression through the hood.



“The second possible outcome is full punishment mode. Just before she gets to orgasm she will receive a terrific shock instead of the stimulation. I don’t think that is something she will enjoy very much, but it certainly works to end the experience. And, of course, finally she can be made to orgasm. Kitty knows, even with only one evening of training, that which result she gets depends on her and how hard she works for it. Don’t you Kitty?” He turned back to the squirming girl cat.



“Meow, ohooo, meow, ahhh, meow.” The cat that was once Amber moved forward and began to rub her body against David’s legs. It was a perfect imitation of the same action Mary’s real cat had often pursued when it wanted something. That was back then, when Mary was a girl, not a ponygirl.



Mary didn’t know if she was more appalled or in awe. David had Amber performing as a cat. He had her meowing and rubbing against him. He had her completely responsive to his commands and suggestions. How had he done all this in only a few hours? Suddenly she was very happy that she was the pony and not the cat. What she had been made to do had been humiliating. She had been embarrassed to the core of her being, but what she was watching was somehow so much worse. That settled things. As soon as he let her go she was gone. She could not stick around. She could not be with David. Clearly his games went too far for her. She just could not risk it. But, first she needed him to let her go. She was suddenly very afraid. David had both roommates completely helpless. They were confined differently but they were both fully restrained and unable to help either themselves or each other. She realized that she was trembling.



“But enough about Kitty. I will have to say that I am exceptionally pleased with how well you did as a pony tonight. It seems that you have a natural talent for this. I can’t imagine how good you are going to be after about six months of proper training. I know this will be a bit of an adjustment for you. But I am sure that you will do just fine. I am only sorry that I won’t be there for most of it. But, I will bring Kitty and come out to see how you are doing in about a month. That is assuming she behaves and continues to learn her lessons.” He addressed the last of this to the human cat that was vigorously rubbing against his legs.



“Meow.” She gave the obligatory response and then started to use her head to rub up the inside of his leg toward his crotch.



“Aw, it looks like Kitty has an idea that might win her what she is looking for. We will see. I hope you learn to enjoy your new life pony.” With that David turned and walked toward the house. Kitty scrambled to keep up with him using every opportunity to rub against any part of his body. Mary watched in horror as they disappeared inside.



Mary continued to stare after David for several long seconds. Then she looked around. Her driver was walking toward her. Everything else had been loaded in the trucks. He was coming for her. He was going to take her someplace to be trained as a pony. She couldn’t let that happen.



Mary tried to jump away. She tried to pull loose of the hitch that held her. There was a terrible pain in her mouth as the reins drew tight. But the reins were strong, and the knot did not slip. She was held. She dropped to her knees and started to wail.



“Now, now pony, don’t be alarmed. You saw how well the other ponies did. You will adjust and do just fine. Let’s get you home to your nice new stall.” He untied the reins and began to pull on them. Mary refused to get to her feet. She dropped her bottom down on her legs and tried to yell at him to let her go. Her sounds conveyed her pain but indistinguishable for human content. The pain in her mouth was severe. She had to lean her head forward to try to ease the pain. Then she was up on her feet. She really didn’t have a choice. He had her reins and the bit in her mouth controlled her.



The man turned toward her. He pulled something from his pocket. Then he quickly pushed two small round circles of latex over the eye slots in Mary’s hood. She did not even realize what he was doing until he had finished his action. Now, instead of her restricted view from the small slits, she could see nothing. Everything was completely black. She wailed again. She pulled back against her reins. There was no place for her to go, even if she could get free of his grip, but panic had seized her. She had to do something. She had to get away. Her mind was yelling run, get away. She was crying and screaming. But where could she go. Now she could not even see. Her breath was coming in gasps. She was hyperventilating. Her heart was beating so loud it almost drowned out all the sound around her.



“Shhh. Easy pony.” She felt his arm around her. He was stroking her shoulder. His voice was soothing. Her breathing started to stabilize and slow down. She did not try to twist away from him. Just a soft human touch right now felt so good. She leaned in against him. She felt her head lowering onto his shoulder. He continued to stroke her neck, back, and head. He continued to talk to her in a soft soothing voice. “Everything will be ok. Relax. You are doing just fine.”



Yes. She was going to be ok. She was calming down. “Come along now.” The pull on her reins was gentle this time. The bit did not dig into her mouth. His other hand was still on her body. He was guiding her forward and supporting her at the same time. She heard the sound under her hooves change to a metallic sound. She could tell that the surface was sloping up. Then it leveled off.



She felt her body come into contact with what felt like webbing. Then she felt straps pulled around her body. As they were tightened she was pushed into the webbing. There were straps at her neck, shoulders, chest, waist, upper thighs, upper legs, below the knees and ankles. At first, they were all loosely connected. Then she could feel him tightening each strap.



Mary realized that she had been taken into the horse trainer and she was being secured inside. Again, the panic washed over her. She had to get out of here. She couldn’t let them do this to her. She tried to pull away and run out, but she had already been strapped in. Even before they were tightened, the straps were sufficient to keep her in place.



“It is way too late for that pony. Best you just relax and try to get some rest. It is a very long trip back to the ranch and you have some very busy days ahead of you.”



He finished tightening all of the straps. Mary could not see because he left the eye covers on her hood. She could hear other movement in the trailer. She knew the other three ponies were in there somewhere. She wondered if they were as well restrained as she. It didn’t really matter. She was pretty sure they were not in any position to help her. And, even if they were, she doubted they would give her any help. She was caught. She had been fooled and trapped. She was completely helpless. She thought she had loved David, but he had captured her and turned her into a helpless pony. She didn’t love him. She hated him. She hated him more than anyone else in the entire world. But there was nothing she could do about it. She was caught. She was helpless. They were going to train her to be a pony. She would have no choice but to comply. They had already taught her that. This could not be really happening. But it was.


















The Ponygirl Wish









Chapter 1








Amber looked at herself in the mirror. She could hardly believe what she was seeing. Her ponygirl outfit was striking. She shivered. She had always loved all things equine, although her experience with actual horses was very limited. She was not wealthy. And such things were more available to the more privileged class. That did not include Amber.



Amber lived alone. She had had a roommate until just recently, but she did not care for the invasion of her privacy, and did not find the comradery something of value. She was, for the most part a very private and at least somewhat solitary person. She worked hard, was frugal, and managed to support herself. She could not afford a pony of her own, but hoped that she might be able to save up some money and take a vacation out of the city that would involve horses and riding.



Her interest in equine pursuits became increasingly “Walter Mittyish” as she trolled the Internet.



As she looked at herself now, she thought back about how this had all come to be. It began just four months ago (actually, several days after her nineteenth birthday.) It was when she first gained access to Club Torch, a BDSM club. She had learned about the club on line. Her interest had been attracted by its sponsor of a “pony day”. Really a night, but pony costumes were to be the look of the day. Was this a chance for her to see things close up? She knew little about BDSM other than it involved turning over control to another, and that pain was combined with pleasure – Ah, the things one learns on the Internet. She found the prospect intimidating. She had no idea what went on at a club such as this and that frightened her. She was intrigued by the idea of loss of control, but not keen on the idea of pain. She did not think she could do this, But, she could not keep herself away from the club’s website.



Her interest had started to develop when she had seen some ponygirl sites on-line. She was at first attracted to many of the pictures – then she read a few stories. She was intrigued. The idea of becoming a pony, at least for a little while, made her tingle. As she looked at pictures and read the words, her mind made her the subject in the story or the picture. As she snapped back to reality she found that her hand had wandered to between her legs. She was moist and breathing heavily. Amber was not attracted to porn – at least the normal variety, but there was just something about the transformation of a person into a pony that kept her staring at her screen and moist between her legs.



Amber was no virgin, but she found dating a bore and most men crude and offensive. She felt some attraction to women, but that seemed wrong, so she avoided the thoughts. Most of her sexual experience had been consummated between her and her friendly loyal vibrator, increasingly to mental images of pony play constructed from what she had read and seen on line.



Amber committed to try to get into the club for Pony Day. The club served alcohol and, she was, of course, too young, but women seem to have an easier time making it past security than men, and if she was properly dressed for the occasion – she liked her chances.



Amber’s costume on that first time had been pretty rudimentary. She had worn black pantyhose with a pair of combat boots. She painted the toes white and tried to make them look like hooves and the front and side edges of the soles silver as if they were horse shoes. She wore very tight shorts and a black “Band of Horses” T-shirt. She fastened her black hair into a ponytail and constructed an eighteen-inch faux horse tail (made from an old wig) which she connected to the back of the widest belt she could find. A band around her forehead held horse ears that she constructed from heavy felt. To make her hands look like hooves she painted her knuckles and half of the tops of her hands white and the rest of her hands and arms black. When she closed her fists, and held them out it made a pretty good imitation.



The only items she purchased were a wide collar, a single strap rubber bridle gag, and a leash line which she attached to a large ring in one side of the bridle. She had gone to an adult store to purchase these items. She might have found other things there, but she felt uncomfortable and wanted to get out as soon as possible. She also observed that the items could be pretty pricy. She had looked at some things on line and was shocked at some of the prices. She was also too embarrassed to have such things arriving in the mail.



Amber did go to Pony Day at Torch. She felt self-conscious as she approached the club. She was already in her costume but most of the people she saw were dressed normally. For a moment she felt out of place and terrified. She almost turned around and went home, but then she noticed that many, in fact, most, carried a sack or bag. There must be a place within the club to change clothes. This made perfect sense. It also made her feel a little better. She certainly did not want to stand out.



As she approached the entrance Amber closed up behind a group that seemed to know their way around, and soon she was within the inner sanctum. The interior was loud and dark, but no more so than most clubs. In fact, at first blush the impression of the place was a pretty normal night club. Amber was preparing herself for disappointment. She sighed. She would have a drink. Make a quick look around and go home.



Amber’s eyes adjusted to the light. She could see a long bar against one wall of a large open space. There were a lot of people at the bar. In the middle of the room there was a medium sized dance floor. It was more brightly lit than the surrounding area. Between the dance floor and one wall a stage area was elevated about two feet above the dance floor. Outside the dance area there were tables. There were three rows of tables along the two other sides, each row on a platform one step up from the row below. Not at all an uncommon design for a night club. The similarity to other dance clubs stopped at the dress of the patrons. Most attire at least expressed the wearer’s interest in the fetish. Perhaps a third of them could leave the club and walk down normal evening streets, or enter other clubs without drawing undue attention. Another third was more clearly fetish oriented but, not outrageous. Amber felt her efforts put her in this category. The final third, however, were something else. They, in turn, were in two categories. The first emphasized exposure of the body, some suggestively – others leaving little to suggest. The other group were tightly restrained. These were not decorative restraints as were seen in the non-outrageous fetish group, these were tight effective restraints with no question of the exercise of control by another. As Amber identified one and then another, she could not take her eyes off these creatures held under such strict control. She could feel herself getting moist between her legs.



Both males and females were led about on the end of leashes held by a partner. Most of these were attached to collars, but some to more interesting/creative aspects of the body. Amber saw a tall statuesque woman dressed in a black leather skirt, white blouse and black pumps leading a man on a leash attached to a ring tightly fastened around his scrotum above his balls. The man’s arms were folded behind him and held in a leather sack tightly held to his body. His head was fully encapsulated in a black leather discipline helmet. The eye flaps were closed depriving him of vision and his cheeks puffed out from the stuffing in his mouth, which was also held in place by fasteners to the hood.



As Amber stood frozen in place, her jaw hanging open, the woman stopped to talk to another woman who held a leash on the end of which was another male slave. This male was led by a collar around his neck. He was bare above the waist, but wore leather pants. His arms were fastened at the wrists with cuffs attached to a chain that ran through a ring in the front of his belt. He was not gagged but he kept his eyes down and said not a word. Amber noticed that he kept a careful distance behind and to the right of his Mistress.



“I see that you did it.” The second woman said to the woman holding the tightly encased slave.



“You should have seen him beg and plead when he realized what was going to happen. Normally I would have severely punished him for that, but it was just too much fun. We were already on the grounds of the clinic’s compound and his arms were bound. He even started to cry when the attendants took him.” She turned to the tightly encased male next to her and stroked one of his nipples. “Didn’t you boy?” He did not move. He just stood in place with his head lowered.



Then the woman reached down and lifted the male’s semi erect penis. Holding it in the palm of her hand she displayed it to the other woman. There was a heavy gold colored ring circling his penis just behind the head. “The ring is held with a pin that passes through his penis. A wire has been fed from the ball ring under his skin to the inhibitor ring. I picked a size that allows him to become just about half hard. Anything more starts to be uncomfortable and then moves through painful to excruciating.” She paused and patted him on the top of the penis in her hand. The slave did not react. “The best part is that he can never experience an orgasm. I can milk fluid from him, it gets him very excited, which is quite painful for him, but that is all.” The woman dropped the penis and smiled at her friend.



“Maybe I should get you neutered.” The other woman said as she stroked the shoulder of the male she held on her leash. His eyes widened in horror, but not a word came from his mouth.



Well, Amber had wanted something different. This certainly fit the bill. Some of these people really got into their role-playing. It was role-playing wasn't it? The ring on the end of the male's penis looked pretty real. So, did the expression of the other male at the suggestion of having him neutered. Amber wrinkled her brow and shook her head then turned her attentions elsewhere. That had been a little too far over the top for her.



Amber was disappointed. She had expected to see many pony costumes. It was supposed to be pony day. However, most in attendance seemed to have worn what they wanted. Although it was disappointing it made sense. But there were a lot of people here and she had only seen a few. She looked around the room. Then she saw an interesting pony standing by one of the walls.



What caught her attention was the head. It was a horse. It looked just like a real horse. Amber had to get a better look. She moved through the crowd in the direction of the pony. The pony was not moving. Maybe it was not real.



Then it shook its head and gave a whinny. Amber jumped in response. There was somebody in this costume.



As Amber got closer, she could tell it was a girl inside. Below the leather pony head the pony wore a full leather harness. It was black leather just like the head. Straps ran over the shoulders, above and below the breasts - which were not otherwise covered, and protruded proudly from the harness - and around the waist. A strap joined the waist strap, breast strap and the collar down the middle of the front. The pony had a very narrow waist. Amber could see a very tight waist cincher. Amber wondered how the pony could even breathe with it pulled so tight.



A thick cinch belt ran from the front of the waist strap through the legs of the pony. Other than the strap, the pony did not appear to be wearing anything to cover her most private areas. The realization that the pony was nude below the strap made Amber blush. Following on down very long legs the pony was wearing very high black pony boots. Amber felt embarrassed at her make shift combat boots. These boots were elegant, the foot arched so that the pony was standing on the ball of her foot which opened into a three-inch hoof, complete with horse shoes on the bottom. Amber looked down at her own efforts to mimic the look. Then she looked back at the pony. Amber felt embarrassed. Amber almost left, but she needed a closer look.



From the angle Amber was approaching, she could not see the back, but she could tell that the pony's arms were behind her.



Amber's attention returned to the head. She could see eyeholes and there were eyes behind them. Ears stood up on both sides of the head. The head was tucked down. It was fully bridled with a bit set very high in a long mouth from the muzzle. Amber realized that this configuration gave the appearance of a real horse head but allowed the bit to fit in the mouth of the wearer.



Reins from the corners of the bit were tied to a ring in the wall. That is why the pony was staying in place. Assuming that her hands were fastened behind her she could do nothing to move from the spot where she had been tied. With that realization, Amber felt a tingle between her legs. She and Mr. Vibrator were going to have a great time later tonight. Amber moved closer and confirmed that the pony was indeed restrained. Her wrists were cuffed, and the cuffs were fastened to her harness at the back of the waist cincher. There were cuffs on her arms just above each elbow which were fastened to harness straps at her sides. Amber also noted that the girl’s hands were balled into fists and covered with what looked like small bags. She would have no use of her fingers. Even if she could reach the clips on her cuffs she could do nothing to unfasten them.



Standing next to this pony Amber felt like a complete fraud, but the pony turned toward her, whinnied, and moved her head up and down in Amber's direction. Amber aped the movement and whinnied back. She moved closer and the pony nuzzled her. Amber’s fear melted away. Suddenly she felt accepted. It felt magnificent.



The pony turned and offered her clipped hands to Amber. Did she want to be let go? Amber froze. The pony turned back toward Amber, shook her head up and down in almost a frantic motion, and then once again turned to offer her bound arms.



Amber reached out and touched the cuffs. She examined the link holding them together. It was not a padlock. It was a carabineer. It had a pressured gate in one side that could be opened; however, you could not just push the gate down. A piece on the gate portion had to first be turned ninety degrees. It did not take much dexterity, but enough to make it a very effective restraint for a creature without the use of hands.



Amber turned the guard on the gate and pushed it down. “Bad ponies!” Amber jerked her hand back as the tip of a crop struck the back of her hand. A second strike made a loud sound as it struck the flank of the pony. This evoked a squeal.



Amber turned to face her attacker. “Haven’t you learned to respect other people’s property?” The voice was commanding. Amber stepped back a step as the woman moved into Amber’s personal space.



The woman was tall, at least six feet. She had raven black hair cut at shoulder level. She wore jodhpurs and knee high black leather boots. A white blouse and leather vest finished the outfit. Amber felt she should say something, but she was still wearing her bit gag. Amber reached up to unfasten one side of the gag.



The woman interrupted the movement, took Amber’s arm by the wrist and pulled it back down. As she did she turned Amber toward the wall. Amber felt a hole open in the bottom of her stomach. She felt like she should pull her hand loose, but her brain seemed incapable of sending the proper message to her body.



Amber felt her other arm pulled behind her. Her two wrists were placed one over the other at the small of her back. Then she felt something wrap around the wrists and then tighten. By the time Amber processed what was happening and pulled at her wrists they were bound behind her.



A part of her was frightened. She did not know this woman. She had never been tied before – at least not by another person. But this was just so exciting. Her legs were weakening, her knees wobbled, the tingle she had felt was growing and it was becoming overwhelming. If Amber’s hands were free she would have wanted to touch herself. Never mind that she was in public.



The woman turned Amber back toward her. She had a short line in her right hand. She clipped one end to the ring in the front of Amber’s collar. The other end she tied to a ring in the wall about six feet from the pony. “You stay here and think about how a proper pony should act.” With that, the woman turned and walked away.



Amber turned to walk after her but immediately pulled up as the leash line came tight. She was tied to the ring with about two feet of slack. Amber twisted her hands to try to pull them loose, but she could not. She felt around with her fingers. She could tell that a narrow leather strap had been wrapped multiple times around her wrists and even cinched. She probed for the buckle or a knot but could not find anything. Because her wrists had been laid parallel, her arms were held at the small of her back. As she lowered her hands the strap around her wrists tightened.



She tried to reach around herself with her bound hands to see if she could reach the ring and untie the leash. There was no possibility of doing that. It was just too high. She could see the knot tied in the leash line, but she could not reach it. She tried to use her mouth, but with even the simple bit she was wearing, she was not able to get any purchase on the knot.



Amber looked back at the pony. They were separated only by a short distance, but the distance was sufficient to keep them from reaching each other. The pony looked at her and then turned away. Amber thought she heard a sobbing sound. The horse head muffled and distorted the sounds.



Amber looked to the other side. She had not paid any attention in that direction. Maybe there was someone or something that could help.



About six feet away to Amber’s left there was a kneeling figure. Amber could see a short pole extending up from the floor. It disappeared between the legs of the rubber encased figure. Amber could not see for sure where it went, but had a pretty good idea. Straps at the tops of the thighs and just above the knees kept the figures legs firmly locked against the pole. The pole was set high enough to insure that the figure had to keep up in a full kneeling position.



This figure was a male. A rather uncomfortable looking cage of metal encased his penis. The cage was clearly small and designed to discourage and punish any tumescence on the part of the wearer. The male’s arms disappeared into a single glove behind his back. The end of the single glove was clipped to a strap that circled his ankles. The single glove was very tight. His elbows almost touched. Amber could see the strain in his shoulders. He was well secured, and he was certainly not going to be of any assistance to Amber. It was clear that he could not move from his spot, and even if he could he would be unable to do anything to help either Amber or the Pony.



His upper body was also enclosed in tight fitting leather, but there were openings at the breasts. Amber observed that both of his nipples were ringed. From each ring an alligator clip connected a wire that disappeared back over his shoulders where each connected to a small black box attached to the top of the armbinder.



Amber could not make out his features because he was fully hooded. While the hood might allow for the eyes to be open, they were covered leaving him, at least for now, completely sightless.



Amber could see that his cheeks bulged, evidencing the presence of a strict gag inside his mouth. From the center of where the mouth would be a small hose was connected. It ran up to the wall where it connected into the bottom of a bag of liquid. It looked like the bag would hold at least a quart. Even though most of the liquid was gone, it was not empty. Occasional movement of the mouth evidenced the efforts of the bound figure to suck out the contents of the bag.



“Your Mistress is going to be very upset with you.” Amber looked over to see a waitress standing next to the kneeling figure. Amber had seen several of them around the club. She wore gold colored sandals with at least five-inch heels. Her costume looked more like a harem slave girl than a waitress. Metal cuffs at her ankles were joined with a medium length chain. From the center of the hobble chain, another chain extended up to the back of a metal waist belt. She wore similar cuffs on her wrists. They were connected together with a single pole of about twelve inches. She could not bring her hands together. The final part of the costume was a heavy looking metal collar.



“You were required to finish a bag every hour. It has been an hour and the bag is not empty. You know what I have to do.” The kneeling figure started shaking his head back and forth. Mewling sounds were escaping his mouth. The waitress reached to the black box on the top of his armbinder and flipped a switch. There was a gasp and a groan, and the upper body of the figure shook back and forth.



“I hope you can get that finished in the next ten minutes. If you do I will turn this off.” Amber saw the cheeks of the figure moving furiously as he was clearly sucking at the liquid. Bound and blinded as he was he would have no idea how much liquid was left to be consumed. The tingle was back between Amber’s legs. She felt her nipples harden. What would it feel like to have electrical shocks surging through them? What would it be like to have to helplessly respond to the demands of a strict Mistress? Amber looked at the tether holding her to the wall. She twisted her own arms within their bindings. She felt warm all over, but mostly between her legs. She really needed to touch herself.



The waitress turned to Amber. “Well, you are a new addition here. I see you have some drink coupons on your collar. Do you want a drink?” A clever feature of the club allowed the purchase of plastic chits that could be traded for drinks. Each one had a clip on one end, so they could be attached to the collar or some other part of a restrained occupant. Most costumes did not have pockets, and some guests, such as Amber right now, did not have use of their hands.



Amber bobbed her head up and down. She did want a drink. She really wanted a drink, but mostly she wanted to be able to talk.



As she hoped, the waitress unclipped one side of Amber’s bit and let it slip out of her mouth. “What would you like?” She queried as she loosened the bit.



“Please, let my hands go.” Amber turned and presented her bound hands.



“Yea, like I need ten strokes of the cane. I can only touch gags and bits; everything else has to be done by your owner.”



“But I don’t have an owner.”



“I don’t think you put yourself here.”



“No, I didn’t, but I don’t know her. What if she just leaves me here?”



“Well, I guess if nobody comes to claim you by the end of the evening you will just forfeit to the house. Now, enough nonsense. What do you want to drink” The waitress lifted Amber’s bit back toward her mouth.



“A sex on the beach.” She responded quickly as she felt the bit pushed into her mouth and secured at the corner of her mouth. She chewed at it and wondered if the waitress had not made it tighter.



As the waitress moved on to the other pony Amber wondered how she was supposed to drink a drink gagged and with her hands bound.



She looked over at the kneeling figure. She could sense the desperation in the sounds she heard coming from the bound form. The sucking and slurping sounds were intermixed with squeals and groans. He had no sense of time; he had no idea how much more he had to drink. Amber wondered, how much he had already, and what was the liquid?



The waitress returned. Had it really been ten minutes? Time took on a different feeling when you were helpless. She went first to the kneeling figure. “Ok, better.” She turned a switch on the black box and Amber could see a sigh roll through the figure. Then the waitress connected a new bag of liquid to the ring in the wall and removed the line to the gag from the old bag and inserted it in the new bag. It looked like a lot of liquid. “You have already wasted ten minutes of this hour finishing your last bag. I suggest you really get to work on this one. I have already reported your failure to your Mistress. She did not seem happy.”



There was a groan from the figure.



The waitress turned to Amber. Suddenly she was not sure she wanted a drink. The waitress lifted a plastic bottle that looked like a baby bottle, complete with a nipple, to a ring in the wall and clipped it into place. Amber had hoped that receiving her drink would involve removing her gag. It did not. The waitress removed a coupon from Amber’s collar.



Then the waitress moved over to the pony and repeated the process with a similar bottle. Amber grunted and shook her head back and forth. She wanted the waitress to realize that she was still gagged.



The waitress looked over at her. “Stupid pony. If you slip the nipple on the bottle over the top of the bit you can suck out liquid. If you don’t want to do it that way I can get you a drinking gag. It is a five-inch-long rubber cock that you suck. Like our friend over here.” She gestured to the kneeling figure. “Would you like that?” The smile that accompanied this comment was frightening in its malevolence.



Amber shook her head back and forth. She did not want that. She would figure out how to drink around the bit. She realized as she looked at the bottle that it was set high enough that she could easily keep her mouth below it and almost any manipulation of the nipple would drip liquid into her mouth.



As she experimented with the bottle Amber did, in fact, become more proficient at drinking. She was happy that she was not on a schedule like the kneeling figure. Amber had not even finished her drink when the waitress returned and chided the poor male for yet another failure before turning on his shocking unit and leaving again.



Watching the helpless male squirm, and listening to the loud sucking sounds mixed with moans and whines, was making Amber very wet. It should not have had that effect, but it was. She felt mixed feelings when his owner came to get him. Dressed in a black leather cat suit with a firmly cinched waist this was a no nonsense woman.



Amber watched as the mistress released the link connecting the armbinder to the ankles, and then released the male’s ankles and legs. She connected a leash to his collar and assisted him up off the pole. Amber was shocked at the length of the rubber projection on the top of the pole. It had, indeed, been deeply buried in the male’s bottom. “Why do I even bother with you? You are completely worthless. I should just sell you – or give you away – and be rid of the bother.” She tugged on the leash and the male followed blindly behind her. Amber noticed as the woman spoke and then pulled on the leash that the male’s penis was straining at the cage. The natures of the relationships around here were very confusing. More importantly, why was it having such a strong effect on Amber?



Amber finished her drink, and another. The waitress did not remove her bit the second time she ordered. Amber liked the feeling of helplessness, she had never experienced this before, but she was a little unhappy that she could not see more of what was going on in the club. The slack in her reins from the ring in the wall was short enough to keep her back to most of what was happening. By pushing right up against the wall she could turn to the side and see a little, but this position became uncomfortable and finally she just turned and stared at the wall like a good pony.



The pony tethered next to her stood patiently. She was at a slight angle to the wall, but with the blinders on her bridle Amber could not see her eyes. Amber wanted to talk to her. She wanted to ask her what she did when she wasn’t a pony. She wanted to know how long she had been doing this. She wanted to explore how the pony felt. Amber felt a kindred spirit with her companion. But both ponies were bitted, and communication was not to be. Amber tried to get her attention by making noises. She wanted to at least make eye contact, but the pony paid no attention to her. She could no longer help the pony so it no longer was interested in her.



Time seemed to slow. Amber listened to the music play. She sensed the movement of dancing people nearby, but one song seemed to melt into another and time seemed to stand still. Her hands were behind her back held with only a single strap. At first, she had been convinced that she could release herself anytime she wanted. After what seemed like hours standing at the wall Amber needed to go to the bathroom. But she was held with her face near the wall. At a minimum her reins would have to be released before she could even find the bathrooms. She needed the use of her hands. She had stood and enjoyed the helpless feeling of her hands being tied, but now she needed them. She had never believed that she was really helpless. There was only a single strap that held her arms behind her. It was time for her to get loose.



She twisted her hands trying to pull one free. That did not work. The strap was too tight. She felt around for the buckle. She would just open it. But all her fingers found was the strap. How and where was it fastened? She tried to twist her hands around and see what was going on behind her, but her reins were tied above her face and she could not get into the right position to see. She pulled at her arms with more urgency. The pony turned and looked at her. Amber thought maybe she was going to try to help, but then she just turned away. Somehow, she knew that Amber’s efforts would not change her situation.



She was helpless. She was really helpless. She had fantasized about being helpless before, but she had never actually been helpless. A shiver ran through her body. She had not been afraid before, but suddenly she was. She was completely dependent upon the pony’s Mistress. Would she come and let her go? Would she humiliate her by just leaving her here for the club staff to release at the end of the evening? By then, she would have been unable to hold her bladder, and would certainly have embarrassed herself further.



Amber laughed. She was standing next to the wall in a club full of people with her arms tied behind her and her face leashed to a ring in the wall, and all she was worried about is that she might wet herself. But, there was something else going on. She felt the tingle and the warmth and the moister between her legs. The later was not because of the needs of her bladder. She was horny. Not just a little, but serious off the chart, I need it now, horny. She had been squirming her legs back and forth, rubbing her thighs together. It was not just the dance of the full bladder. It was more, much more.



At least the demand from her full bladder was occupying her mind. She almost didn’t notice when the mysterious woman who had fastened her to the wall appeared.



“Either you are really enjoying yourself or your need to relieve yourself.” The woman was smiling at Amber. Amber continued to dance from foot to foot and shook her head up and down.



“It is time to show the costumes on the stage. Can you wait?” Amber shook her head back and forth. She could not wait. She was lucky to have gotten this far.



“Very well.” The woman released Amber’s reins from the wall and set off. Amber had expected her arms to be released, but that didn’t happen. Instead the woman walked ahead holding Amber’s reins, and Amber followed. Amber thought she should have been mortified at this. People were looking at her. But the look on their faces was not disapproval. She saw smiles of approval, she saw curiosity, but mostly she saw what looked like envy. Was it to be in her position or the Mistress leading her down the hallway to the bathrooms? It didn’t really matter, maybe it was a little of both.



As they entered the bathroom Amber began to worry about how she was going to do this. Her arms were still tied. The woman led her over to the end stall. There was a girl kneeling by the door, or at least where the stall door should be. She was completely covered in blue latex. There were opening for her eyes and holes below her nose but where her mouth should be, was only a bulge. The blue was interrupted only by a shiny metal collar around her neck, a similar metal belt, and cuffs around her wrists. The wrist cuffs were fastened with a chain of about twenty-four inches that fed through a ring in the front of her belt. A chain extended from the back of her collar to a ring in the wall.



As the woman approached leading Amber the kneeling figure bowed her head.



“Toilet and clean her.” The woman held out the reins to the kneeling figure. The girl reached to the limit of her chain and took the reins. Amber had trouble looking down at her because of the restrictions of her posture collar. She felt the latex gloved hands of the girl touch her. The girl opened Amber’s shorts and unceremoniously pulled then down to her knees. Her pantyhose followed.



The girl rose to her feet. Amber saw that she wore boots that came up to just below her knees. The foot of each boot curved down so that when standing the girl balanced on the tip of her toe,
 en pointe
 , with a stiletto heel of almost seven inches her only additional support. Her ankles were also cuffed, the cuffs joined with a chain of no more than twelve inches.



The girl moved on these boots with an ease that amazed Amber. It took a jerk on her reins to remind her to follow. With her shorts down below her knees she was also hobbled and had to shuffle behind the girl.



There was no door on this end stall and it was wider than normal, like a handicapped stall. It appeared that many of the guests of this establishment needed help in performing certain functions. It was just another thoughtful accommodation to the clientele. And, of course, if someone wanted to watch, that went with the territory.



The girl took Amber by the arm and turned her around. Then she guided her down onto the seat of the toilet. Amber felt a surge of embarrassment. The woman was standing at the opening of the stall watching. Amber heard a click and felt a pressure at the back of her neck. The girl had fastened a short chain from the wall behind the toilet to the back of Amber’s collar. The girl then took up a kneeling position next to Amber. The girl stroked Amber’s thigh and stomach.



Any sense of embarrassment was overcome by need. Amber could not look down sufficiently to see between her legs, but she heard the sound of the liquid leave her body. It was an instant relief. Amber felt like she went for a long time, but finally she was done. She leaned forward a little and felt the pressure on the front of her collar as the chain tightened at the back. She was puzzled. She was done, why was she still chained to the toilet?



The girl moved Amber’s shorts and pantyhose down her legs to her ankles. Amber looked at her with panic. Then she pushed ambers knees apart. Before Amber could even react, she slipped something between her knees. It was a metal bar. On each end there was a semicircular metal piece that went around each of Amber’s legs just above her knees. There was a place for straps at the end of each part, but the girl did not bother with that. With Amber’s ankles held next to each other by her own shorts and pantyhose she could not open her legs enough to get rid of this spreader.



The girl reached below the edge of the toilet and retrieved a short hose. Amber heard the water start to spray before she felt it. The handle held by the girl allowed her to control the flow of the water. Amber felt herself being sprayed with the water. The girl worked it back and forth washing the entire area between Amber’s legs. The water was cold, and Amber jerked in response. Then she felt the tip of the nozzle pushed between her beauty lips. Amber looked up at the woman standing at the end of the stall. She was smiling. Suddenly the water released inside Amber. If Amber had been standing she would have bolted. She had never felt anything like that before. She tried to stand up, but her neck was held back to the wall and she had no leverage.



It only lasted a few seconds, but the surprise had been complete. The girl removed the nozzle. Amber felt the caress of a soft towel as she was dried. She had been emptied and washed as instructed. The girl carefully moved the light soft towel over Amber’s most private parts.



“Check her state of arousal.” It was the woman speaking. Amber felt fingers parting her labia. Then there was a finger on her clitoris. Moving it and holding it up.



The woman moved closer and bent at the waist. “Yes, nicely engorged.”



Amber saw the woman hold out something to the girl. “Plug her and get her back up.”



Amber felt something pushed up inside her. The girl moved slowly and carefully. It did not hurt, but it was very distracting. Amber had used a dildo on herself before, well, even often, but it had always been in her own bedroom, under her own control, and private. It had also always been transitory in nature and rarely ventured where this device now sat so completely inside her.



With the invader fully inserted/positioned the girl removed the spreader from between Amber’s legs, she stood and unclipped the chain to the collar. Then she pulled upward on Amber’s reins causing Amber to rise. Amber’s shorts and pantyhose were still around her ankles. She felt the dildo starting to slip down. She didn’t know if she should let it go or try to hold it in. It felt good, but very strange.



There was really no time for decision, the girl quickly knelt and then pulled up the pantyhose and shorts. Amber had picked the shorts to be very tight, so as soon as they were back in place there was no way the new accessory was coming out.



Then the girl rose and led Amber out of the stall handing the reins back to the woman. Amber marveled at the way the girl worked. With her arms chained together and to her waist, and wearing impossible boots, she had to rise and kneel to perform even simple tasks. Amber did not think that she would even be able to stand in those boots, let alone walk. She would have fallen and broken something.



The woman took the reins and tugged Amber from the bathroom. Amber assumed that the girl, held by the chain to the back of her collar had returned to her kneeling ready position near the special stall. Amber wondered what the girl’s story was. Was it the girl’s choice to be doing that or was she doing to please someone else? Did she get off on the humiliation? Maybe. Amber could not believe the extent of the games people were playing here. Amber pictured a cruel Mistress relegating the girl to this duty under threat of severe punishment if there were any negative reports. They were games – weren’t they? The girl’s mouth had been completely covered, only her eyes were visible, but on reflection Amber thought they looked sad. Amber shivered.



She had seen so many people who were helpless – she was one of them. You had to trust a lot to let yourself get in that position. But Amber did not even know this woman. What would she do if the woman took advantage? What could she do?



Amber’s thoughts were interrupted as she felt the reins pull taught compelling her to follow. The woman led her back to the place where she had been tethered to the wall. Amber sighed, expecting to be reconnected. Instead, the woman released the pony and set off with both sets of reins in her hands. Amber and the pony clopped along behind.



They were headed for the stage. Next to the pony, Amber felt very inferior. The pony had a spectacular costume. Amber did not like the comparison. As she and the pony were led onto the stage she was more embarrassed by what she felt were the deficiencies of her costume than by being displayed before a club full of people bitted and restrained.



There were already five other ponies on the stage. Amber looked quickly before being positioned on the end of the line. She thought all of the costumes were superior to hers. She wanted to get off the stage, but the woman was still holding her reins. Amber had shied away, but a jerk on her reins brought her back in line. She wanted the floor to open up and swallow her. It felt like all the eyes were watching her. She was sure she was going to be laughed at.



There was an MC on the stage. He had started at the other end of the line of ponies. Amber saw the pony step forward a couple of steps. Amber looked over toward her only to feel a jerk on her reins. “Eyes forward pony.” It was the woman. Amber looked toward her and then looked straight ahead.



The MC had now moved the second pony forward and was giving a quick description of the costume. Amber dare not look. Something in the woman’s voice made her keep her eyes forward.



She could hear conversations in the audience and occasional applause. The woman’s pony received a long round of applause. Amber had watched when the pony stepped forward. She had lifted her legs high with each step. Her back was ramrod stiff. She shook her head and neighed. Amber wanted to be her. Amber was very jealous.



Amber’s eyes wandered down the back of the pony. The stage lights were bright, and Amber thought she saw marks on the buttocks and thighs of the pony. It looked like raised lines. But before she could get a better look the pony stepped back and she felt herself being urged forward. She didn’t step high and gracefully. She had stiffened and frozen in place only to be pulled off balance and forward by her reins. She heard giggles through the crowd. Amber blushed with shame. Could this be any more humiliating?



She tried to look over at the woman. “Eyes straight ahead.” The voice was commanding. It was a voice to be obeyed. The MC was starting to say something about Amber’s costume. Amber heard a click and felt the dildo stuffed inside her come to life. A high-pitched yip leapt from her mouth and her hips began to move as she began to squirm. The giggles became open laughter.



She danced from one leg to the other. She tried to move her legs against one another. She twisted her arms trying to free her hands. There was more laughter now. Everyone seemed to know exactly what was happening to her. Amber had lost track of the MC, she had no idea what he had said about her. It had been a complete mistake to come here. She was being humiliated. She was an outsider and they were showing her that she had trespassed. Amber felt tears in her eyes. Even so, she could not escape what was happening between her legs. She would have thought that the public humiliation would have suppressed any sexual desire, but it was having the opposite effect. She could feel it welling in her. If she were not gagged by the bit she would be begging and yelling for relief. Instead she just danced and twisted.



How long this went on Amber did not know. But her level of excitement just kept rising. When it finally exploded she thought her legs were going to give out. It was an orgasm of epic proportion. The vibrator clicked off, Amber slumped, and the crowd roared with applause and cheers.



As Amber recovered she listened to the MC announcing the winners. The pony next to her won best costume. That had been given Amber thought. There were several other awards, and to Amber’s great surprise she received an award for creativity. She had been wrong. She was not being humiliated for being an outsider; she was going through a rite of passage. She was being accepted. Amber’s posture straightened. She beamed.



The woman led Amber and the pony off the stage. She did not take them back to the wall but rather tied their reins to a railing near the stage. The stage was then used for a dressage demonstration from the Rocking S Pony Ranch. A woman no older than her late 20’s led a tall statuesque pony onto the stage. The woman held the reins in one hand and a whip that looked like it belonged in a circus in the other.



The pony was in full tack with high pony boots that had no heels, requiring her to take her weight on her toes, and which opened into hooves with horse shoes. A high collar around her neck connected to a full martingale and bridle straps that went around and over her head insuring that she could not turn her head. Her bit appeared to be of metal and the lever arms from the bit were connected by light chains to rings in her nipples. The reins were connected to rings in these chains a third of the way down from the bit arm. Any tension on the reins pulled down on the bit arm, but also pulled at the nipple ring. Amber felt her own nipples harden. If she had use of her hands she would have given her breasts a sympathetic touch.



The harness straps were wrapped around the pony’s body both above and below her breasts. There was some support for the breasts, but it ended well before the fully exposed and ringed nipples. Her arms were held behind her. They had been folded with the forearms one on the other and then enclosed in a leather pouch that cinched tightly over the lower arms then up over and above her elbows. Amber had been unable to escape a simple strap. She wondered what that restraint must feel like. Would she like to be put in that thing? She would be so helpless. She felt a tingling between her legs again. The look of the device was frightening, but she wished for a moment that she was wearing it.



The woman pranced the pony around the stage cracking the whip so close to the flanks of the pony that Amber was sure some of them must have hit. The pony lifted her legs high and followed the verbal and signaled commands of the woman. Her movements were strong, fluid, and precise. Amber was very impressed. When ordered to halt the pony came to a stop and stood facing the audience her hooves at shoulder width. Amber’s eyes drew to the closely shaved area between the pony’s legs. Amber was sure that the pony was wet.



The woman faced the audience. “This is the result of four months of constant training. Wildflower was a reluctant, even rebellious, trainee when she first arrived at the farm. But look at her now, perfectly trained, and absolutely obedient. If you have a slave that is acting out, or above his or her station, is disrespectful, slovenly, or just lazy, we guarantee results. The program is six months but includes regular refreshers for up to ten years. Just the threat of going back for a refresher is usually enough to keep most slaves in line, although some do need some follow up. The package includes registration, bar coding, and chipping so wayward property can be easily located and recovered from anywhere in the world.” The woman stopped, smiled and looked around the room. “Auction and resale services are also available.”



What the hell did that all mean? Amber thought. A six-month training program, wow that would really be an experience. Amber pictured a dormitory full of ponygirls in training sitting around and gossiping after a long day in harness. That would really be something. She wondered what something like that must cost. But what did that “chipping” and “recovery” business mean. More fantasy Amber decided.



The show was over, and the stage was empty. Amber felt the strap holding her arms released. She lowered her arms and stretched them out. The woman handed her a card. Amber looked at the card. All it had was an email address.



“If you want more send an email to this address with the phrase ‘I want more.’” The woman turned and walked away. The pony, hands still tightly secured behind her back followed her reins held in the hand of the woman as they disappeared.



Amber stood and stared after them. She removed her bit gag and stretched her jaw. As she took a step she realized that the dildo was still inside her. She looked around for the woman thinking that she should say something, but there was no sign of her.



Amber still had a drink chit clipped to her collar. She had received it with her on stage award. She did not know what time it was but hoped she had time for another drink before closing. She worked her way over to the bar. They were still serving.



Amber got her drink and moved over to the side of the bar. She spent some time watching. She had not liked the fact that she could not watch what was going on for most of the evening. Many of the costumes were very exotic and she found that exciting. Amber was aware of someone moving up next to her.



“Wow, you were so brave, having an orgasm on stage. I think I would have run screaming first.” The girl was a little shorter than Amber; she had blonde hair cut at shoulder length. She wore a leather skirt that stopped just above her knees. Her leather vest gave a hint of maybe C cup breasts.



“Well, if you were paying attention, you might have noticed that I didn’t have a choice. I was tied and reined.” Amber had taken the comment as accusatory. The girl blushed in response.



“I’m sorry; I thought you knew what was happening and that you were enjoying yourself.” The girl moved back a little as if she were about to flee.



“No, I’m sorry. It has been a crazy night. I did enjoy it even though I thought I was going to die of embarrassment. I did not know it was going to happen.”



“Where is your Mistress?” The girl was looking around as if she might be trespassing.



“The woman? I don’t know. I don’t know who she is. It happened early in the evening. I am not even sure how it happened. All of a sudden I found myself tied and under her control. For a long while I was afraid she was going to spirit me away to some secret dungeon, or sign me up for six months of pony training.” Amber laughed as she realized that she had actually been afraid. This place was really great for fantasy, and the fantasy had been amazing.



“Oh O. I have to go. My Mistress gets very jealous.” The girl smiled and then scampered away to the side of a large woman dressed in leather. The large woman put her arm around the small girl and the girl moved in against her.



Amber felt a pang of loneliness. Almost everyone here had someone. Amber had had someone for most of the evening, but now she was alone. She finished her drink and went home.










Chapter 2








Amber slept late the next morning. When she awoke she looked over and saw the dildo the woman had had inserted in her. It was sitting on the night stand where Amber had put in when she undressed last night. She picked it up and examined it. It was much larger than her vibrator. No wonder she had felt so stuffed. It had what looked like a connector on the bottom; it could be mated into a charger or some other device. Amber knew it could vibrate, but she could see no way to activate it, it must use a remote. Amber wondered if she should remind the woman that she still had it.



That drew her attention to the card with the email address. Amber turned it over in her hand. There was nothing on it but the email address. “If you want more.” Amber let the words roll in her mind. Did she want more? That had been the adventure of her life. She had loved that place. But she had been terrified too. It was not just the club. Before the woman took charge of her she had felt out of place. After the woman left her she felt lonely. The time in between had been extraordinary. Did she want more? Yes, she wanted more of that. She wanted more orgasms like the one she had on stage. Amber smiled. She had been taken to orgasm in front of a crowd of people. She blushed thinking about it. Amber would never do anything like that, but pony Amber had no choice. She wanted to be pony Amber again.



Amber opened a new email. She typed in the address. For the subject she wrote: “I want more.” Then she froze. She got up and walked away from her computer. She fixed herself a drink. What was she afraid of? It had been a most amazing evening. But, she had let herself be placed under the control of a complete stranger. That could have been a bad mistake, it could have been a very bad mistake, but it had worked out ok. It had worked out more than ok. It had been wonderful. And, at the end of the evening the woman had let her go. Nothing bad had happened. It had been the substance of Amber’s dreams. She pushed the send button.



Amber checked her email every ten minutes for the next two hours. When she had just about given up there was the ding of an incoming email. It was a response. All it said was “Open Me”. There was a file attached. Amber clicked on the file. Her computer said something about authorizing the file to open. Amber clicked yes.



A video started. Amber saw the pony from the night before, it was standing at attention before the screen. “A good pony is completely obedient.” The voice of the woman said. “Are you a good pony?” A box popped up on the screen – yes or no. Amber clicked yes.



“A good pony needs to learn to walk properly in pony boots. Do you want pony boots?” The pony was now walking lifting her legs high with each step. The boots were amazing. The box appeared. Amber clicked YES. She did want pony boots. She wanted them very much.



“A good pony practices diligently. Will you practice every day?” The pony was still walking around. Amber hit YES. She would, she really would.



“Your boots will arrive within 48 hours. Send an acknowledgment as soon as they are there.” There was no box for yes or no, the video just stopped. Amber was shivering. She looked at the email. She clicked on the file again, but this time nothing happened.



Amber spent much of the next two days looking at pony boots on line. It was amazing the variety that was available. The price ranged from the low $100 to almost a $1,000. Amber wondered what was coming. She tried to remember the boots worn by the pony. She remembered she liked them, but other than the surface similarity she was unable to match them up with any boots she saw on her computer. She doubted they would be the most expensive, but any pony boots would be superior to the combat boots she had converted.



Amber felt like she had as a child waiting for Christmas morning. She remembered waking to find the room still dark. She knew that the tree and the presents were just outside her door and down the stairs. But she knew she could not go there until her parents were up and came to get her. There was a clock in her room, she was sure it had stopped. She swore the hands were not moving at all. This felt the same. How could two days be such a very long time? She could not focus at work. She got several orders wrong. The next day she just called in sick. She wanted to be at home when the boots came.



Late in the afternoon she saw the brown truck stop in front of her building. She almost ran out to meet the driver. Instead she waited just inside her door. Waited for the knock that would come. Waited and waited, what if the delivery was not for her?



When it happened she jumped. She had been holding herself so tensely that she could not help herself. She was only inches from the door, but she took a deep breath, counted slowly to ten and then, as calmly as she could, she opened the door.



Amber rushed to the bedroom. She opened the box. She stared in as if the crown jewels had just been delivered to her door. The boots were better than anything she had seen on line. Slowly she reached out and touched one. The leather was so soft. But they looked huge. What if they didn’t fit? How did they know her size anyway? She had not been asked and she had not provided her shoe size. She was going to be disappointed.



She lifted a boot from the box and turned it in her hand. She studied the deeply sweeping arch ending in a platform under which was the hoof with its horse shoe. Held from the side it looked like the line of a horse’s lower leg and foot. How clever she thought, but she noticed that she would be supporting her weight only on her toes and the balls of her feet. They were like the steepest stiletto heels she had ever seen, but without the heel. She would have to keep her weight forward or she would fall over. Could she do this? Certainly, she could. If the pony could walk in these, so could she.



There was a piece of paper on top of the box. It said: “Acknowledge before trying on.” Amber wanted to get right to wearing, but she knew that a pony must be obedient. She opened the last email, hit reply and typed in “receipt acknowledged”.



Almost immediately there was a reply with another file. Again, the instructions: “Open Me.” How had it come back so quickly Amber wondered? She clicked the file.



“Excellent.” The voice of the woman said. The image showed the pony, sitting on a bench with someone kneeling next to her. She was not wearing her pony boots, but her arms were still behind her. For a moment Amber wondered if the pony was always kept bound. But then her focus returned to the boots being held by the kneeling figure.



“Remove all of your clothing and then hit continue.” There was an emphasis on the word “all”. The video stopped. Amber did as instructed. She hesitated when she was down to just her panties and bra. She looked over at her computer then she shrugged and removed them. Nobody would know if she left them on, but she was going to be obedient even if nobody knew.



After Amber hit ‘continue’ the kneeling figure placed a pony boot on the pony as the voice of the woman gave instructions. The video would stop to allow Amber to follow the procedure. It was pretty natural, but Amber was careful to keep with the instructions, neither moving ahead nor falling behind.



To her amazement the boots fit perfectly. As she had expected, the arch of the foot was significant. When she stood up she wobbled and almost fell. This was going to be a challenge. Amber turned and examined herself in her mirror. The boots made her legs look a foot longer. The contour and definition in her calves was stunning; they even seemed to tighten her thighs and buttocks. Amber had never felt so sexy. Her hand moved to between her legs. She and her vibrator were going to have a little entertainment very soon.



The boots were black leather and came to just below the knees. They laced up the front but then the lacings closed under a strap at the top. There was extra support at the ankle, and a wide strap there as well. There were D rings on the inside of both straps. There were D rings on the outside of the straps as well. Each strap ended with a slot being placed over the outside D ring. A smaller strap threaded through the D ring. This strap fastened into a clip with a distinct clicking sound. Each boot was locked into place at the ankle and just below the knee.



Amber stood and took a tentative step. She thought she looked like a new born deer trying to walk. She felt clumsy as her legs wobbled.



The video had started again. “It is necessary that you acclimatize your legs and ankles to the boots and learn to walk properly. Will you be a good pony?” Amber quickly clicked YES. She almost fell as she bent forward to access her computer.



“When you get home from work each day you will completely strip and then put on your pony boots. As you have noticed, they will lock into place. As soon as you have done so you will acknowledge with an email. There will not be a response. At either 9pm or 11 pm exactly you will click on the icon of the boot on your screen. You will be led through an exercise and training routine. It will be from one to two hours. You will sleep in your boots; this provides a good time for your feet to adjust. In the morning at 7 a.m. the locks will open. You can then remove the boots, shower, and prepare for work. No defalcations of any kind will be tolerated. You will be severely punished for disobedience. Do you understand?”



Amber stared at the box on the screen. She had not expected such a rigid schedule. Nothing had been said about how long this would go on. She loved these boots, but how could she sleep in them? She loved the way they looked and felt, but wearing them for so many hours at a time was going to be a real challenge. She examined the locking straps. She could probably force them open, but it would all but ruin the boots. It was intensive, but she could see how it was important for her to adjust to them. She would give it a go. If she decided she hated them she would not put them back on and send an email to that affect. She clicked YES.



The screen went blank.



Just moving around her apartment Amber started to see the logic of wearing the boots long term. When she stood in them it felt like her foot was going to cramp, but she could feel her body adjusting. At first, she made only minimal effort to walk, using her hands to grasp and rely upon objects and walls. When it came time for the first training and exercise session she was glad that she had worn the boots for about five hours.



The session lasted just under an hour. At the end she was exhausted. She had felt clumsy. She had fallen twice, but she was beginning to get the idea of how to properly balance her weight. At the end of the session she felt as if she might be getting it, but she desperately needed to get off her feet. She was happy to stretch out in her bed and turn on the tube. It felt strange to lie in bed dressed only in these boots.



Amber slept better than she expected. In the morning when the boots came off, her legs and feet hurt when she put on her flats. It took several hours before she adjusted to the change.



A few days later there was another package delivered. Amber was surprised. When she opened the package, she found a pair of black four-inch heels. A wide strap wrapped around the ankle, and although it did not have D rings it closed with the same locking mechanism as the boots. The note inside said: “Acknowledge Receipt.”



Amber went to her computer and with confusion entered “Some shoes have been received.”



Again, like magic there was a file to open. “These shoes will help your feet adjust to the boots. You will put them on after you take your morning shower. You will not take them off until it is time to put on your boots.” It did not ask her if she understood.



Amber picked up the shoes and turned them in her hand. How on earth could she work in these? She was on her feet all day. No other waitress where she worked wore heels. They all wore comfortable flats. These did not look comfortable. And, she would stand out. She could just imagine the ration of shit she was going to get for this. She threw the shoes on the floor. They were nice shoes. They were obviously expensive, but this was asking too much.



Amber completed her daily routine with her pony boots. It had now been two weeks since she started wearing the boots. She was surprised at how well she could walk in them. They were even beginning to feel comfortable. She had not worn the pumps. They sat in the corner next to her closet. That was just asking too much. She was pleased that nothing had been said about it. Maybe the woman did not know, but that seemed unlikely as the shoes would have to be unlocked. More likely, she understood. The shoes had been a suggestion to help, not a requirement.



After three weeks Amber loved the way she looked in the boots. She liked the way she could now walk. She had learned to shift her weight forward to compensate for the lack of a heel, but now it seemed second nature. She wondered when she would get a chance to see the woman again. She thought of going to the club again on her own.



Amber found her workouts so exhilarating that she would collapse on her bed and within minutes masturbate herself to orgasm. She did not even need the aid of her vibrator most of the time.










Chapter 3








It had been a month since the boots had arrived. Another package came. Amber was surprised because she was not expecting anything. She could smell the strong odor of leather even before the box was completely open. It looked like a garment of some kind. When Amber held it up she could see that it was a waist cincher. Like a corset it had laces in the back but fastened in the front. The front fasteners were reinforced with straps and buckles so that it could not pop open. The top of the garment had a thick strap that buckled just below the breasts. There was another wide strap that buckled around the waist once the cincher was in place. In addition to holding the restricted waist size this strap covered the knots on the lacing. Finally, there was a strap at the rear that pulled forward through the legs and buckled at the front. The box also contained what looked like some kind of charging unit. This completely mystified Amber. She could see nothing in the garment that needed charging.



Amber was thrilled at the look of the garment. She did not see how she could wear underwear with this, and that made her concerned, if she wore it with nothing underneath she would be covering her crotch with less than two inches of leather. She was not sure she could be seen by others like that. If she wore it she would have to put something on over the waist cincher.



As before there was an instruction to acknowledge. Amber did.



In the instructional video Amber learned that the preferred way to put on the garment was to have another person tighten the laces once it was in place. Since that was not an option she would have to set the laces at a tight setting, then use a provided tool to pull the front together and allow the clasps to close. The straps could then be used to make it just a little tighter. She was instructed to make it tight for the first times, but not so tight she could not breathe. It was easier than she had expected. Each buckle had a locking feature. When the strap was buckled a hole (or holes) from the strap was fed over a short metal post. Once it was pushed down a flange opened at the top of the post so that the belt could not be released. Amber shivered at the thought of her loss of control if she wore this. She knew she could not resist wearing it. She also could feel the effect it was going to have on her. She had not finished putting on the cincher and already she was getting wet. She ran her hands up and down over the leather.



The mystery of the charger was answered. It was for the vibrating dildo that Amber had carried away from the club deep within her. Pursuant to instruction Amber plugged the charger in. It immediately showed green and then red lights. To Amber’s surprise a red light lit up on the back of the dildo. The device was a proximity charger it did not have to be connected to the dildo to charge it. Amber made a face as she considered the implication. As the instructions continued, Amber learned that the strap that would be fed between her legs had a mount for the dildo right at the crotch. Wearing this, her crotch may be barely covered, but it would not be empty. Following instructions Amber connected the dildo into its place in the belt; it easily clicked into place; and then she worked the huge device into her body. She had not used it since it had been removed from her after the trip to the club. Somehow it seemed larger. She was not sure she could get it in. But she succeeded.



Amber pulled the strap tight using the roller buckle at the bottom front of the waist cincher to make it snug, but not too snug. She pushed the strap down over the post. The flange did not open like it had on the other straps on the waist cincher. Her computer beeped. A box popped open it read: “You can do better than that. TIGHTER.”



She was shocked at how she was being monitored. She pulled the strap tighter by a notch, and tried again. The computer beeped again. The box opened. “PATHETIC. One more notch is acceptable for now.”



Amber provided a few graphic invectives to the computer, but did find she was able to pull the strap another notch without too much difficulty. This time the strap locked into place.



Being locked in the boots, knowing that she could not take them off had been a thrill, but now there was this additional garment, and, it not only imprisoned her sex but held a device tightly within her that could be used to please her, even perhaps torment her. Just thinking about it she fell back onto her bed and began to play with her nipples. Her hand reached to between her legs, but the tight belt prevented any access. She tried to work a finger under the belt, but could not. Had her probable reaction been predicted and then prevented. The knowledge of the control over her only increased the sensation and her frustration. What did she have to do to get satisfaction?



By this time Amber walked and pranced in her boots with grace. She had recently started to jog in place. This was much harder and she quickly tired. With the addition of the waist cincher she was allowed to go back to just walking and work through the stages again. It increased the difficulty because it forced her body to be more erect and limited her breathing. She had to learn to take shorter more frequent breaths.



The boots were comfortable, but the waist cincher was the opposite. In addition, it denied Amber access to herself. She threw a fit when after first fitting the waist cincher and completing her exercise the program told her she would be wearing it until morning. She stomped around her room. She pulled at the straps. She yelled at the computer. She cried.



Just wearing the boots had been such a turn on that she was able to get to orgasm after every workout. The waist cincher made her even more excited, the feeling of the huge plug moving inside her as she pranced was almost enough to get her off, almost being the operative term. She could her feel orgasm almost there. Just a little touch would do it, but she was prevented from touching herself. She would have to wait until morning when she took her shower. Then she lay down and tried to sleep. It was hard to think of anything but her needs.



By morning she felt ok, and understood that there might be a positive value in sleeping in it, even if it was uncomfortable. The worst part was that having her body so under control of another; it was making her horny beyond belief and the damn belt made sure she could not even touch herself. By morning she was beside herself. The minute she was released she dropped back on her bed and manipulated herself to orgasm. She lay panting for a long time before she got to the business of getting ready for work. She would be late, but that was ok. She had been so frustrated, but that had been one of the best orgasms ever!



Things had escalated a lot. Was she ready for this? Amber was supposed to put the boots and the cincher back on when she came home from work. Throughout the day she carried on heavy debates with herself. She came home. She sat on her bed. She looked at the boots. She held them in her hands. “Why am I doing this?” She thought. The computer – why couldn’t she talk to a real person – told her she could quit at any time. Just pack up the boots, cincher and accessories in their boxes and send them back. She thought about it. She couldn’t do it. As much as she suffered after she was dressed she needed this.



But she was not sure of her resolve. Any day she thought she would give up. She knew she needed the feeling of being under control to reach the high levels of excitement. Although, she had not been completely obedient, first, there was the issue of the shoes she was supposed to wear during the day. She had only put them on twice. It was not to go to work, but to go out. It did feel better switching between the high heel shoes and the pony boots. She was worried about putting them on at first, but when it came time to put on her pony boots the locks on the shoes opened. Still, she could not bring herself to wear them to work.



She had not always met her timing for her training. A couple of nights she had missed altogether. One was when she had gone out dancing (wearing the stilettos) and not gotten home until after midnight. Although she had not been sanctioned or even chided for it, she felt terribly guilty. She was supposed to put on the cincher and the pony boots as soon as she got home. And that was creating problems.



Feeling that she was stuck at home at night was driving her crazy. There was no restriction on her going out, but once dressed in the pony boots and cincher she did not dare leave. She would certainly attract attention she did not want most places. She could probably get away with the cincher, but the boots? They stood out. Who wore boots with horse shoes on the soles? She was supposed to put them on the minute she got home. She usually did, and that meant she was stuck until morning. She would not dare wear them out. The one exception would be the club.



Amber had almost gone to the club by herself on at least four occasions. Once she had dressed in her new accoutrements and even driven over to the club. Driving in the ponyboots was a real challenge, but she managed. She had parked outside and watched people go in. In the end she had not gone in, but had returned home. When she got home she felt sad and depressed. This was becoming too much. She got out the boxes and thought about sending everything back. If she hadn’t been locked in them at the moment, that might have been the end of everything, but she was locked in. She could not send them back until morning.



Amber received an email from the woman. Her heart stopped as she read. She was to come to the club the following Friday night. She was directed to wear the boots, the waist cincher – with dildo fully charged and inserted and the bit gag she had worn the first night, together with her posture collar that she had bought and had worn before. She could wear something that covered her breasts if she desired. Her hair was to be in a pony tail from the top of her head. Her eyes were to be made up. She was to be in the club and waiting at the wall area where she had been tethered by 8 p.m. sharp.



The timing couldn’t have been better. It had been two months and Amber was on the verge of throwing in the towel. She needed more than just distant isolated control. She wanted to give up control, but she needed some contact with it. 










Chapter 4








Amber was at the club by 7 pm. She wore her pony boots, her waist cincher the crotch strap tightly holding the dildo inside her, her posture collar and bridle with the rubber bit gag. She wore a bikini swim suit top in a bright blue. It didn’t match very well with the rest of the outfit, but it was the best she could think of.



Amber went first to the bar, but felt out of place. She was a pony after all. Finally, about 7:30 she went to the location where she had been tethered the last time she was here. She fastened the leash line from her bit to the ring on the wall. Her hands were free, but she stood holding them behind her. She made the line loose, so she could see what was going on. Surprisingly, she now felt more at home.



The waitress brought her a drink and she happily drank around her bit. Her hands were free, but she carefully kept then behind her back as if they were restrained. Her heart thumped with excitement.



There was a voice behind her. “More than prompt. That is good. It might even make up for some of your failings, but not the blatant disobedience.”



Amber did not look around. She knew that was wrong. Amber felt a hand on her right wrist. She felt a cuff fastened about it. Then she felt the same thing on her left wrist. Just being touched was making her legs begin to wobble. She could feel the tingling between her legs. She heard and felt the click of a link joining her wrists. They were now fastened behind her back. Amber was so excited. She was stepping from foot to foot. It would not take much to drive her to orgasm. But the woman was careful not to touch her anywhere that might provoke such a response. Amber felt her hands raised, then she heard another click. Her wrists, secured together, were now also fastened to a ring in the belt at the top of her waist cincher. It was not painful but did strain her arms. She had virtually no use of her arms.



“You have done a good job with the outfit. But it is time for a proper bridle.” Amber felt the straps surrounding her head loosened and removed. When the bit was pulled from her mouth she was tempted to say something, but words failed her. She stood quietly. She kept her focus straight ahead.



She could feel a new network of straps being wrapped around her head. She knew the old bridle was not too good, but it was the best she could find at the adult store, and the best she could do in her limited budget. There was now a strap around her head just above her eyes. Another strap circled her head vertically from below her chin over the top of her head. A third strap held rings at both corners of her mouth then passed behind her head. From the rings at her mouth the legs of an inverted Y met at the bridge of her nose, between her eyes and then continued over the top of her head as a single strap. This strap had a large ring through which her pony tail was pulled. The rings at her mouth also had another strap that went under her chin. This, strap, when tightened, would pull her mouth tightly shut over a gag or bit.



The bit was metal – except at the sides where her teeth intersected it. There it was plastic. Inside her mouth there was a flat plate that sat on her tongue. It curved slightly downward toward the back of her mouth. On top of the plate was a U-shaped piece that hinged independent of the plate. This piece was connected to arms on the outside of the bit. If pressure was applied to the bit arms it pushed the U-shaped piece up into the roof of her mouth while levering the plate down onto her tongue. Amber looked at the bit as it was brought to her face. There were slots in the flat plate Amber did not understand their function. They were designed to connect to piercings that could be inserted in the pony’s tongue. Amber had no such adornments and was, for now, pleasantly nave.



As the woman adjusted and tightened all the buckles Amber sensed the increased control of this device, if only she knew its full potential. Reins were attached to the bit arms and fastened to the ring in the wall. The woman did not give Amber the free range that she had previously allowed herself. Amber turned her head to see what was happening and gasped at the pressure in her mouth from the bit. It would be impossible to resist this.



Amber tried to move the bit around in her mouth. It did not have the mass of the rubber bit, but the plate held her tongue down and made speech impossible. Amber experimented. “I can still talk.” She had said, but it sounded like “a ka ull ak.” She could not still talk.



Amber explored the cuffs on her wrists. They were tight but not painfully so. Her fingers tried to find the clip that held them together. It was not so much that she wanted to be let go but she felt compelled to test her restraints. She could touch the clip. She could feel the ring in her cinch to which her hands were now held. But she was unable to manipulate in any way the fasteners that held her. She tried to feel around for buckles on the cuffs. She could not find any. It was very interesting she thought. She really enjoyed being made helpless, but she could not resist testing the limits of her bondage. She was not really being held if she could just release the restraints. She could not release them. She was, in fact, helpless.



As the excitement of that fact descended through her body there was a buzzing sound and Amber shrieked and jumped. She had worn the dildo inside her for so long that she had forgotten its vibrating function. Early on, when she realized it was being charged, she had expected that it would be used, but as time went on and nothing happened she assumed that it was broken. It was not. It was on now.



She had been so frustrated. Every night when she fastened the intruder into her body she had longed for someone to touch her, but the tight locked belt had prevented it. The presence of the invader was just enough to keep her thinking about sex, but not enough to get her over the edge. There had been several mornings – ok, most mornings – where as soon as the belt unlocked her fingers had moved to between her legs. She was pretty sure she was not supposed to be doing that, but it felt so very good, and it helped encourage her to put her outfit back on the next evening. After all, she was entitled to some reward for wearing it all night.



All of Amber’s attention was now between her legs. She remembered being brought to climax on stage before the audience. She was not on stage now, and there was no real audience, but she was ready to try to outdo that event.



Then it stopped. “Fuck!” Yelled Amber. More like “UUUUUUUUKK”.



She twisted against her reins looking for the woman. The woman was nowhere to be seen. Where had she gone? Why was she doing this? Amber shook her body back and forth. She danced in her pony boots and she squealed. None of that changed the fact that she would be denied her climax. Interestingly, she had been very excited before the vibrator turned on. It would not have taken much to get her over the top. But when the intensity of the vibrator started, it directed all her attention to the large vibrating plug in her most sensitive location. When it stopped her ability to get over the top stopped too. She wiggled and squirmed trying to get the device in her to work her over. It was tight enough to fill her, but to tight to move in a way that she could use to get to climax. She stomped a hoof on the floor. This was so unfair.



Before Amber could give it much thought, however, it started again. Not long this time. Only enough this time to tease. Then it was off. She danced and tried to protest. The sound that came out sounded more like a horse than a human. She really was a pony now, if not a very frustrated one.



The vibrator came on and cycled again. “Only good ponies are rewarded.” The woman was standing behind her. “Do you think you have been a good pony?”



Amber could not answer, and she did not know what to say if she could. She had put the boots on and practiced every night. Well, almost every night. Well, at least most of the time. She had worn the cincher and pulled it tight, well pretty tight. But she had refused to wear the shoes. She had not been prompt. Was that enough to overcome the failings? Amber said nothing. She looked back as best she could.



“As I thought. We really need to do something about your obedience, don’t we?”



Amber hung her head. She had tried to be good. She had wanted to be good. But it was not fair to expect her to be under control all the time. That was not what she wanted. She wanted to have her life but be able to give up control now and then. Did it have to be all or nothing?



The woman unfastened the reins. She turned and walked pulling the reins and Amber behind her. Amber stumbled at first but then caught the pace and kept up. They crossed to another corner of the club. Amber saw a pillory. There was a wooden board with a large hole in the center and smaller holes to the sides. The neck, obviously, went in the large hole. The hands could be secured in the smaller holes. The subject would have to be bent forward at the waist. The woman lifted the top bar on the pillory and pulled Amber’s neck down into the hole. Amber expected her to release her hands and put them in the other holes, but she did not. She just lowered the top bar trapping Amber’s neck. Her hands remained fastened high on her back.



This was not a comfortable position. At least with hands in the stock an occupant could reduce pressure on the neck. Amber tried to complain but the woman paid no attention. “Maybe I should just beat you. Would you like that?” The woman had a flexible looking cane in her hands. Amber liked being restrained. She liked being controlled, but she did not like the idea of being beaten. She did not think she was going to go along with that idea. She shook her head back and forth vigorously.



“Are you prepared to be a good pony?” Amber shook her head up and down. She was going to be a good pony. She didn’t want a beating. The woman smiled. “Ok. This time.” She held out a hand and lifted Amber’s chin. “I am going to let the vibrator amuse you for the next hour. You will not cum. Is that clear?” Amber nodded her head up and down. “If you cum you get five strokes of the cane. So, you can see, you completely control your destiny.” The cane had a curved handle. The woman slipped the handle of the cane around one of Amber’s bit arms. “We will just keep it here handy in case you forget.” Amber gasped.



The vibrator came on. Now Amber was completely conflicted. Previously she had wanted nothing more than to reach climax. Now it was a different matter. She had seen enough of what goes on in the club to have little doubt that the woman would use the cane on her. She also knew that nobody here thought anything wrong with that and nobody would interfere. She was unable to help herself and would have no way of preventing the caning if she climaxed. So, there she was, fighting the excitement, doing everything she could to resist the temptation to let go and get what she so badly needed. She was not sure how bad a caning would be, but she did not want to find out. She tried to think of other things, she tried to keep from cuming. She was having a very hard time of it.



Just when she thought all hope was lost the torment stopped. She sighed and tried to gain control of herself. How long had it been? The worst part of being under control was the loss of time. Amber had no idea how long that had taken but she suspected it was minutes not hours. To make matters worse word of her ordeal had spread and she was gaining an audience. She did not want that now. She remembered the cheers when she climaxed on stage. She imagined that if she climaxed again, now, there would be cheers. Then they would all stand around and cheer the woman as Amber was caned.



But they didn’t wait. When the vibrator sprung to life again there were cheers. As it continued to work on her and she danced and moaned the enthusiasm of the crowd grew. Some were rooting for her, others were taunting her. She could hear wagers being made. She had never felt so humiliated in her entire life. She imagined that some of these people might be customers that she would be required to wait on at work. Would they say something to her? Would they look down on her? How could she handle that? Here it was one thing, in the regular world, another thing all together.



To Amber’s relief she survived the second cycle. She was not sure if her shame over her predicament helped or made her more excited. She was having a lot of trouble reconciling her emotions.



After about eight cycles, Amber lost track. She had tried to put her mind in another place. She had tried to ignore the sensation between her legs, but the infernal device seemed to be able to read her, as if it knew when it had overcome her resistance. It also seemed to know when she could not take it anymore and when she was on the very verge of exploding. It would have taken so little at those moments to send her crashing, but it did not. Instead it would give her the false relief of stopping. When the hour was finally up, and the woman had returned Amber did not know what to think. There was the relief at having avoided the cane, but there was the frustration after having been driven to such a level for so long and then being denied.



Now that the vibrator had stopped, and the hour was up Amber really wanted to do something about her frustration. But she was helplessly restrained, belted and locked in place.



The woman left Amber in the stocks for a long time. Amber did not know how long. She was so happy when she was finally released. “I want to see what you have learned during your nightly training.” She held the reins and moved Amber onto the dance floor. Things had thinned out a little and the woman was able to find a place to the side where she could put Amber through her paces. The voice on the training routines was that of the woman so this felt normal and natural. At first Amber was self-conscious because people were watching, but the woman gave her a stroke across the thighs with the end of the reins and told her to focus. It didn’t hurt, but it got her attention. She focused.



Amber must have done pretty well because the woman told her she was making good progress, and she stroked the side of Amber’s head. Amber felt very proud.



Finally, the evening was at an end. Amber was exhausted. Frustrated, but exhausted. She couldn’t wait to get home. Her thoughts were all about getting the cinch removed and being able to touch herself. The woman unclipped Amber’s arms but did not remove the cuffs.



The woman held Amber’s reins tightly and directed her face to hers. “When you are released from your cinch and boots in the morning you are not to touch yourself. After your shower you will replace your cinch and you WILL wear the nice heels I gave you.” Amber gasped. Just to make sure you will, I have arranged someone to help you. Amber did not want that. She did not want somebody else coming into the sanctity of her home and “helping” her. Let them knock on her door. She would not let them in.



Amber did not like the suggestion that she had to be more obedient. However, if the last time at the club had been exciting, tonight had been off the scale. She needed more of this. But she didn’t want to be controlled all the time. Would she still want this if she could not cheat? She wanted it, she needed it. She would just have to find ways to cheat so she did not get caught. Just the thought of sneaking some unauthorized pleasure was exciting. Amber tried to put it out of her mind. She was just making herself more frustrated.










Chapter 5








Amber was glad to get home. She was required to sleep in her cincher and pony boots anyway, so there was just the bikini top, collar and bridle that she could remove before going to sleep. The bridle was a bit of a challenge. Amber had tried to remove it when she got back to her car but finally gave up and drove home bridled and bitted. Only with the help of her bathroom mirror could she find all the buckles and finally get it off. As she dropped it onto the counter in her bathroom she pictured herself being stopped by the police and trying to talk. It was funny now. Would not have been in reality. She had been foolish. Was she being foolish about a lot of things? Letting fantasy become reality can be very dangerous. She chided herself as her hands caressed the strap between her legs and longed to get below its confines. She was very frustrated, she had been brought to the edge so many times this evening and not allowed fulfillment. That was just unfair, but she was just too tired to give things much more thought tonight. She collapsed on her bed and fell asleep. She would reevaluate everything tomorrow. At least come morning she would be able to release the cinch and let her fingers deal with her frustration.



Amber woke with a start. There was somebody in her room. There was somebody sitting on the edge of her bed. Amber’s eyes sprung open and she almost screamed. Then she stopped herself. It was a young woman. No older than Amber and quite small. The girl was almost naked. She wore a cinch around her waist, similar to Amber’s, but tight. Much tighter than Amber’s. Amber gasped. She had metal cuffs on her wrists that were joined with a light chain about eighteen inches long. Around her neck was a shiny chrome collar. Her mouth was covered by a flesh colored panel and on closer inspection it was clear that the panel held something in her mouth.



Amber was still adjusting to the girl being in her room when the girl signaled for Amber to get up. Slowly Amber sat up and swung her legs over the edge of the bed. The pony boots always felt heavy in the morning and she was always happy to get them off. Amber slowly got to her feet. The girl put a hand on Amber’s upper arm and turned her around. Amber followed the lead. Amber felt her arms pulled back and heard a click as her wrists were locked in metal cuffs. Amber had said nothing, and still did not. Amber decided that she was still asleep, and this was a very kinky dream.



The girl began opening the buckles on Amber’s cinch, followed by her pony boots. As the belt fell away from between her legs and the dildo was retracted from its nest, Amber shuddered. This was so exciting. Amber tried to move a hand around to touch herself, but the cuffs kept her target out of reach. The girl led the now naked Amber into the bathroom. Keeping her arms still cuffed behind her, the girl turned on Amber’s shower and cleaned Amber’s body from head to toe. When she soaped and washed between Amber’s legs Amber moaned and pushed her hips forward. The girl was efficient, but careful not to let Amber take advantage.



When she had finished she toweled Amber dry, then dried and brushed Amber’s hair. Amber was becoming unhappy with this dream. Her dream should include more attention to her sexual needs. That was just not happening, this was all too utilitarian, and Amber’s level of frustration was promising to explode.



As Amber sat at her dressing table looking into the mirror she watched the girl wrap the waist cincher back around Amber’s waist. It had only been off for about half an hour, and Amber did not want it back on. This was pretty clearly not a dream.



“No, I need that off for a while. I don’t want to wear it right now.” The girl paid no attention as she quickly fastened the clips in the front. Amber sighed with the pressure as she felt it constrict her waist. But, the girl was not happy. Amber felt the girl’s hands on the lacings. The girl pulled and worked the lacings tightening the cincher. She would start to pull, then wait for Amber to exhale, then pull again. Amber thought she was going to pass out. “This is too tight. I am going to faint.” Amber wondered if the girl could even hear her. There was no reaction as she finished with her work.



Amber did not want to follow the girl’s directions, but there was something in Amber that made her continue. The girl’s hand moved between Amber’s legs and began to stroke her clitoris. Amber was now very wet. Amber stood on direction, anything to make the touching continue. She felt the strap pulled up between her legs and felt the large plug once again worked up into her body. It felt very good as it moved up inside her. Amber responded by squatting slightly to try to get more pressure on the now welcome intruder. Amber looked down to see if the girl was going to continue the work on her clitoris. Amber saw that there was something different about the plug. Around its base there was something that looked like a rubber cup or the top of a funnel. Amber watched as the girl carefully fit the rubber piece between her lower lips.



To Amber’s distress the attention to her pleasure bud and lips stopped as the girl fed the strap through the buckle on the front of Amber’s Cinch. Using the roller buckle for leverage the girl pulled down and closed the buckle a full notch tighter than Amber had ever set it. “No. TOO TIGHT!” Amber complained, but the girl had already pushed the strap ends over the posts locking it in place.



Amber twisted her arms in the cuffs. She felt like she was being cut in half. It also felt as if the plug was twice the size it had been before. She really needed the strap loosened. She also needed the lacing on the cinch loosened. She tried to communicate this to the girl, but the girl paid no attention. Amber looked at herself in the mirror. She knew that all the buckles and straps on the cinch and the strap through her legs were locked in place. She doubted the girl could even open them. Amber sighed. This was going to be a very very uncomfortable day.



The girl retrieved the black pumps from where Amber had left them in the closet. Quickly the girl knelt and placed first one and then the other on Amber’s feet. Amber was still squirming in discomfort over the cinch as she heard the straps close and lock on the shoes. She had never worn those things to work before and she did not intend to start today. She would have to wear them, but she did not have to go to work. As soon as this girl left she was calling in sick.



Amber expected the girl to leave at that point, but she did not. The girl opened a small case and withdrew something. Amber watched with fascination and then horror as the girl approached her with a chrome collar just like the one the girl was wearing. Amber shook her head back and forth and took a step backwards. Her legs pushed up against her bed and she involuntarily sat down. “No. I am not wearing that.”



The girl held the collar open as she stepped forward. “No way!” Amber twisted away from the girl’s reach.



A horrible pain shot through Amber’s insides. Amber tried to bring her hands around to touch herself, but they were still cuffed. She fell to her side on the bed and curled up into a fetal position. Finally, the shock stopped.



The girl stood holding the collar open. She nodded to Amber. Amber shook her head back and forth and did not move. Another bolt of electricity erupted inside her. Amber had never felt pain like that before. She needed to make it stop. “Ok. Please, make it stop.” It did.



Amber was crying now. She sat up on the bed. The girl continued to hold the collar open. She did not move toward Amber. It was clear. Amber would have to put her own neck into to collar. That was too much. She could not be expected to do that.



For ten long seconds Amber stared at the girl. The girl held her position and stared back. Amber thought about the pain of the electricity that had surged through her most intimate parts. She did not want to feel that again. Amber knew what was required. Amber sighed and pushed her neck forward. She felt the collar close around her neck and heard the click as it locked into place. Amber knew that a bridge had just been crossed.



The girl unlocked Amber’s cuffs and then left the apartment. Amber briefly wondered how she had gotten in and how she left but her curiosity quickly focused on her own body.



The cincher was very tight, too tight for Amber’s liking. She liked the way it pulled in her waist, but she was having trouble breathing. She needed to loosen it a little. She reached around behind her looking for the lacings. She could feel that it had been pulled to only two inches separation. Amber had always kept it at about four and thought that was tight. She tried to find the knots on the lacing, but they were locked under the waist strap. She walked over to her mirror and turned her back looking over her shoulder. If Amber wanted to loosen the lacings she would have to cut them. And even then, the waist strap would keep the thing closed around her. Unless she cut the straps too it was not coming off. This was going to be a very uncomfortable day.



Amber’s hand went to the collar. She moved forward to examine it in the mirror. She could only see slight seams where it hinged and where it connected. There was no sign of a key hole, or any other method for releasing it. “How the fuck do you get this thing off?” Escaped from Amber’s mouth as she examined it from all angles. It was tight around her throat. It did not choke her, but she could barely get a finger in between the metal and her neck. It was about an inch and a half in height. It was thick, almost half an inch. It was very shinny. There was a ring hanging down in the front and another in the back. It looked more decorative than utilitarian, but it was heavy and clearly very secure.



She, clearly, could not remove it without some help, and what would she tell someone if she asked them to cut it off? Amber tried to process what had happened to her since her first trip to the club. She had been placed under control and made to perform. She had been provided with exceptional fetish products, but she had no control over when to wear them and how. Instead they had become the product of the control of another. And now, she had been collared. She had read enough stories and gone to enough websites to know what that meant. It implied a significant degree of control, even ownership, by another. That had never been her intent. She had wanted to dabble. She had wanted to play. She never wanted to give up her freedom and be actually owned.



But, she was in her own apartment, had her own job, and drove her own car. This was a game that is all. Amber’s hands went to between her legs. “Damn this belt.” She thought. She was so horny. She had never been this horny before. She was angry at the woman for denying her the normal morning ecstasy. She wished she could figure out how to make that damn plug start to vibrate. She poked and tapped at the end of it, but that didn’t do anything. She could feel slight movement inside her, but not enough to make a difference, at least not enough difference to matter. The woman had control over it. The thought was exciting. Amber needed to get the woman to activate it. Amber realized that she had actually only seen the woman on two occasions, both on her visits to the club. Amber touched the collar again. This game was fun, and very exciting, but there were limits. The woman did not own her. But, she was so excited. She reached back down and fingered the strap held tightly between her legs. For now, she would play along. But one thing was sure. She was NOT going to wear this outfit to work today.



Amber reached for her phone to call in sick. Her computer beeped. She froze and turned toward it. A big red box had appeared on the screen. “Don’t even think about calling in sick.” Amber gasped. Below the words was a picture of the cane the woman had held under Amber’s nose back at the club.



“I can’t go to work like this.” Amber shouted at the computer. “Especially now with a stupid collar around my neck.”



The computer beeped again. “Make yourself ready and go to work.”



“I can’t. I can’t do it.” Amber started to cry.



The computer beeped again. “Good ponies are obedient. Prepare yourself for work. You can do it. And if you are proud you will even find your tips improve.”



Was Amber actually having a conversation with a computer? How did it know what she was thinking?



Amber sat on the edge of her bed. Her hands went again to the collar. She had put her own neck into the collar. From the very beginning of this adventure she had wanted to give over control to another. Now she had done that. But she had wanted to control when she would give up control. Was that really giving control? Her hands went to between her legs. Just thinking about her current condition was making her tingle. If only she could touch herself. What a quandary she was in. Being under control was exciting her on a level far beyond what she ever expected, but the control included denying her the relief that she so desperately needed. No, that was not true. The woman had promised reward if she behaved. All she had to do was be obedient. And that was how it was supposed to work, wasn’t it? She would be punished when she disobeyed and rewarded when she obeyed. She hadn’t really been playing the game right. She had been cheating. Giving up control meant obeying. She had not done that. What would it feel like to really play?



She couldn’t really go out in public like his, could she? She could never envision going out like this, but since she was being ordered to, it was different. At least she would get dressed and see how she looked.



Amber dressed. She paid greater attention to her make-up than she usually did for work. Her blouse had an open collar, so the shiny new accoutrement was clearly visible at the front of her neck, but to Amber’s surprise it looked, if not stylish, very sexy. She rather liked the look. The cincher completely disappeared under her clothing, looking rather as if she had lost weight, her waist was visibly smaller. Others would clearly see that, but not its source. Finally, the shoes, well, they were very sexy. They looked very expensive. They actually looked very good.



She looked and felt over dressed, but the overall affect was not nearly as bizarre as she expected. She had seen all sorts of strange looking waitresses before. She remembered the Goth chick from about a year before. She even had safety pins pierced through her ears. Amber laughed, but it hurt to laugh. The very worst part of this outfit was the restriction on her breathing. She was adjusting to the tight cincher, but she had to keep her breathing shallow. That would be a challenge. She hoped she did not pass out. She stood up and realized that the shoes, although lovely, were going to be hell on her feet by the end of the day. And they were locked on. She could not even slip a foot out to rest it.



Oh well. She would give it a try.



To Amber’s surprise, and relief, her co-workers said nothing. She got a few strange looks, but that was all. She was pretty sure that at least some of them wanted to say something or ask her about the dramatic change in her appearance because a few customers commented. On the whole the comments were not too bad. A regular said: “Must be a hot party later.” Of course, he would notice the difference.



One very confident looking woman made Amber blush. “I am sure your Mistress is very proud of you.” Did she know? Was that a compliment? Amber felt pleased on the one hand, but so embarrassed and humiliated as well. What was happening to her?



By the end of her shift Amber was exhausted. Even though her feet were adjusted to the strict requirements of the heels, they had required more exertion than flats and with her breathing so restricted she was required to breathe much more rapidly. One customer had commented. “Dear, at your age you should not be so short of breath. I hope you are not a smoker. Either way, I think you need to see a doctor.” The tone had been kind and caring so Amber only thanked her, but she could not suppress a deep blush, if the woman only knew.



Amber’s tips were better than usual. It was enough to make some of the other girls look at her more closely.



Amber could not wait to get home and get the cincher off, or at least loosened. At least twice during the day she had thought of seeking help in the kitchen. There were lots of sharp knives that could quickly open the laces. It was not as much that she would be disobedient in doing so, as much as the humiliation she would feel having to expose the cincher and ask for help. And how would she answer when asked why it was locked in place, and why she did not just loosen the laces. She had survived the rest of her outfit. Even her collar had not brought her the kind of humiliation she expected, if anything, its constant presence was fueling her desire. Occasionally she would touch the collar and think about the fact that she had no means of removing it. It symbolized the woman’s control over her. He knees shook and she had to direct her attention back to the task at hand – not before a hand would stray to between her legs only to be frustrated by the feel of the solid thick belt below her dress.



As Amber drove home, the vibration of the vehicle and occasional bumping moved the large plug inside her adding to her frustration. She needed this off. She needed to be touched or at least to touch herself. She had to remind herself to pay attention to the road. Visions of her arriving at hospital locked and cinched in her outfit after a car accident gave her pangs of humiliation followed by waves of uncontrollable desire.



She could hardly walk up the stairs to her apartment – why did she have to live on the second floor?



Inside her own domain Amber quickly stripped away her clothing. Dressed only in her collar, cincher and shoes her hands attacked the strap between her legs. She pulled at the horrible belt wedged tightly between her legs. She tried to get her fingers under it. She already knew it would not work, and it did not.



In despair she collapsed back onto her bed. She put her hands to her face. She shrieked and then quickly covered her mouth. The thing within her had come alive. Amber writhed and squirmed. She pulled her legs apart and arched her back. Her hands went to her breasts. Her fingers found her nipples and began to stroke them. She was already so ready this was not going to take much.



She was almost there. Just a little more. Then it stopped. “REALLY!!!” Amber yelled so loud she expected her neighbors to be knocking on her door to see if she was alright. She was certainly NOT alright. She was a long way from alright.



Her computer screen had come to life. “Have you been a good pony?”



Yes, she had. She had gone to work dressed as she was supposed to. ‘Yes.” She shouted. As much as she hated how tight the cincher was, she had resisted her urges to cut the laces. It was still there. It was still making it hard for her to breathe.



“Did you have thoughts of resisting?”



Amber stared at the computer. Thoughts! Of course, she had thoughts. That was expected. This was not fair. She was not going to play this game if she did not get rewards too.



“Put on your pony boots. Eat the meal in your refrigerator – nothing more, nothing less – go to the bathroom then return and kneel in front of the computer.”



Amber sat on the edge of her bed and stared. The locking straps on the shoes popped open. She picked them up and looked at them. She examined the locking mechanism to try to figure out how they activated. Was it just curiosity or did she want to know so she could try to defeat these locks. After all, the lock on the damn belt seemed to work the same way.



Then she put the shoes down and without thinking about it picked up the boots. Before she realized what she was doing, they were on her feet, tightly laced, and locked into place. The boots felt wonderful after a day in the heels. There was so much more ankle support. Amber also liked the extra height they gave her. Without thinking she began to strut to the kitchen. She stopped and realized that when she had the boots on she automatically fell into the routine she had been practicing every night. She lifted her legs high and walked with a measured pace.



Nothing had been done to release the cincher. That was what she wanted off. She looked at the computer. She pulled at the straps to see if any of them had unlocked. They had not. The cincher was not coming off. She sighed.



Amber opened her refrigerator. It looked like it came from a different apartment. She did not recognize most of what was there. All of her soft drinks were gone. What had they done? She looked in the freezer. Her pizza, ice cream and frozen pasta were all gone.



 In the refrigerator there was whole milk and produce, lots of produce. A container on the middle shelf was labeled Monday. It was a salad with nuts and what looked like salmon. Was that Kale? She hated Kale. Most of Amber’s cooking skills related to her microwave. She did not dislike salads, but she rarely made one herself and only occasionally ordered one. She preferred pasta and heavier fare. She knew she would have to adjust this diet as she got older, but at her age she was good.



At least for today she really did not have much choice. Her kitchen had been stripped of all her usual foods. She would give the salad a try. This was so invasive. It was humiliating that someone else was deciding what she would eat, and she was not even asked. She would have to decide if control over her diet was a deal breaker. It might be. She could not believe the level of control, was nothing to be left to her?



Amber sat at her kitchen table and ate. The salad was very good. She ate it all. She was still hungry. She checked to see what had replaced her snack foods. Her pop tarts were gone. There was no chocolate. She loved chocolate. What had they done with her chocolate? There were raw cashews. She took a handful. She had been told nothing more nothing less, but, she was hungry it had been a long hard day and what wasn’t known wouldn’t hurt.



Amber decided she did need to go to the bathroom. Her current plight did not prevent her from emptying her bladder. She had already figured this out earlier in the day. She had been concerned that she would not be able to go plugged and fastened with the awful belt, but she had been instructed to go naturally so she tried.



What she learned was that the rubber that she saw surrounding the base of the intruder collected the liquids and fed them through a funnel that exited in a small tube from the lower front of the belt. She could hold and direct the flow like a tiny penis, although it was not strong enough to allow her to stand. In the rear there was a ring in the belt positioned over her sphincter. It was pulled very tight and made her buttocks have to spread around it. The ring was large enough to let most waste pass through, and she realized other things could enter. Amber knew that this was a place where a pony tail could be fastened.



Having finished that task, she returned to the computer. She knelt down in front of it as directed. She felt a little foolish doing this. It was her damn computer. But no sooner had she knelt that things started to happen. “Did you perform exactly as instructed?” It was the voice of the woman.



Well, she had not, but so what. “Yes.” She spoke with confidence that she hoped would mask any sense of guilt.



“Are you trying to deceive your Mistress?”



“No Mistress.” Her eyes were down cast now. She was not feeling quite so confident.



“And, what about the nuts you ate? Where those within your instructions?”



How had she known? Amber quickly looked around her apartment. Somehow, they could see her. Then she thought of her collar. It had lights in the front and a small circle right in the middle. It must be a camera. Anything she did could be seen.



“I am sorry Mistress.” She hung her head and shook it back and forth slightly. “I didn’t think that would count.”



“You mean you didn’t think you would be caught. And you have lied to me.” Amber felt tears welling up in her eyes. She had. She had lied.



“What do you think we should do about this bad attitude?”



“Oh, please Mistress. I am sorry. I will be good.”



“There is a gag on the night stand. Put it on. Make it tight.” Amber saw the gag. She quivered in excitement. There was a large leather wedge attached to the inside of a leather panel. Amber pushed the leather wedge into her mouth then started to fasten the straps. One set came from the sides circling behind her head to buckle at the back of her neck. Another piece started as two which came up either side of her nose and then met between her eyes before continuing over the top of her head then fastening into a short strap from the strap encircling her head. Finally, two straps on the bottom sides of the panel went under her chin, crossed in front of her neck and fastened behind her neck. Desirous to please the voice Amber tightened the various straps until the panel was held tightly across her mouth and the wedge filled her mouth. She could easily breathe through her nose, but she would make little sound through her mouth.



Amber was then directed to complete her pony training with her waist cinched and her mouth gagged. She was very happy when the routine finally finished. Amber had done a good job. She was about to remove the gag when the computer spoke again.



“Go to your bed. Some modifications have been made.” The voice was stern as if nothing Amber had done was pleasing.



Amber walked over to the bed. She could not really see anything different.



“Sit on the bed.” Amber complied.



“There is a bar at the bottom of the bed fasten the clip at each end to the ankle cuffs on your boots.” Amber bent forward and found the bar. It was just less than three feet long. At each end of the bar was a simple snap link. Amber fastened each one to the ring on the inside of the cuff on each pony boot. She was so widely spread that it was hard to connect the second clip. Her legs were now held well apart.



“There is a chain at the top of the bed connected to the headboard. Lock it to your collar at the back.” Amber twisted around to look for the chain. As she did she tried to maneuver her legs up. Only then did she realize the bar between her ankles was anchored to the bottom of the bed. A twinge of fear combined with a surge of intense excitement hit her. But she lifted the chain and clipped it to the ring at the back of her collar. Once again, this was easy, and the clip could be easily opened.



“Very good. Now lay back and reach out your arms to the top corners of the bed.” Amber did as directed. “There is a cuff connected to a chain at each corner. Pull the cuffs toward you and fasten your wrists in the cuffs. They will lock when you close them.”



Amber found the cuffs where indicated. How has she not seen all this before? When did they put them here? She knew she should feel invaded. How could she allow this woman to take such liberties with her personal space? But even as the indignation over this was going through her mind she was closing first one then the other cuff over her wrists. The chains went out to the corners of her bed but were long enough to just allow her wrists to meet in front of her face.



Amber enjoyed the feeling of the restraints. She rattled her wrists chains. She kicked her feet enjoying the feel of them being held in place. She sucked on the leather wedge in her mouth. The sense of stimulation was over whelming. She tried to reach down to touch and fondle her nipples, she could not quite reach. Further, as she pulled on the chain from her right wrist it responded by pulling back. She tried to reach over with her left arm, but that chain was now pulling. Amber twisted and pulled at her wrists, but as she did she felt the chains slowly tighten. When they finally stopped she was held on her back, her legs were spread and held at the bottom of the bed and her arms held tightly out to the top corners.



“If you had been a good pony you would have been rewarded. You were not a good pony, were you?” Amber knew she had not been good, but she desperately needed some relief. She would be good now. She would do what the woman wanted, anything she wanted. She was ready to promise anything. But the gag was very effective. Why had she fastened it so tightly? She tried to maneuver a hand over to her head to loosen it. It was beyond her reach. She tried to beg. She tried to plead. She squirmed and pulled.



“I am going to let you think about how bad you have been for a little while and then we will discuss what should happen to you.” Amber did not want to be left to think. What she wanted, what she needed, was some relief. She knew the woman had control over the vibrator. All she needed to do was turn it on. Just turn it on. Amber did not think it would even take very long. But nothing happened. Amber was held on her back. Her hands were held above and away from her body. Her legs were spread, and she had never been so horny in her entire life.



As Amber lay helplessly on her own bed she thought again about this very strange relationship. Was this what she really wanted? She wasn’t sure. It was so terribly exciting, but the woman kept pushing her to new levels. Here she was fully restrained on her own bed, and by her own hand. Sexually tormented all day and still not able to do anything about it. Was this what she wanted? She could only imagine how tremendous her orgasm would be when she was finally allowed to have one. The denial and teasing were almost more than she could stand. No, it was more than she could stand. She needed relief. She needed it now. Amber struggled in her bonds. She pulled her wrists and kicked her feet. None of it helped. She was completely helpless.



After a time, Amber gave up. She had locked herself into this bondage, most of it was held with simple clips, but with her hands chained she could not reach the clips. She was completely under control of someone else, and they were not even here.



Then there was a soft sound and the sensation she had desired. The vibrator had started. But it was so low, so gentle. She could feel it, but just barely. That was not enough to do the job. Maybe if she could tease her nipples at the same time. But she could not.



“It appears your concentration is not where it should be. Let’s see how you are doing in a few hours.”



That was not possible. The vibration was just enough to keep her attention completely on that part of her antinomy, but not enough to take her anywhere. Hours? She could not endure this for hours. Amber screamed into her muzzle. She pulled and thrashed on the bed. Now she wished she could make enough noise to bring the neighbors, but that was not going to happen. She twisted and pulled and jerked at all her bonds. She knew, as it proved correct, that she could do nothing.



Amber tried a different approach. She lay back and tried to put her mind in a different place. She tried to distance herself from the slight buzzing between her legs. She tried to bury the terrible need that had been building inside her all day and which was now raging to be released. She tried to think of things mundane.



It did not work. Her mind was completely consumed with her need. Something she had done so many times. Something that her fingers, and a few available props, could bring on easily, but something that was completely denied under her present circumstances.



Amber wondered if this would go on all night. Did it really matter? If she was left unfulfilled she did not think she could sleep anyway.



The voice was back. “You were such a bad pony today. I am going to let you sleep now, but certainly you have not deserved a reward. If you redeem yourself tomorrow you will be neutral for your errors of today. That will open the possibility of making the next day one of success and reward. Goodnight slave.” The buzzing stopped. The room was dark – how had they done that?



Amber did not think sleep was possible, she had never slept restrained and her needs were still making her crazy, this was all so unfair. She had wanted to give up control. She had loved the excitement of it. The woman made her so hot, so excited, but she was being denied. Not only denied she was being prevented from even satisfying herself. She was just too excited and on hedge, there is no way she could sleep, but she was exhausted, and before long she fell into a deep sleep. Amber’s sleep was filled with wild erotic dreams. Hands were stroking her naked body driving her to the great heights of lust.










Chapter 6








Amber woke to the hands of the girl from the day before. She was once again in her apartment. Her hands were gently stroking Amber’s body. Amber’s arms and the chain to her collar were released. The girl helped Amber to sit up, although her legs were still spread and restrained to the bottom of the bed, the girl gently drew her hands behind her back and fastened them in cuffs. Amber expected this and did not resist. This needed to be a perfect day. She needed to make up for the failings of the day before. Only then could she prove herself to her Mistress.



It felt wonderful to have the waist cincher removed while Amber was washed, never-the-less, she did not complain when it was fastened back into place. Nor did she take any issue with the heels. The collar had remained the entire time. Is seemed that was to be a permanent addition. As Amber dressed and applied her make-up she vowed that she would meet the expectations of her Mistress. She had never in her life expected anything like this. She was not even sure why she was doing what she was, but this whole experience was so heady.



During her time at work she tried to dissect the relationship she was developing with the strange woman who she had only seen twice. She knew she was submissive, and that she needed someone to exert control. But to what extent? Certainly, there was a point when it became unhealthy. Well, when it got there she would draw the line. Everything that happened to her required her consent. Amber had resisted, but she had always consented in the end. At least she told herself she had consented. If it went too far, that would be that.



She behaved herself at work and at home. She ate only what was designated for her. She did everything she was told to do. She performed her pony training almost without flaw. The voice of the woman congratulated her. Even so, she was restrained on her bed, the procedure the same as the night before.



“I will let you think about what you have available to you.” The voice stopped, and the torment began. The vibrator worked her; it was not just a constant tease this time. It would increase and bring her up to a point she was sure she would make it and then it would stop, only to start again sometime later.



If Amber had not been muzzled she would have screamed the walls down. But she was muzzled, and her cries and screams stayed easily within her walls. When she was finally allowed to sleep she thought she was going to go crazy. She tossed and turned for quite a while – well really not much tossing or turning more twisting and pulling. She was once again completely helpless. She had done it to herself. She had fastened all the bondage in place, but once fastened she was helpless. Was she to be restrained every night or was this just to make up for being bad the day before? She did not know. She was not sure she would do this every night. What would happen if she just refused to lock herself up? Amber figured she was going to find out. There was going to be a time when she was just not in the mood and that would be that. She loved the effect the woman had on her, but she was being just too cruel. Amber felt like she was being pushed right to the edge of her limits.



Not surprisingly the girl was there in the morning to release Amber form her bondage, cuff her, wash her, and prepare her for her day. It meant that the cincher was never removed when Amber had her arms free. Only after Amber was cuffed would it be removed, and then only long enough for the girl to wash her. Clearly her mistress did not trust her to put it back on. And, in reality that was a good choice. Amber would have done anything she could to keep that damn thing from being pulled so tight. But, the girl paid no attention to Amber’s protestations, and by the time Amber had control over her arms the cincher was in place, tightly laced, and locked down. Amber was convinced it was getting tighter each day.



As Amber left for work she was so frustrated. She did not think it was possible to feel so sexually in need. For days she had been teased, tormented, and then frustrated. The very idea that her sex was locked up under the control of another only had the effect of making her more in need. Talk about the ultimate ‘Catch 22’.



Amber’s day at work went ok, except that a few comments that would normally have been shed without further thought made her think of sex and her needs. At one point she locked herself in a bathroom stall and cried. She had reached the end of her tether – literally.



She decided that she would go through the drill tonight, but she was petulant at best. If tonight did not reach her expectations she was done.



Only after she was locked to the bed did the voice of the Mistress come onto the computer. “Not wonderful, but acceptable.”



The vibrator started. Would this be it? The voice had been unclear about that. But it kept going and going. Amber felt her climax coming. She prayed that it would not be interrupted. It was not. She screamed and bucked and thrashed about in her bonds. But it didn’t stop. The buzzing kept going. Amber yelled. Amber pleaded, but it kept going. She did not think there was a second climax in her. But, there was. It was huge. She had never felt anything like that. And now she was exhausted.



Amber wished she was able to move her arms and legs. She really wanted to pull herself into a ball, but that was denied her. Finally, she slept.



Over the next several weeks Amber’s life was only going to work and then home to her apartment. At home she was completely controlled being restrained in her bed after finishing her training and eating. She had not even been able to watch television.



But each night there was the potential for satisfaction and that had been enough to motivate her to lock herself in place. Most nights she had been ignored or teased, but enough nights had ended with an exploding climax to keep her at it.



The last night she had been once again teased, but unfulfilled. She went to sleep angry at the woman and angry at herself. This was really unfair. The woman was being cruel beyond belief.










Chapter 7








When the slave girl woke Amber the next morning the computer came on and announced that today she would receive the last part of her uniform. Amber thought the choice of words was interesting. She had thought of this as a costume. How could it be a “uniform”?



After Amber had been washed (still restrained) and her cincher once again tightly applied the girl held up something new. It appeared to be mostly made of metal.



Amber was curious, but concerned as she inspected this new implement. There were two rings of metal. From the size and positioning in the straps it was clear that a ring was meant to circle each breast fitting close to the root.



Amber was correct, and they were fitted to her body. The slave girl pushed each ring over a breast and then used the nipple to pull and work the flesh through and the ring down. The relief of the night before had helped otherwise Amber would be jumping out of her mind with the manipulation of her breasts as the girl worked them through the rings. Still, Amber was feeling warmth grow between her legs. Amber looked down and worried about how she would get her breasts back out of these things.



The two rings were joined in the center and a strap from the outsides of each circled behind her back to hold them in place. Each ring then had a series of light chains, each ending in a brass colored cone. The cone was held over the nipple and the chains adjusted until the fit was tight. Each cone had a D ring set in the end. Amber did not think that very effective in that the cone was only held to the breast by the chains to the rings. She assumed the D rings were more decorative than functional.



From the top of each base ring a strap went up and over the shoulder. These straps met at the back to form a single strap that then joined the strap tightened from the sides. Another strap descended to connect the back strap of the new breast restraint with the cincher.



In her front, each of the rings connected to connecting points behind the breast supports of the cincher.



It wasn’t particularly uncomfortable, but it was restrictive of upper body movement. Any movement to the right or left pulled at her breasts. The strap from the back kept her body erect. She could not bend forward. The rings were tight enough to cause Amber’s breasts to swell but not enough to be uncomfortable. Amber could feel her nipples harden inside the cones. She wondered if she would be able to slip a finger under the cones to reach a nipple. She had already been denied access to her clitoris. Was she not to be denied her nipples as well?



Amber was not sure she wanted to wear this to work. She was not sure she wanted to wear it at all. She worried about the artificial look of the nipple cones, even under her clothing. So far, her undergarments had been almost impossible to discern this would not be the case with these.



As the slave girl finally released her wrists and left, Amber decided she needed to re-think this entire thing. All of this had been fun – and certainly very exciting – but she had never meant to give up this level of control. She was looking for a little adventure and adjunct to her life not a new life, especially one as a controlled slave.



Amber stood in front of the mirror and examined her outfit. On the one hand she really loved the way she looked. But, the new addition was very tight, as was the cincher. Amber was not sure she could even cut them off without some help. She would worry about that after work. For now, she needed to finish getting dressed and get to work.



Amber was very self-conscious, of her pointy breasts throughout work, but thankfully nobody said anything. It ended up being a very busy day at work and that helped take her mind off things.



As the end of the day arrived she began to plan out what she was going to say and do. She would tell the Mistress that she had had fun, but that she was tired of this. If the relationship had to continue with this level of activity, then Amber was through. She sensed that the Mistress would not compromise. That meant that whatever relationship they had had was about to come to an end. The thought made her sad. Amber had had relationships with men that she had finally broken off. She always knew the relationship was over weeks before it finally ended. She hated those closing weeks. She hated herself for not standing up and ending things more quickly. She always seemed to let things drag on until the end became more painful than needed. She would not do that this time.



As Amber was running through scenarios in her mind she realized that two of the other girls were talking to her. They were going to a nearby bar for pizza and a couple of beers. In the past Amber had been a regular for these events, but the last couple of times she had begged out. It was in violation of her instructions from Mistress.



But now, she was breaking away. She wanted to get back to her old life. She would go. She would certainly welcome the pizza and beer. She knew the food she had been eating lately was healthy, but pizza sounded amazing.



As they headed out for some fun Amber twisted in the confines of her restrictive under outfit. She wished it was not there. She wondered if she should say anything about it. She decided that was not a good idea. If the girls knew what she was wearing they would want to see. Then there would be nothing but talk about what she was wearing. And that talk would go on for weeks, months, maybe forever. When she had received questions about how her moving so stiffly, she said she had worked out and was very sore.



She would have a good time with the girls. She would drink up some courage and then she would go home and end this little chapter of her life. She would love to keep some of her outfit, but she was not one who kept gifts at the end of a relationship. No, the outfit would be gone, but she would return to her life.



Amber decided she needed more liquid courage. She had finished three beers but that was not enough. Three beers later she was feeling up to the task. But by that time, she had started talking to a young man – Bill or Bob. Good build, not overly self-absorbed. Amber found herself thinking about taking him home, and being in bed with him, before she remembered what she was wearing. That realization removed the effect of at least two beers.



In the end she had exchanged numbers, given him a kiss and then caught a cab. He had offered to take her home, but she was sure that would lead to a situation filled with very embarrassing questions. Halfway home she wished she had brought him with her. He seemed understanding. She was sure he would help her get out of what she was wearing. After all, wasn’t it the primary goal of all men to see that the wearing apparel of the females was removed?



She looked at the piece of paper with the telephone number in her hand. Maybe she would give him a call. Certainly, if Mistress wasn’t responsive to Amber’s demands for more freedom she would call him. If Mistress refused to let her go, she would enlist his help and she would be free of these restrictive garments. Ok, that worked. That was the plan.



Amber got home and removed her clothing. The locking bands on the heels popped open and she quickly removed them. She knew she was supposed to put on her pony boots and exercise. Actually, she was supposed to have performed her training a long time ago. It was very late. She was very late. “Too fucking bad.” She spat at the computer.



She enjoyed the feel of having her feet free. She wiggled her toes and moved her foot up and down. She had not been able to walk flat footed since she started this little adventure. She found that it hurt to try to go completely flat. She was walking on her toes.



Amber was surprised that the computer had not said anything to her. Clearly the programs knew she was late. Clearly, she was not doing what she was supposed to do. Maybe Mistress realized that Amber had finally been pushed too far. When the slave showed up in the morning she would make her take the rest of this stuff off.



But in the mean time she was tired. She was very tired. Amber stretched on her bed. She moved around from position to position. For the first time in what seemed like a long time she was not restrained. She picked up one of the cuffs at the head of her bed and swung it off the bed and out of sight. She giggled, then she curled up. She soon fell asleep.



Amber could feel her leg and foot being touched. She could feel something being pushed on. She awoke with a start. She was lying on her stomach. Her arms were behind her. Cuffs surrounded each wrist and they were clipped together and then to her cincher. She pulled and twisted at her bonds.



Amber tried to roll to her side and kick her legs apart to stop what was happening. As she shifted she realized that her legs were strapped together with a belt at the knees. The slave was holding up Amber’s right foot and putting on her pony boot.



“No. Stop. I don’t want that.” Amber tried to struggle but had no leverage. The slave stopped what she was doing and looked at Amber.



“Please. Take this stuff off. I don’t want to do this anymore.” Amber did her best to make eye contact with the slave girl as she spoke.



The girl let go of Amber’s leg. The boot was in place and partially laced so that Amber could not shake loose of it.



The slave girl reached into a bag near the side of the bed and withdrew something else. She turned to Amber and spread out what she was holding. It was a hood.



Amber did not want that thing on her head. She was not going to have that thing on her head. She tried to twist away but the girl moved fast and quickly slipped the loose hood over her head.



“NO. Damn it. Take that thing off. FUCK.” She bucked and twisted as she felt herself pushed back down onto her stomach and felt the laces of the hood being pulled and tightened. The hood had slits at the eyes, holes under the nostrils and a large cut away part around the mouth. Amber could see only what was in front of her because the eye slits were narrow.



Then, Amber felt straps being wrapped around her head. She recognized her bridle. She knew the bit would not be far behind. She clamped her mouth shut. But fingers closed her nose and then pushed into the side of her jaw. She opened her mouth as she tried to move her head out of the way, but it was too late. She was bitted. It only took seconds to secure the bit to the bridle. Amber was finished talking. She tried to scream but the sound that came out gurgley. It was so lame she stopped.



The girl then returned to Amber’s legs finishing the lacing on the pony boot she had started with, and then moving to the other leg. Soon Amber’s legs were tightly laced into her ponyboots.



Amber was confused. She had not been taken to the bathroom. She had not been washed and cleaned. She had not been fed. And she was being secured in her pony attire instead of her work outfit. This was all wrong. Besides, she was done with this. She didn’t want to do it anymore.



The girl had not removed the belt around Amber’s knees, so she had little or no ability to move.



Amber felt a belt pulled around her arms just above her elbows. The girl tugged and pulled until Amber’s elbows were pulled almost together. Amber moaned a complaint, but the bit did not allow her to create words.



With the elbows secure the girl removed the cuffs. She reached back into her bag and removed something else. Amber could not see what was happening, but she could hear and feel it. When she felt something sliding up her arms she knew it was a single sleeve armbinder.



Amber felt her hands slip into the pocket at the bottom of the sheath. She felt the leather against her arms. The girl tightened a strap around the wrists and started to lace up the binder. Only when it was laced up to just below Amber’s elbows did the girl remove the belt from Amber’s arms. It was not needed anymore because the binder was now tight enough to hold her arms.



Amber tried to exploit this small amount of freedom, but it was too late. The girl finished tightening the laces and soon her elbows were back to almost touching.



Amber felt the straps from the top of the armbinder pulled up over her shoulders and then back to be fastened. Amber was completely stuck.



The girl turned Amber over and helped her to her feet. Amber was facing her closet. The doors to Amber’s closet were covered in mirror. Amber took a good look at her full outfit. She really did look like a pony girl. Her knees weakened, and she felt a tingle between her legs.



Amber had wanted to look like this. She had really wanted to be the pony. It was her deepest and most wonderful fantasy – but this was all wrong. Mistress – Ambers suddenly realized she did not even know her name – had started to take control of everything. That was not what she wanted. She wanted a normal life AND a fantasy life. She was not willing to give up her freedom even in return for the joys and excitement. It had been fun, but enough was enough. Amber shook her head.



She looked again at the figure in the mirror. She liked what she saw. She really liked it. She did not want to give it up. But she was not willing to trade ALL of her normal life for this no matter how wonderful it felt. No, if Mistress would not let her play in moderation then it all had to end. She would just have to talk to her. Amber had a hope that she could reason with Mistress. There had to be some accommodation that would fit both parts of what Amber wanted. She would just have to explain it to Mistress.



Amber’s head suddenly jerked to the side. As Amber was staring trancelike at the image in the mirror the girl attached reins to the bit arms at the sides of her mouth. When the girl pulled on the reins the plate on the bit in Amber’s mouth pushed down and the U-shaped bar pushed up painfully against her palate, her head twisted to the side. Amber was pulled not only away from the mirror but back into reality.



Amber released a whine that sounded much too equine. Amber turned and followed the lead. The bit was painful enough to insure compliance.



Amber gave no thought as she was led out of the bedroom and into her living room. As the girl approached the front door Amber suddenly panicked. She was practically naked. She was wearing only the pony outfit. On the other side of that door were her neighbors and ordinary people that knew nothing of her extracurricular interests.



Amber dug in her heels and pulled back. The bit dug into the top of her mouth. It hurt. The girl stopped and turned to her. She smiled.



Then she turned and opened the door. Amber froze. Mistress was standing in the hallway just on the other side of the doorway.



“This is no time to start being shy.” She laughed. She had a large cape over her arm. As Amber was still pulling back on her reins Mistress stepped forward and wrapped the cape around Amber’s shoulders. Then she raised a hood on the back of the cape up and around Amber’s head. Amber was now protected from view unless the person was standing in front of her – or coming toward her.



Mistress took the reins and gave them an authoritative pull. Amber followed out the door of her apartment and into the hallway. What would she do if one of her neighbors saw her? How would she ever explain this to anyone? If that happened she would have no choice but to move out. But nobody else came into the hallway.



Mistress pulled her through the door at the end of the hallway. Amber tried once again to hold back, but she was unable to resist the pull of the reins.



As they left the building Amber saw two large vehicles parked directly ahead at the curb. One was a moving van. There were three men in blue coveralls standing by the back of the van.



The other was an RV style bus. It was shiny and black and looked like something a rock band might travel in. About a third of the length from the rear there was an open doorway. From the doorway a ramp extended down to the ground as if to accommodate a wheelchair.



One of the men in coveralls stepped up to Mistress. He didn’t even look at Amber. Mistress handed him a ring of keys and told him a number. It was the number of Amber’s apartment. He nodded and walked past Amber. As he moved away toward the building the other two men also moved from the truck and walked past Amber and Mistress. They did not pay any special attention to her. Even though she was mostly covered in the cape and hood her face was still exposed and she was fully bridled and bitted with reins extending forward into the hands of Mistress. This could not be something they saw every day. Could it?



Amber had no time to reflect. Mistress pulled on the reins and guided Amber to the ramp leading into the RV. Amber heard her hoof boots clicking and clacking on the concrete walk and then the more hollow sound as they connected with the metal surface of the ramp.



Once inside the RV Mistress opened the cape and pushed it back. Amber felt it lifted from her shoulders. The slave girl must be standing behind her. Amber was once again clad only in her pony attire. She tried to look over her shoulder and out the door to see who, if anyone could see her. She saw nobody.



Mistress pulled on the reins and guided her toward the back third of the RV. Amber was shocked as she first saw what looked like dog kennels. There were four on each side of the aisle, two deep and two high. The front of each cage was a barred door with a large latch on the front. The bars were quite close together.



As Amber was pulled forward she glanced down and was shocked to see a face in the lower left rear most cage. Large brown, sad looking eyes, looked up at Amber. A wide panel gag obscured the mouth of the face. The cage was only about three feet high, so the occupant was clearly kneeling inside. The face was pushed up near the bars of the cage but there was no sign of the girl’s hands. Amber was certain they were restrained behind her.



Another jerk on the reins pulled Amber’s attention back to her own plight. On the side opposite the caged girl a tall metal door stood open. The space revealed was only about two and a half feet wide. It appeared that the entire compartment was about three feet deep, but there were four wide padded bars that consumed half of that depth.



Before Amber could examine the inside any further Mistress grabbed her upper arm and spun her around so that her back was to the interior of the compartment. Amber was then pushed backwards until she felt the padded bars push up against her body. There was one at her neck, a second at waist level, a third just below her buttocks, and the last one at her ankles.



Before Amber could gather her thoughts and react to what was happening a wide thick belt was pulled across her stomach and buckled in place. As Mistress pulled the belt tight Amber realized she was being fastened into the compartment. She did not want that. She tried to jerk forward but the belt had already been pulled tight and she was held firmly in place. There was an indent in the bar that accommodated her bound arms. This made the entire arrangement feel even more secure.



Amber was able to bend forward at the waist and kick about with her feet, but that did not last for long. Mistress next pulled a belt across the top of Amber’s thighs. As the belt was tightened Amber’s buttocks were pushed back over the padded bar. She still had some use of her legs and upper body but the center part of her was now fixed tightly.



“Be Still.” Mistress commanded. Amber felt the bite of a crop on her thigh. It hurt, and she was going nowhere. She settled down and looked at Mistress. She needed to tell Mistress that this had gone too far. She needed to tell Mistress that she wanted to be released.



Mistress signaled to the slave girl. The girl knelt and fasted each of Amber’s ankles to the lower bar. Now she could no longer move her legs.



Amber looked at Mistress she shook her head and tried to form words through her bit.



“Now, now.” Mistress reached forward and stroked the side of her head. Then Amber felt another belt fasten around her neck.



“We both know this is what you want. No, this is what you need. You have great promise as a pony girl, but you are disobedient and completely undisciplined.” Mistress continued to stroke Amber. Her hand was working down the side of her head and along her shoulder.



Amber felt that tingle inside her. She was responding to the touch of Mistress. She loved that. But Mistress was wrong. She didn’t want this. At least not this way. She only wanted it some of the time.



Amber jerked and pulled at her restraints. She was going nowhere.



Mistress smiled and then laughed. “No dear. You are completely committed. You no longer have any choice. You will learn to obey and do only what you are told. It will be a painful lesson, but you will learn.” The hand ran along Amber’s thigh.



“Your landlord was so understanding. He agreed to let you out of your lease on only the payment of a one-month penalty. After all, you have to go to Seattle to take care of your sick mother. But don’t worry about the penalty. That has been paid and by the end of the day the apartment will be completely empty.”



Mother? Seattle? Amber’s mother was dead. Both of her parents were gone. And she didn’t know a soul in Seattle. What was that about?



Amber could only stare as Mistress stepped back and closed the door to the small stall. It was a metal door the bottom, thin, shiny, but strong metal. The top was made of bars set about three inches across.



Amber could see that there were four such stalls. Two on each side of the RV. Amber could not see the stall next to her, but she could see that one of the stalls across the aisle was occupied. A blonde girl in full pony attire was fastened tightly behind the door. Amber looked at the heavy latch on the outside of the door. She heard the sound of the latch on her door being closed. Even if she were not restrained she could not get out of the stall.



Mistress turned back to her. “As a person Amber no longer exists. From this day forward, you will be what you have always wanted to be. You are and will be for the rest of your days a pony.” As Amber stared at her she smiled.



“You will be given a new name, but we won’t worry about that just yet. You have a lot of training to complete and, of course, we need to get you properly ringed and branded.” She smiled again. “So exciting isn’t it? I know you want to thank me, but you are now just a pony and ponies do not speak. You will learn that too. Painfully I expect, but you will learn. I have the greatest of confidence in you.”



Amber thought she was going to faint. It would not have mattered. She was fully restrained. She felt numb.



The Mistress was gone and had closed a door leading back into the back part of the vehicle. Three tightly restrained and controlled slaves could only look at each other and wait at the mercy of those who controlled them.










Monthly Switch









Chapter 1








John Lasig hated being the bottom. He wasn’t a submissive. He was a dominant and that is the role he should always play. It was, after all, the normal role for him. Moreover, Melissa was a natural sub. He knew it the very moment he had met her. It was something in her eyes, the way she looked at him with a sense of the potential for surrender.



After all, he was a very good-looking man. He was 6’3” tall with a 260-pound body that he kept in top shape through daily exercise. He had good muscle definition while avoiding being too bulky. His dark hair lay perfectly with just a slight wave. Women were always attracted to him, but he was very particular about what he was looking for. While he could bed most women, what he really needed was to dominate his woman. Even that was not that hard for him, because most women naturally gave in to him. The problem was he also did not like his women to be too weak. It was no challenge to tame a cowering simp. The brighter and stronger the woman, the more he enjoyed gaining and exercising dominance over her.



That is a part of why B&D was so important to him. The greatest thrill of all came from placing a strong woman in bondage. When she realized that she was completely helpless and that he could do with her as he pleased, no woman could resist a twinge of fear. He needed that fear.



He also needed a woman who would be a challenge. His early experiences had been disappointing. So many of the women who had consented to bondage with him had either caved in and used their safe word before he even had them reasonably secured or would lay limp and useless if he so much as draped a rope over their body. Those experiences had been more frustrating than no bondage at all.



That is why Melissa was so important to him. She was normally a very strong assertive woman and she fought like a wild cat when he restrained her. He loved that. Even when he placed her in a tie that she knew, from prior experience, was completely inescapable she would not accept that fact until she had wiggled and pulled at ever bind, worked her hands up every rope in reach looking for a knot to manipulate, and twisted her body into contortions looking for just a small fraction of slack. He loved to just watch her struggle knowing, he hoped, that escape was impossible. And sometimes she surprised him. He even loved that.



That had added to the pleasure and the challenge for both of them. For the first three years of their relationship she somehow managed to escape almost half of the time. He should have been frustrated and disappointed, but he was not. He learned from his mistakes, not the least of which was to never ever underestimate her. He got better and even though her skills also increased, the improvement in his skills tended to render her increased ability moot. Now, when he tied her she stayed tied – well, most of the time.



He wondered now if he should have made purposeful mistakes more often so that she could escape on more occasions. That really would not have worked. She was too smart for that. She would figure out what he was doing, and it would spoil it for both of them. What happened instead was a new demand from her. One he did not like, but finally gave in to. Once each month, on the fifth of the month, he would be the bottom and she would be the top. She would restrain him and have her way with him, unless he could escape. His bulk and musculature meant he was far less able to contort his body, but he developed his own techniques. He learned that he could expand his muscles when she was tying him. That would create slack he could later use to maneuver knots within reach. She had upped the game by buying and utilizing leather belts and straps that she could buckle tightly. Then after she had him secured, she could rework the buckles taking up the slack and tightening things up.



She had also taken to gagging and hooding him right from the beginning. She would remove the gag later if she wanted him to do something, then quickly put it back in. She said that it helped moderate his tendency to try to “top from the bottom.” He knew she was right about that, but he hated it all the same.



He had threatened to stop being the bottom. He had even refused on one occasion, but she then refused him for the entire month until the fifth of the next month came around. He was more than willing to submit on that occasion and she made sure he suffered that time. She claimed the monthly switch was a necessary safety device. He would always know that whatever he did to her could result in payback later. Not that either of them were at all inhibited. She seemed to love being the bottom, and he would never do anything to really hurt her, so in that sense it did not make sense, but it seemed to make her feel safer and that was important, so, he agreed to it and they had stuck by this schedule for the last year and a half. The first switch had happened on their honeymoon. She had made it very agreeable and even romantic which had eased his fears. They had then fallen into a routine. The date was fixed. Just like his actions with her, he managed to escape at least half of the time at the beginning. But, she got better.



This month, however, was troubling to John. He had tried to get Melissa to agree to change the day of the switch, but she refused. She said that it was important to “tie” it, her words, to the date and make it sacrosanct. She told him that she felt that once they started messing with the scheduled date, the arrangement would lose its value. And, there was the rub. Today was the fifth. It was bad timing because it was also the date of the major annual fetish party. He had really wanted to go to the party, but not as a bottom. He had carefully avoided raising the subject of the party with Melissa out of fear of how that would end. Even though he and Melissa did not engage in their mutual kink with other people, they did know other people in the community and other people knew them. John wanted to go to the party, but not now.



John could not picture being led around the party as the sub. It would not even work if he were hooded, because he and Melissa were supposed to be monogamous, so everyone would know it was him. Supposed to be monogamous, why had he thought about that? They had been pretty true to one another, at least until about four months ago when John had met Julie.



It had started innocently enough. Doesn’t it always? He had met her through work. They would have coffee together. Then it was lunch. Later it was time in the afternoon which is when things got a little steamy. John had not seen it as cheating, after all it had just been straight sex. That meant to him that the relationship with Melissa was safe because their “thing” was still protected – until it wasn’t. Sex for John could not stay separate from bondage. As he used to do in his dating days he started simple with just a few simple ties when they met for their trysts. Julie got into the scene. She loved playing the captured heroine. John sensed in Julie a real potential.



That was really as far as it had gone. He had talked to her about other things and he would love to get her in their playroom, but . . . that didn’t seem likely.



That is where he was right now. He really felt guilty standing naked in his and Melissa’s playroom thinking about Julie. He tried to bring his mind back to the moment. Melissa had installed the CBT device she had bought. This was the latest of her control measures. Once he had cum, he had little interest in continuing their games. He had tried to control it, in fact, he had thought being the bottom would be enough of a turn-off for him to keep him from it, but that was not the case. It turned out that bondage turned him on. It turned him on whether he was the top or the bottom and when he was bound he could not control the action. That made him more susceptible. An experienced Mistress would be able to read the signs and control him, but Melissa was not experienced – yet.



So, her approach had been to purchase the device. He did not know whether she had had it designed or bought it off the shelf. It was stainless steel. A thick clamp fastened between his body and his cock and balls. Then a small metal sheath slipped over his cock and fastened to three small rods protruding from the clamp where it locked in place. The device came with a number of different sheaths that she could employ. The normal one simply curved downward and narrowed in girth, thus, it prevented him from getting erect. One of them curved into a complete U shape. This one allowed plenty of room for his cock to harden, but no room for it to expand. He thought it would be preferable to the former one, but he found it was actually painful. Another, which he hated looked like the normal curved cover, but was imbedded with spikes on the inside. Not sharp, the on the sensitive flesh of his penis, very painful. He had asked Melissa to never use that one again. She smiled and told him so long as he was a good boy he had nothing to worry about.



Another clamp fastened around his scrotum just above his balls. This clamp had a loop, which allowed the connection of a leash to lead him. From the first time that she had installed it on him, Melissa utilized this method for leading him when he was under her control. She called it the ‘come along’. And, it worked. When she had that thing in place he would go wherever she was pulling. He had considered placing its use off limits, but he knew if he did she would respond by restricting his use of something he enjoyed that might scare her. And she had not actually hurt him with the come along, only scared the shit out of him. Right now, a leash line from the ‘come along’ to a wooden post in their playroom kept him near one wall.



His arms were free, but he respectfully held them to his sides waiting on her next direction. That is, except when he saw she was busy doing something else and he eased a hand over to maneuver the ring around his balls into a more comfortable position. He didn’t touch the leash.



Melissa was back, standing behind him. “Arms behind you, hands to the elbows.” He followed her direction. He knew what was coming. It was a leather armbinder. When his arms were in the correct position she pulled it up over his arms until the outsides reached the middle of his upper arms. She fastened straps around his arms just above each elbow. Then, she added another thick strap over his arms as they lay parallel behind his back.



The leather of the binder was folded over the tops of his arms and laces were applied. The laces started in the middle on the top of his arms and then worked through the holes in the leather up to the crook of the elbow and then up the inside of the upper arm. After she had both laces in place she returned to the middle and worked the laces back along their length removing the slack and pulling them tight. He had worn this damn thing once before and knew it to be completely inescapable. If anything, it felt tighter this time than last. He had inspected it a couple of times and saw that it also had a number of rings and buckles for attachment of other things. She had not used any of those on the previous occasion. She tightened the lacings, his arms were now officially out of play. His hands were enclosed within the restraint, so he could not even use his fingers – if there was something to use them on.



Melisa fastened a wide posture collar around his neck and pulled the straps tight at the back of his neck. She fastened another leash line to a ring in the front of the collar and connected it to another ring in the post. He sighed realizing that she was in control from this point forward, unless, and until he wimped out and used his safe word. He had never done that and did not want to start now. She had not “safe worded” out. It would be unthinkable for him to be the first to surrender. No way. What could she do that he could not endure?



She was at his feet, signaling for him to lift his right leg. He did. He could not look down because of the posture collar, so he could not tell what she was doing. He felt her guide his foot into what felt like a boot, but as his foot slipped to the bottom it did not go flat. The inside arch was slanted down like the arch in a woman’s high heel shoe. And from the feel of it, a very high heel. He was not into cross dressing and did not want her putting him in high heels. He felt her snug up the material on the boot all the way to just below his knee.



“Hey.” He said. “No women’s clothing.” She stood up and walked to one of the cabinets in their play room. When she returned she was swinging a ball gag by its strap.



“Silly boy. These are not women’s shoes. But good slaves don’t question their Mistress.” He felt the sting of a crop on his buttocks. Not too hard, but enough to send the message. He was doing it again. She held the gag up in front of his mouth. He tried to turn his head away, but she pinched one of his nipples with the other hand and started to twist. He opened his mouth and she popped the gag in. It was quickly buckled behind his neck. “Now, where was I?” She said as she returned to the boot and began lacing it up. When she had finished the lacing, she signaled for him to raise his left foot and then repeated the process.



When she was done, he was standing almost six inches higher than before. The boots were the equivalent of a four inch heals on top of two-inch wedges. His foot angled forward onto the toes with all of his weight carried on the balls of his feet. He could feel that the arch was made of very strong material. “Don’t lean back.” She warned. “There is no heel on these, so you need to keep your weight forward on the toes.”



“What?” He tried to say, but it came out completely garbled. He lifted his right foot and could feel that the boot was heavier than a normal boot. When he lowered the boot, he heard a clicking sound like metal on the cement.



Melisa quickly connected a strap around each of John’s ankles over the boots, snapped locks onto each strap and then connected them with a short hobble. As soon as she finished John tested the range and found it to be only about twelve inches. It was a good thing they didn’t have to go anywhere.



“Don’t go anywhere, I’ll be right back.” She said as she giggled and walked out of the room. John could not see her pull out her phone and send a text. All it said was “Green.”



Melisa went to the bedroom she shared with her husband. His cell phone was sitting on the counter. She picked it up and sent a text. “I am loose. See you in an hour.” She giggled at her choice of words. She clicked through his phone checking for other text messages he might have sent. There was nothing problematic. She checked his pictures. There were several pictures of Julie. “Such arrogance” she thought to herself. She selected one of them and sent it to someone.



John tested his restraints. He twisted his arms inside the binder. It was tight, and nothing moved. He tried to move his fingers around to see if he could find something loose. He could not. He tried to look around, but the posture collar held his head high and made sure he could not turn it from side to side. To look at anything other than what was in front of him he had to turn his entire body and that action was limited by the two leashes, one at his balls, and the other at his collar. They were only 18” long, so to see anything other than the post and the wall he had to step right up to the post.



He tried to test the feel of the strange boots. He lifted one foot then the other. His weight shifted backwards, and he tried to catch it with the pressure of his heel, but there was no heel, only open space below where a high heel would extend if it were truly a woman’s shoe. As his body fell backwards he tried to push his foot back to catch himself, but the hobble pulled it up short. Then he came to the end of the leash line attached to his collar. That stopped the backward motion of his upper body, but his lower body instinctively moved backwards only to be suddenly jerked to a halt by the leash to his ‘come along’ ring. As it extended and jerked on his balls he saw white dots in front of his face, but the combination of the two lines had stopped the fall. He managed to get his feet back under him and was careful to keep his weight forward.



He was moving his feet around trying to find the right balance. As he did, he heard the bottoms of the boots making a clip clop sound. “Very strange.” He thought.



Melisa was back. She rubbed a hand over his buttocks. “Did you miss me?” She lifted herself up on her toes and blew into his ear. “Let’s get the rest of your outfit on.” She said. “If we don’t hurry, we will be late for the party.”



His knees went weak. “Party? No.” Nothing distinguishable came from the sounds. He had carefully avoided talking about the party because he did not want to be there as a sub. He certainly did not want to be led into the party. He had seen a few guys tightly restrained in leather being led into such parties, usually by a beautiful petite female. Most pranced along proudly, but every now and again he saw one who did not look happy and even tried to resist.



He even remembered such an occasion about two years ago. The young man was perhaps 25. His body evidenced regular work-outs. John had been impressed at how well he had been secured. A wide collar held his head immobile and pointed forward, so he would only be able to see straight ahead, except that his head was completely encased in a leather discipline hood - he could actually see nothing. Each arm was encased in a leather sleeve. A ring in the wrist of each sleeve fastened to a chain attached to the back of the collar, pulling his arms up high behind his back. He wore a heavy belt, at least 6” wide. It was pulled very tight. A ring from each elbow was attached to rings in the belt. He had no use of his hands, and his arms could not move at all. His fingers could touch the chain that started at the collar, looped first through the ring on one wrist, then the ring on the other and then returned to the collar, but they could not reach the connector on the collar. Even if he had been more limber, the straps holding down his elbows would have kept the connector on the collar just out of reach. Not that reaching would help. It was locked in place with a padlock so that nobody else could help him.



Each of his nipples was pierced with a ring. Bells were attached to each nipple ring. His legs were locked in leather boots that forced him onto his toes – John could better picture the footwear that he himself wore. A short hobble connected the young man’s ankles, but then a chain from the center of the hobble extended up and connected to a ring circling the scrotum. A young woman, less than half of his size controlled him with a leash attached to the scrotum ring. He tried to stop and even pull back a couple of times, but the young woman jerked on the line with what looked like practiced efficiency evoking a squeal and a jump forward as he reluctantly followed the lead.



Melisa had looked worried. She had said to John: “I don’t think he wants to be tied and brought here. Shouldn’t somebody help him?”



John remembered the conversation: “Some people just get carried away with the role playing. They want to pretend they are being taken against their will.”



“But shouldn’t somebody at least check? What if he
 is
 being taken against his will?”



John remembered laughing. He told Melisa “If he is stupid enough to get himself in this fix he deserves it.”



John decided he needed his arms free. He pulled and tugged at the armbinder. He shook his shoulders. Melisa was standing next to him. She wrapped one arm around him and gently flicked his nipples with the other hand.



“There, there. Nothing to be upset about. You love this party and we are not going to miss it just because it’s the fifth. You would never mind parading me around now, would you?” She smiled as she continued to work on one nipple then the other. John felt his cock trying to grow and expand only to be stopped by the metal tube that now housed it. At least she had not installed the spikes. Still, it was not comfortable, and he knew he would not be able to expand as he wanted, no needed.



That was it. He was done. “Ketchup – Ketchup.” He was trying to say, it was his safe word for stop and end this.



“See, I knew you would be just as excited as I am about this.” She pulled a large belt around his waist and started to tighten it. Three straps from the belt were fed through three rings in the armbinder, one a few inches above each elbow and another in the middle. These straps were then fed back through buckles on the belt and tightened until the binder had been pulled tight against the belt. From the front of the belt a strap came up and looped through a small ring in his posture collar, just below the front ring used to attach him to the pole. A buckle on the strap itself received the running end and allowed it to be tightened. From rings on the back of his collar two straps extended down and were fastened to the top rear of the armbinder. They were tightened, pulling up on the binder. A final strap from the front of the belt fed through a ring on the inside of the elbow, wrapped across his abdomen through rings in the belt, then through the ring at the other elbow and back to the front of the belt to buckle tightly. His arms had been secure before, now they were completely immobile.



Two straps from the rear side of the belt framed each of his buttocks before passing between his legs then each secured with buckles at the front of the belt.



“Ketchup, Ketchup.” He was screaming as best he could. What was she going to do? Right now, it was not the party and all of the embarrassment that goes with it that had him worried. He had never seen her like this before. She was completely assertive, and in charge. She had to understand him. She was ignoring him. He had never done that. He had never ignored a safe word. Ever. Well, he did not always react immediately, but he always stopped play. He always – well, usually – removed the gag. Often, he was able to calm his partner down and then be able to continue, but he at least considered the safe word. She was ignoring him. He knew she was ignoring him. It was just because she wanted to take him to the party like this. Well, that was not going to happen. He was not going to the party bound and under control. Even if it was his day, and even if it was his wife.



She was standing in front of him with a tangle of straps in her hand. “You are going to look so wonderful in this.” She was beaming. Actually beaming. He was caught off guard. He settled down a bit and looked at her. She climbed up onto a small step stool. With his height and the addition of the boots he towered over her. Then she started fitting straps around his head. He felt a strap encircle his forehead. He could tell that another wider strap ran over the top of his head intersection the strap around the forehead and down under his chin. Another strap intersected this vertical strap from the back of his head ending in rings at the corners of his mouth. Before tightening the straps, she unbuckled and removed the ball gag.



She was now holding something metal in front of his mouth. “Ketc . . . “. He got out before she jammed it into his mouth. He tried to twist his head back and away, but the posture collar didn’t allow him to move it from side to side and he was at the ends of his tethers so there was no place for him to go. The thing in her hand slid easily into place and clipped into the two rings at the corners of his mouth. Then she tightened the head harness, including the strap at the back of his head, which pulled the device tight into his mouth.



The device was metal except at the sides where it interacted with his teeth. There the metal was contained in a rubber or plastic covered sleeves. The result was that his teeth made contact with a pliable material, but they also had no purchase on the bar that ran through the sheath. This bar had a clamshell shaped piece facing forward. As soon as she had popped the thing into his mouth, it had expanded lodging behind both his upper and lower teeth and forcing his jaws apart.



“Fun, huh. It is spring loaded so that it can open, if you let it, but once open it cannot close, at least unless I let it. So, you need to keep your mouth pressed against it at all times.” He tried to say something, but he heard a click and felt the device open another notch. He froze and held his mouth as still as he could. Even if this thing had not been clipped to the rings in his harness, there was no way he could have gotten it out of his mouth. “When I decide, I can lock it in place, or even give you some relief, but for right now I think you should be very careful with that mouth of yours. Just think about how that mouth gets you in trouble.”



He stood frozen in place. Where did this devilish thing come from?



But there was even more to this thing in his mouth. From the back of the bar, a U-shaped piece of metal extended back far enough to almost cause him to gag. It moved up and down with the movement of his tongue. As it moved up and down with his tongue, short levers extending on both sides of his face, and through the rings in the head harness moved with it. It was clear that the opposite would be the case. It was a bit, and with reins connected to the sides, it would allow pressure to be applied to his tongue. It all suddenly made sense. She was making him up as a pony.



“I hope you are pleased. After all, I got all these new toys just for you.” She was standing to his side, running her hands over his body. Her right hand was caressing his nipples, teasing one and then the other. Her left hand was working his buttocks.



Ok, that was feeling good. She tweaked a nipple, it didn’t hurt, but surprised he gasped. There was a click and the clamshell in his mouth expanded a notch. “I would keep my concentration if I were you. I have never tried it, but I understand that thing can get very uncomfortable.” Her mouth was now on his nipple. She was licking and teasing it. He pulled his attention to his mouth. He did his best to hold his head without any movement concentrating on keeping pressure on the invader. He really didn’t think it could expand much more, but he did not want to find out.



“You are making such a fine pony, but we need more, don’t we?” She walked away.



What was she going to do now? He could not imagine anything more she could do. He was very helpless. Had she understood his attempts at using his safe word? Was she just ignoring him?



She was back. She disconnected the leash to his come along, fed it through his legs and started to walk him back away from the pole. At least she was walking his lower half back. His neck was still connected to the pole. This caused him to bend forward at the waist. When she had him well bent over, he felt her fingers on his anus. She was rubbing something on, and in, her fingers invading his body. In all of his sexual experience and games, he had never been invaded there before. He was shocked. He tried to move forward and straighten up, but she was holding the leash in her hand and as he tried she gave it a firm jerk to the rear. He responded by squealing and moving back. The clamshell clicked again. He was now even further back from the post than he had been before he tried to move. His head was touching the pole because as his body was pulled back he was bent forward the leash on his collar pulling his head forward.



To further control him she stepped onto the chain of the hobble. He would stay in position until she allowed otherwise. He felt pressure against his sphincter. She was pushing something into his ass, and it wasn’t her fingers. He tried to squirm his bottom away, but there was no place to go. His upper body was held to the post by the leash on his neck, his legs were trapped well back from his body with her holding down the hobble with her foot. And she still had hold of the leash to the ‘come along’.



The pressure was increasing. It hurt. He did not want that thing in his ass. He clenched to try to prevent it. “Work with me here and it will be a lot less painful. It is going in you know. You are not going to be able to stop it no matter what you try, so you might as well accept it. Besides, what self-respecting pony would go to a party without his tail?” That was what she was doing. He knew enough about pony play to know what was going on. He also knew she was right. He could not stop what she intended. The more he tried to clench and prevent it the more it hurt. He tried to ease up and relax. That helped and he felt his sphincter expanding. He was sure it was going to tear, but then the thing popped into place. The internal part of this plug felt enormous, but the base was very narrow, and his sphincter was able to close almost to its normal tightness.



This thing was not coming out without help. But Melisa was not taking any chances. A strap from the belt at his back fed through a slot on the top of the new device and was pulled up tight and buckled. As she tightened the strap it pulled back on the edge of the plug holding his tail. This pushed the head of the plug forward deep inside John’s body. He had to admit the effect was highly stimulating. He did not think he would be able to walk with this thing in him, but it was clear he would not be able to get rid of it.



The strap in the back had the additional value of lifting the tail so that it extended straight out from the plug before dropping down. A much better look for a proper pony tail. John did not want that thing in his ass, but what he wanted really did not matter. Most of what she had done over the last half hour he did not want. He especially did not want to go to the party, not in bondage, and certainly not as a pony. He clip clopped his feet in place shifting from foot to foot. He realized he probably made a pretty good-looking pony right now. She had spent a lot of time, and money, collecting all this stuff. How had she done all this without him knowing? She must have planned very carefully. He was completely surprised – and completely helpless. This could be very erotic – but it could be very humiliating. He appreciated her inventiveness, but that did not get rid of his fear or modify his desire to not be taken like this to the party.



But, there was no doubt that they were going to the party. He was not sure how they were going to get there, he, after all would not be able to sit, but he was sure they were going. And more problematic, they would not be able to just slip in, enjoy the party, and then leave unnoticed. This outfit was spectacular. There is no way it would not be noticed. He tried to turn his body, so he could catch her eye. He needed to signal her that this was not good. He needed to signal somehow that he needed this to end, but he dared not move his jaw.



His hopes of being released as well as his hopes of not going to the party this way were circling the toilet, but his hopes to at least avoid recognition were lifted a little as she came back with something leather in her hand. It was a partial hood. The hood covered the back and sides of his head. It left an oval of his face exposed containing his eyes, nose and mouth. It fit snuggly pulling into place from the front and then lacing up the back. It covered almost all of the harness leaving only the rings at the corners of his mouth with their attached bit exposed. He realized this would allow his current bit or other mouth implements to be manipulated, removed and/or inserted without the need to remove this new headpiece.



At the sides, starting over his ears, two leather horse ears extended upward for about 8”. The inside of the hood was padded over the ears and small tubes were inserted into the ear channels. The ears on the headpiece could be turned, they were now pointed forward, the effect of which is that sounds from the direction they were pointed were enhanced, while sounds from other directions were diminished. What John did not know is that the flicking of a small switch on the hood would close the channels to the outside while piping low volume white noise into the ears. The level of the sound was so low that it would confuse the wearer as to its source. However, the combination of white noise and blockage would make all but the loudest of outside noise disappear.



Also at the sides, just forward of the ears, flaps of stiff leather extended forward creating blinkers. They were just long enough so that if pushed together, the sides met in such a way as to completely remove his vision. She closed them now, somehow connected to the two parts with a click, and for John the room went black.



“You look just wonderful. I am so excited about the party. We are going to have so much fun. You wait here.” She patted him on the bottom and flipped the switch on his hood. He did not hear her moving; he could not sense where she was. Was that sound, or was his head just buzzing? He could not figure it out. He stood very still. He could see nothing. He could hear nothing but a low confusing buzzing sound. He could feel the clam relentlessly pressing against the inside of his mouth trying to push his jaw further open. He was helplessly bound and leashed to the post. He would wait for Melisa to return, he had no other choice, and then they were going to the party.



Melisa checked John’s phone. There was a return text from Julie. “On way.” Was all it said. It was about half an hour ago, within seconds of her messaged (from John) to Julie. Melisa smiled and left the house, closing and locking the door.














Chapter 2








Julie had been surprised at the text from John. He had previously complained to her that as much as he would like to ditch his wife and take her to the big party he could not. She knew from prior months that the fifth of the month John was not available. She did not understand exactly why – John had never admitted to her that he was on those occasions the submissive. He did not want to give her any ideas. But he had told her it was a day he had to spend with his wife, so that meant he could not take her to the party.



Julie had never been to a fetish party or event before, but she was interested in going to the party. There was no way she was going alone. Prior to John, she had had almost no involvement with bondage. John had introduced her, and she found it to be very stimulating. She had been timid and tentative at first, but he had been gentle, and she had been responsive, in fact she had been very responsive. When he tied her spread eagled to the bed and worked her body with his mouth she thought she was going to explode. There was something about being helpless, having no control over what was touched or teased, having no way to take the initiative, that enhanced the feelings. She knew there was a lot more to it. She had looked on line a little. Some of what she saw scared her, she did not like the idea of pain, but she trusted John. And he had told her he would never hurt her. Even though the idea of the party made her nervous on one level, it would provide an opportunity to see others who were involved in this activity doing the things they enjoyed. The things she wanted to learn more about and explore.



Thus far her ‘games’ with John had only involved rope and silk scarves used as a gag. He had given her both a leather collar and a red ball gag. He had not put them on her, and she had not yet worn them. Well, that was not exactly true. She had not worn them with him. She had tried them on in the privacy of her bedroom and found the feel to be quite erotic. Collared and gagged she had lain on her bed and let her hands explore her body. She pretended to be a captured slave girl, closing her eyes and pretending that the hands massaging her body were those of her Master. She was ready to use them with John. She was just not sure how to let him know she was ready.



So, when she got a text from John earlier in the day saying he might be able to work something out and take her to the party she was excited. What Julie did not know is that the text did not come from John’s phone but was sent by Melisa by way of a phone app that allowed her to make it appear that John had been the author, and his phone the sender. The app also insured that any reply she sent returned to her phone, not John’s. Julie had been effectively cat-fished.



The next text from John was that he had arranged a special costume, just for her, just for the party. She was excited and texted looking for a hint. The hint was “U look devastating in leather.” Her knees went weak. She had never been able to afford leather. She had a leather mini skirt that she had worn long past its prime, but she felt so alluring in it. A leather costume, just for her? She was tingling all over at the thought.



“? about bitch?” She texted. Now she was getting excited and she did not want things to go wrong.



It was a very long response for a text: “We will not know until close to the party. I expect to have her in restraints with hood. She will not be able to C or do anything. She will not know U R there. U can lead her on her leash. Your outfit will make it grand.”



Again, with the outfit. Should she feel guilty about what she was doing? No. His wife was cruel. She nagged him and refused to make him happy. He needed to be rid of her, he needed to be with Julie. The thought of seeing the bitch helpless, and pulling her around on a leash, was intoxicating. Maybe he would even let her smack her a few times with a crop like she had seen on some of the Internet sites. “can’t wait!!” She responded.



“When I give signal, go to 4
 th
 and Beech. Girl Susan pick U up. NW corner.”



As the day had dragged on Julie could not get the butterflies out of her stomach.



Then she had received the confirming text from John. He had pulled it off. She was going to the party. She was getting her new grand outfit. She was going with John.



It took her less than 20 minutes to get to the appointed place. She did not want to leave her car, so she took Lyft. She did not know this person named Susan. How would she know? Who was she anyway? The only problem with text communications is it did not lend itself to detailed communications.



Julie stood on the corner beginning to feel foolish. She almost called for a Lyft home.



A town car pulled up at the curb and the curb side back door opened. Julie bent forward and looked inside. A woman sat on the driver’s side of the rear seat. She wore a white neatly starched and pressed blouse buttoned to her neck and set off with lace frills at the front over a leather full-length dress. Her black hair was cut to shoulder length and framed a striking face. She wore black gloves that extended to her upper arms. All that was missing was a large hat and a cigarette in a long cigarette holder.



The woman did not speak, but signaled for Julie to get in. Julie felt her body complying. She didn’t even think about it, she just did what this woman indicated. She closed the door and almost immediately the car pulled from the curb and wove into traffic.



Julie started to ask: “Where are we . . .” She was interrupted by the woman placing her finger to her pursed lips, but it was more the look, the look into Susan’s eyes that stopped her mid-sentence. For a long moment she could not pull her eyes away, and then finally, she was able to turn her head forward. She realized that she was trembling. She had a million questions but could not form them on her tongue.



Melisa could not believe that she had been able to obtain the assistance of Susan in this intrigue. Melisa had met Susan at one of the small parties that she and John had attended. These were social affairs that usually involved dinner and drinks, and although the participants were largely people who engaged in BDSM activity, the parties themselves did not involve any outward manifestations of these desires. It was, however, usually not difficult to figure out who was a dominant and who was submissive, although some couples admitted that they switched. In addition, there was no partner sharing or trading. Everyone was monogamous, or at least claimed to be. To be fair, there was some talk of fantasy trips that some had taken to places where they were supplied with slaves, and this activity for some reason was not counted as a breach of any vow.



Susan was one of the strongest most commanding persons that Melisa had ever met. She found herself drawn to the power of the woman.



Three weeks ago, Melisa had learned that John was cheating. She was devastated. She thought he was the love of her life. She had fully and completely invested herself in this relationship. She had let him take control over her in a way that no man had ever before. She had been willing to do anything for him. Anything, that is, except let him cheat. To her, fidelity was foremost. She had considered leaving him. Then she had seen Susan sitting at a coffee shop downtown. Susan had signaled for her to come over – when Susan signaled you didn’t think about it, you did it.



Melisa was not the sort of person who shared her inner feelings with others, but within minutes she was pouring out everything to Susan. Susan listened and nodded. Then Susan asked if Melisa and John still switched their play. Melisa confirmed that they did. Susan smiled broadly, leaned into Melisa and the plan started to hatch. Susan seemed delighted that the date for the switch corresponded with the annual fetish party.



The hardest part for Melisa had been to not reveal what she had learned, and to act as if everything were normal. Several times she had almost slipped. It had not been the moments when he was dominating her as one might expect, but the few occasions during that period when he was being kind and romantic. But somehow, she had held on. Every time she wanted to throw something in his face, she thought about the plan.



The car containing Susan and Julie pulled into an alley behind a number of businesses and came to a stop. Susan exited and held the door as Julie followed. Susan opened what was clearly a back door to a business and held it for Julie to walk through. Julie got a better look at Susan’s outfit; everything looked so sexy – and expensive. Susan was standing 4 to 5 inches above Julie, but part of that was the 5-inch stiletto heels on her beautiful black leather boots. Julie wanted something like that. Julie was besotted by every aspect of Susan’s attire.



Julie remembered that there was a fetish shop on the block(she had never been inside) and assumed, correctly, that this was a back door into that shop. It made her feel special. They were in the back of the shop. It did not have the neat displays for customers, but there were racks of leather clothing, harnesses and other toys. Julie had never been in a store like this before, let alone in this back area. The smell of all the leather was overpowering. The back area was not just for stock and employees. Along one wall were four changing rooms. Through an open-door Julie could see that they were about 10’ square, quite large. The interior dcor matched the theme of the establishment sporting faux block walls with inset wooden beams. The beams were clearly real, but whether they were really set in the wall or applied on the outside she could not tell. Metal plates with large rings set in the beams gave them a very realistic appearance. Julie had to admit she was impressed.



“Time to try on some things.” It was not a question. It was a directive. It was the first time Julie had heard Susan’s voice. Susan’s voice was as strong as the aura that she exuded. She held her hand out toward a changing room.



Julie had gone to one of the racks and was fingering pieces of clothing that she found very attractive. She felt herself getting wet. She wanted to take a few things from the rack. She wanted to point out a few things to Susan, but somehow, she knew that she should not. Instead she walked into the changing room. Susan closed the door behind them. There was a wooden bench against the wall that held the door.



“We have limited time to get you done. Remove your clothing and put them on the bench.” Julie looked around the room for something else to wear. There was nothing. Susan stood still looking at her. Nothing more needed to be said. Julie started to undress. Pretty soon she was standing in her bra and panties. She had neatly folded all her outerwear and placed them on the bench as directed.



Almost as if on cue, there was a rap at the door. Susan opened it and took something on a hanger from a person who was outside Julie’s view. It was leather and shaped like an hour glass. The back had laces and there was reinforced stitching in many places. It also appeared to have a lot of rings and straps hanging from different locations. It was a corset. Julie knew what a leather corset was, but she had never worn one. It looked uncomfortable, but it also looked very sexy. Julie gasped. It was high in the front. There was a clear framework to encircle the breasts.



“Turn toward the wall.” Julie followed instructions. “Remove the bra.” It was clear from the view of the garment that that was required. She did so. Susan took it from her hand and put it on the bench. Susan reached around Julie with the garment. Holding it low to the ground and open, she assisted as Julie stepped into it.



Julie pulled it up over her hips and positioned it so that her breasts fit into the framed area clearly designed for them. The corset was black leather, rich, clearly expensive, but firm, evidencing internal support of some type. As Julie held it in position Susan began tightening the lacing on the back until it held on Julie’s body. It encircled both breasts. Softer material between the framing around the breasts barely covered the top of Julie’s nipples. Julie pulled up on the material to make it cover her nipples. Straps seemed to be hanging everywhere. Julie fingered a few trying to discern where they should go.



Julie began to exam the garment. She was a little disappointed. She had been hoping for something more like the magnificent leather dress being worn by Susan. Something she could wear to events that were not clearly fetish driven. But maybe this was just the foundation garment and there was certainly more.



There clearly was. “Lift your right arm.” Susan had stepped around in front of Julie and was holding up another leather piece. Julie raised her arm and watched as Susan slipped a leather sheath over Julie’s right arm. It fit from just above the top of her hand to just below her armpit. In contrast to the corset this was very soft leather. It laced up the inside of the arm. There was an opening for the elbow so that her arm could bend. Heavier straps closed around the sheath at the wrist, and just above and below the elbow. On the outside of each strap was a ring.



Julie held her arm up and admired the new clothing. “This is pretty cool.” She thought. She could picture wearing this. Susan interrupted her admiration of the leather encased right arm by lightly taking her left arm and applying the mate. Susan buckled each of the straps on the arm pieces. They were not uncomfortable, but held the pieces securely in place.



Just the actions of putting on the arm pieces had caused Julie’s nipples to pop out above the material in the front of the corset. She reached down and pulled the material back up tucking her nipples down. This was going to be a problem. How was she going to keep from showing her nipples to the world?



“I need to tighten up the corset a bit so it fits properly. Reach up and take hold of the dressage bar above your head.” As Susan spoke Julie looked up and saw what looked like a chin-up bar above her. She did not know what a dressage bar was, but this seemed to be one. She reached up and took a hold of the bar near its middle. But as she did Susan reached up and guided her hands to the outside edges spreading them as far apart on the bar as possible. Julie felt the material of Susan’s dress rub against her legs as their bodies touched. But Susan had not just moved Julie’s wrists. Susan had clipped each wrist to the dressage bar.



Susan could see the look of alarm on Julie’s face. Julie pulled at the restraints. “Easy.” Susan said. “This goes much better if we can keep a proper position.” Julie was not sure that made any sense at all, but it was an explanation. Besides, as she twisted her right wrist, examining the way the clip was fastened to the ring on the outside of her wrist then looking from one wrist to the other, separated by the width of her shoulders, she realized that she could not unfasten her arms. Until Susan released her she was stuck. She felt a tingle between her legs. Ok, she was starting to get into the idea of bondage.



“Oh, wait a minute. We forgot the footwear.” Susan said. Julie thought that might be a signal to unclip her wrists, but Susan had no such intention. She instead knelt near Julie’s legs. She lifted one foot and then the other, took measurements. She also placed Julie’s foot down on something metal that she used for additional measurements. When she had all the measurements, she left for several minutes before returning with the footwear.



Julie was able to look back over her shoulder to see what looked like black leather boots. She had been hoping for some special footwear. She had always wanted high leather boots and it looked like she was about to get some. She could see that these boots were black leather and that they were high, but the toe seemed puzzling. Susan’s boots had a sharp pointed toe. The toe on these boots were flared and rounded.



Susan lifted Julie’s right foot and then slipped in down into the opening of the boot. The inside was soft and inviting. As Julie’s foot came to the bottom she could feel the steep incline of the arch. These were very high heels. These would be at least a five-inch heel. Julie hoped that she would not look to foolish trying to walk in these things. The top of the boot pulled all the way up to just below Julie’s knee. Susan lowered Julie’s right foot to the ground and then lifted her left leg, pulling its boot up over Julie’s leg. She then returned the second booted foot to the floor. Julie was glad she was holding the dressage bar; it helped her maintain her balance. Susan slipped around in front and laced each of the boots tight. They laced up the front. When she finished the lacing, straps that were part of the boots fastened at the ankle and at the top of the boot just below the knee. Looking down Julie could see that the strap at the top of the boot covered the knot on the lacing. Each strap had two rings, one on the inside and one on the outside.



Julie was trying to figure out these strange boots. The toe was flared and rounded. The arch was well supported carrying the weight forward, and it needed to do that. Julie recognized that there was no heel. She lifted her foot and tried to get a side view of the boot. She was surprised at how much it looked like the hock and hoof of a horse. “Damn, these were pony boots.” She thought. She had never seen a pair before, but she had seen some pictures of pony girls. Something else she was not likely to wear in real life.



As her mind ran through the few pictures she had seen of pony girls Julie remembered that they were usually restrained. How was she going to lead the bitch wife around on a leash if she was restrained? And she did not like the idea of being restrained in a crowd of strangers. That seemed very dangerous to her.



“We need these gone.” Said Susan as she pulled Julie’s panties down her legs until they were on the floor around the bottoms of Julie’s boots. Then she took Julie’s right hoof (that is what it now was) and moved it to the right where she clipped a line to the outside ring at the ankle strap. She quickly repeated the process moving the left leg to the left and securing it. Julie’s panties lay on the floor between her legs and below her.



Julie pulled her right leg. It did not move. It was anchored. She pulled her left leg. It was tethered as well. She was effectively held in a spread-eagled position. She looked around trying to figure what was happening. As she turned her head to the right she came face to face with Susan. Only about four inches separated their faces.



“From this point your cooperation is no longer necessary.” Susan held Julie’s chin in her hand as she looked straight into her eyes. “However, anything short of complete obedience will be punished.” She paused holding Julie’s chin and continuing to stare into her eyes. “Do we understand one another?”



There was something about the way Susan looked into Julie’s eyes that scared her. What did she mean “obedience” and “punished”? Julie tried to turn her head, but Susan held on tightly. It must be part of the game. Well, it was very convincing. Julie was scared. She wasn’t sure she wanted to go through with this. She loved John, but this was already so much more intense than anything they had done. This was too much. She thought she was going to dress up and parade around at the party. This was too far too soon.



Susan let go of Julie’s chin and she dropped her head. “I don’t think I want to do this.” Julie’s voice cracked a little as she spoke. She did not dare look back as Susan as she spoke.



“That ship has sailed.”



SWISH - - - CRACKK



Julie barely comprehended the sound as her right buttocks exploded in pain. She had been hit with something. Now she really needed to be let go. She jerked and pulled at her wrists. She tried to pull her legs up off the floor, but she was held fast. She looked again at the simple snaps connected to the back of her wrists. Her fingers faced the other direction so there was no way for her to reach and undo the snap.



“Please.” She said in a pleading tone as she looked up into Susan’s face.



SWISSHHH - - - - THRACCKKK - - - AGGAHHAA



There was pain in Julie’s left buttocks and she could not help her reaction.



“First rule. You are now a pony. Ponies do not speak. You will not speak. You will learn how to communicate as a pony, but for now you may nod your head. Do you understand?”



Julie did not want to understand that. “No, you can’t . . .” She started but did not finish the sentence. Susan had pushed something into her mouth. Julie had not seen it coming and the large ball, at least it felt large, was in her mouth, behind her teeth, before she even understood what was happening or had any chance to react. It felt very much like the ball gag John had bought her and that she had worn at home a few times. But here, in this setting, it did not arouse her, it terrified her.



SWISSHHH - - - - CRACKKK - - - - UUGGHHAAA



And, of course there was another painful swipe of the crop, now back to her right buttocks. “I thought you were going to be a smart pony. No talking – not now – not ever.” There was an emphasis on “ever” and Susan put her face once more in Julie’s face. “Now, do you finally understand?” Julie had understood. But after three swipes on her defenseless flesh from the crop she understood even better. She nodded her head up and down. “Good. Now we can proceed to get you ready for the party. We will have such fun.” Julie didn’t think that was going to be true.



Susan adjusted the positioning of the corset then started pulling on the laces at the back. It laced from the waist in both directions, up and down. As Susan pulled at the waist lacing, Julie could feel her waist contracting. It was becoming more difficult to breath. Susan tightened the lacing at the waist, then she worked it up and then work it down taking the slack out of the laces and tying them before going back to the middle and starting over. Two short chrome hooks set in wooden handles aided Susan's task. They allowed her to hook a lace and then pull it tight, then use the next hook on the lace above to move the slack out of the laces.



As Susan tightened the lacing up from the waist Julie's breasts pushed up and out popping out from any coverage by the material of the corset. Julie felt them leave the protection of the covering and looked down as they moved higher and higher. By the time Susan was satisfied with the lacing the corset covered Julie's breasts only from half way below the nipple to the base. It provided support for the breast but no modesty. Julie hoped that there would be more to the outfit, specifically something covering her exposed nipples, but by now, she really did not expect it. And right now, she was not about to ask any questions. Her bottom hurt from just the three strikes.



Satisfied with the tightness of the corset Susan moved on to its many straps. From between the breasts a strap extended up to the front of Julie's neck where it connected to a 2" wide collar, the later quickly fastened around Julie's neck. From the back of the corset a strap on each side went over the shoulder and down past the sides of each breast where it buckled to the front portion of the corset. Another strap in the center of the back fed through a loop on the bottom rear of the collar then back down to buckle at the top rear of the corset.



A wide belt was pulled around Julie's already constricted waist and buckled tightly. Julie's waist must have been reduced to about 17". Given the close confinement of the corset itself, this additional belt seemed silly. Julie was learning that redundancy in bondage was a hallmark of security.



Susan attached a line to a ring at the top of each of Julie's shoulder straps and connected them to the dressing bar. Then she made a careful inspection of her work thus far. When she seemed satisfied she released the clip on Julie's right arm. Julie tried to tug it free from Susan's grasp, but quickly learned that was useless. She was still anchored by her other arm and both legs. She had no room to maneuver. Susan bent the arm behind her back and quickly clicked three lines into the three rings on the arm sheath. When she released the arm, Julie tried to pull it from behind her back only to find that the straps connected to the rings were secured to the back of the corset.



Susan repeated the process with the left arm. Julie gave no resistance this time. After both arms were secured Julie moved them back and forth to test her new restricted range of motion. But Susan was clearly not satisfied. She started tightening the straps that held Julie's arms, pulling and tightening the one from the wrist, then the one below the elbow and then the one above the elbow. She worked from arm to arm and strap to strap.



Julie's arms were being pulled up behind, forced against her back. It was hurting, she was sure they could not go any further without damaging her shoulders, but Susan found another notch in each of the straps. Julie shook her head back and forth and tried to tell Susan that this was too tight. Susan patted her on the shoulder and smiled. Julie went wild shaking and twisting. She could not have her arms held like this. It hurt. She could tell it was going to hurt a lot more as time went on. She needed them released. She at least needed them loosened. But her protestations did nothing to help her. She tried to feel around for something she could loosen, but she quickly discovered that with her wrists pulled back against her shoulder blades her hands pointed out. She could not even turn them enough to touch her back, let alone open any buckles. (And, in fact, there were no buckles within her reach even if she could twist her hands.)



"Don't worry; I understand it gets better after a time. Perhaps in a few days it will not hurt so much." Susan laughed and patted Julie on the bottom.



Susan then went to work on Julie's head. She fit a series of straps and buckles. Julie did not want to cooperate and twisted away from the first effort. Susan stopped, hung the bridle in her hand from a hook and then walked behind Julie.



SWISH - - - - CRACKKK - - - - OOOHHGGGAAA



The sound of the strike filled the air as the quirk landed on Julie's left buttocks. Julie snorted and jumped. However, Susan did not stop there.



SWWISSHHH - - - - THRACK - - - - AAGGGOOHHH



Susan delivered a blow to the right buttocks.



SWISSH - - - - - CRAACKK - - - - OOOHHAAA



Then back to the left. She continued until each firm bundle of flesh had received five strokes. Julie cried out with the first swipe. She had tried to plead with the fourth and fifth. By the ninth and tenth she was sobbing and crying. It hurt, it hurt a lot. Julie was not having fun. This was not what she had expected. She wanted this whole thing to stop, but her immediate need was to make the pain stop.



Susan brought the bridle back to Julie's head and Julie held still as it was buckled into place around her forehead, over the top of her head and down under her chin, and from the corners of her mouth back around her head. Before tightening the bridle, Susan unbuckled and removed the ball gag. The still burning pain in Julie's buttocks convinced her to say nothing. She kept her eyes straight ahead. When Susan held something up in front of her mouth she opened her mouth and accepted it. It was a straight bar that clipped into the rings at the corners of her mouth. The bar had a U-shaped portion that lay on the tongue and moved up and down with pressure from the levers that extended from either side of her mouth. Rubber coated sheaves covered the bar where it made contact with her teeth. This protected her teeth from the steel bar, but more importantly, it meant that the bar moved freely and no amount of biting pressure from the wearer could impact the movement of the bar. (Although she did not know it, Julie's bit was a standard bit designed for control and discouragement of speech. It did not have any of the punishment or super control feature that could be found on many training and control bits such as the clamshell that John was suffering. Julie would probably not have agreed, but she was being treated with a kindness.)



When Susan was satisfied with the adjustment of the bridle and bit, she held a leather half hood in front of Julie for her to see. Julie did not know that her boyfriend was adorned with just such a device. In fact, she thought he was behind what was happening to her now and she could not wait to be released so she could give him a piece of her mind. She looked at the tall horse’s ears sticking up on both sides and felt utterly humiliated. She did not want to wear that thing, but there was nothing she could do to prevent it, if she fought, she would only be punished once again and then it would still go on her head. She sighed and held still as it was fastened over her head. She felt the ear pieces slide into her ears. She speculated that the purpose was either to allow sound to come in more easily through her ears or to control what she could hear. Maybe both.



"Almost ready. Would you like me to do something about that poor little bare pussy before we go to the party?" Julie was traumatized with the expectation that her nipples were going to be exposed. It had never even occurred to her that her pussy might be left bare. Maybe this was just teasing. She certainly hoped it was so. She shook her head up and down. "Ok, just because you have been such a good girl."



Susan went to the wall and clicked something. The dressage bar lowered. It continued to lower until it was in front of Julie at stomach level. Susan removed the lines holding Julie's shoulders but clipped one to the ring in the front of Julie's collar and pulled her forward over the bar. She gasped in surprise, but followed the pressure, bending forward. Susan clipped the other end of the line to a ring in the floor. Julie was now held bent forward over the bar. Julie did not see what this had to do with covering her pussy.



Julie felt fingers rubbing between her legs. The fingers were slipping up between her labia. Julie did not consider herself a prude, but this was just wrong. "I think you are wet enough." Julie heard Susan but did not fully comprehend. Something was pushed into her. It was not a finger. It was much bigger than a finger and very solid.



Julie squealed in response and tried to clench, and twist her body, but the invader just kept coming. It was a dildo of some sort, and a big one from the feel of it. Julie was no expert in such things and her exploration with such devices had been very limited but not so much that she did not recognize what was happening. As her body finally accepted the full length of the device, she could feel some type of flange on the outside come into contact with her labia. There was another part to this device. Something in front of the dildo part was pushing up into her vagina until it came to rest against Julie's clitoris. She gasped slightly as she felt it make contact. Julie was overwhelmed with what had just been done to her, but she could not help thinking: "This is going to make walking interesting."



Then the fingers were back. This time they were at her anus. She could feel lubricant being spread around the outside of her sphincter and then into it as the fingers began to work her. "Can't be a proper pony without a tail." Susan's voice sounded gleeful. Julie knew what was coming and she wanted nothing to do with it. She had never had anal sex. She had never had a dildo inserted anally. She did not want to start now.



"No! no! no!" she tried to shout, but her words did not come out in any understandable fashion. She tried to twist away, but she had less than inches to work with. And, she could feel it. Something was being pressed against her sphincter. Worse, her body was opening to accept it. She could feel herself stretching. And, stretching some more - how big around was this thing. It was going to tear her. But it didn't, and it just kept coming, until suddenly she felt it pop into place as her sphincter closed over the rear shaft. She had received her tail. The plug portion felt huge in her body, she really wanted it out, but she doubted she could do that without help. The dildo, on the other hand was not as tight. She tried to clench to push it out.



"Not so fast." It had slipped an inch or two, but Susan quickly pushed it back into place. Holding it with one hand Susan then reached to the front of the corset and brought a strap back through Julie's legs. Susan fed the strap through a loop in the dildo and another in the tail plug before fastening it to a buckle at the back of the corset, and pulling it very tight. Neither of those intruders was coming out now.



One strap would have been enough to hold the devices in place, but Susan pulled a second strap from front to rear. When both had been fed through the rings and pulled through the buckles in the back of the corset Susan pulled them even tighter, concentrating on one and then the other. The tail did not seem greatly affected, but the dildo pushed tighter and the nub on the front of the dildo increased its pressure on Julie's clitoris.  This was not going to be good.



Susan released the front leash from the floor and had Julie straighten up. Then she proceeded to check all the buckles and straps. She seemed well satisfied with herself, as well she might be. Julie knew that she was absolutely stuck. She had never in her entire life felt so vulnerable or helpless. She did not know what was coming next. She could not believe that John had betrayed her this way. If he had set her up for this, what else might he do, or have done, to her? Julie was crying now. She turned her head toward Susan with eyes as baleful as she could muster, praying for some bit of compassion. But there was none to be found.



"Oh, good catch." Susan said as she took Julie's chin in her hand and adjusted it straight forward. Then she clipped check chains from the rear of the headpiece down to the back of the collar, and then from the sides of the chin down to the shoulder straps. Julie's head was now held facing straight forward. She could no longer even turn her head. And, because of the blinkers she could only see what was immediately in front of her, which at the moment was a wall to the changing room.







Susan released Julie's ankles but replaced the straps with a hobble holding her ankles to approximately 18". Susan then turned Julie to face her, then took the leash line connected it to her collar and tied the other end to a ring in the wall. "Don't run away. I will go check on your transportation." Susan left the room and closed the door behind her. Julie stood where she was. The knot in the leash on the ring in the wall was a very simple knot, but without hands there was nothing Julie could do to loosen it. She backed up and pulled at it, but the knot did not move. She looked around as best she could, but leashed to the wall she was going nowhere and there was no one to help her.










Chapter 3








John had been waiting. He really had no other choice. With the blinkers closed he could see nothing. He could hear nothing but a low buzz, more confusing than irritating. With a short leash line from the collar above his balls he could not move. With his arms tightly bound behind him, he could not use his hands to try to relieve any of the restrictions the other devices forced upon him, so he waited.



Melisa was back. She flipped off the sound suppression switch. "I am going to open the blinkers, so you can see. We are going up the stairs and out the back of the house. You may feel inclined to resist. Don't."



SWISSHH - - - - CRACK



There was a slash on his buttocks from a quirk. She had playfully used such things during their play before, but not like this. It burned and hurt. She had hit him hard. He gasped but did not yell out.



Melissa opened the blinkers. John blinked his eyes a couple of times trying to focus. Meanwhile she had removed the leash from where it was fastened and was pulling in the direction she wanted to go. John knew it was up the stairs. He did not want to go there. The stairs led to the upstairs, but also the door to the outside. Outside she had some means of transportation to take him to the party. He did not want to go to the party this way, but a jerk on the ‘come along’ leash convinced him that that was no longer within his discretion. He started to shuffle his hooves trying not to fall in these strange boots, but moving in response to the pulls on the leash and the pressure on his balls.



If his mouth were free he would have tried to talk her out of this. He would have even begged her not to do this. He did his best to communicate with his eyes, she was not responding. He had tried his safe word. That had not worked. It was clear that she had made up her mind, and there was not a thing he could do to stop what was about to happen.



At the top of the stairs Melissa did not hesitate, she quickly led him out the door. She may have expected some resistance when she moved him from the protection of the house to the outdoors, but he had been so disoriented from the events to that point, that he was outside the house before he could mount any kind of resistance.



As Melissa expected, once he was outside, he was cooperative in moving to the trailer that was parked in the driveway. Clearly, he did not want to be a spectacle for the neighbors. Making a scene in the driveway was much too dangerous.



John wanted to get out of view. He had suddenly realized that he was standing bound and naked in their back yard at the end of a leash attached to his balls. He tried to remember which of the neighbor's windows provided a view of where he now was. With his head unable to turn from side to side, he could not look around to see if anyone was looking.



At the end of the driveway, just before the door to the garage was a trailer of some sort. Melissa was leading him in that direction and he followed as quickly as his hobbled hooves allowed. It provided something akin to cover.



As they moved closer, he could see that it was a horse trailer, except that the inside had been altered. The spaces were narrow, too narrow for a full-size horse. But just about right for a human equine, actually, two such occupants. The ramp in the back was down and Melissa guided him up the ramp and into the space on the left of the interior. A grill of bars separated it from the right side. As she lined him up to move into the designated area he had second thoughts and tried to stop. He had the weight to resist her. She could not pull him against his resistance, except for the fact that she was not pulling the weight of his body, she was only pulling on his balls. As he tried to move backwards away from her the collar around his scrotum shifted downward and came to rest at the top of his balls. She didn't have to jerk on the leash. She just had to hold on to it until his own efforts convinced him that it was just too painful to resist. He gave in and moved forward.



She guided him forward until his stomach came in contact with a metal bar set horizontally across the stall. Then she clipped the leash from his balls into a ring in the forward part of the trailer. He was not going anywhere. Melissa then proceeded to secure John in the trailer. Straps from the ceiling fastened into rings at each of his shoulders. Straps from the side connected to each side of his belt. These would keep him from falling over if the trailer shifted while driving. Straps on the floor held his ankles with his legs apart at the width allowed by the hobble. This would keep his feet out of mischief.



Melissa left the trailer, closing and fastening all of the doors. John could not tell if Melissa was the driver or not, but it did not really matter. He was going wherever the trailer was going. He felt the motion as it left his driveway.



* * * *



Julie was actually pleased when Susan returned for her. She did not like standing alone, helpless, and vulnerable. Even though this was the woman who had taken her liberty Julie felt better being in the company of another person.



"Time to go to the party. Your chariot has arrived." Susan untied the leash end and utilized it to guide Julie from the changing room. Julie saw no one else as they moved into the large room and toward the back door through which they had entered earlier in the evening. Julie did not like the idea that the door led to the outside. She was virtually naked. Her breasts were exposed above the corset. Her pussy was protected from view only by the base of the dildo shoved deep within it and two half inch straps running from the front of her belt between her legs to her rear. This was not the outfit she had had in mind for the party and she did not want to be seen this way.



Julie decided she was not going outside this way. She stopped and dug in her feet. (She would have dug in her heels, but she did not have any.) Susan pulled on the leash and Julie was pulled off balance. She stumbled forward trying to keep her balance on the strange boots. She was falling, but Susan had anticipated and caught her. Susan stood Julie back on her feet, shifted the leash line to her left hand and started to work Julie's body with the quirk in her right hand.



SWIT - - - - SNAP



SWITT - - - CRACK



It found the thighs, then as Julie turned to avoid it, it found the buttocks.



Julie turned again and it found her bare breasts. Julie howled.



SWWITT - - - THRACK - - - AAGGHHAA



The message was clear. Julie knew she needed to obey.



Susan stopped striking Julie, and pulled again on the leash. This was a gentle tug, but it was sufficient, Julie followed as directed. The door to the outside was opened and they exited the building. Julie was surprised to see the back of a horse trailer with the ramp down. As she was led to the ramp she could see the back and naked buttocks of another person/pony on the left side of the trailer. She could tell that it was male, but not much else.



Susan led Julie to the right of the interior and moved her forward until she was abreast of the other occupant. As Julie moved up from the side, she got a better glimpse of her trailer mate before the blinkers blocked her view. Her knees went weak. She was pretty sure it was John. In her own mind she had been blaming him for everything that had happened to her this afternoon. But, if this was him, what did that mean? Was he responsible? Had he decided that they should both be ponies; or, had he been somehow taken as well? This latter thought was more frightening than the thought of him being responsible. She had been rehearsing in her head what she was going to say to him when she was finally released. But, if he wasn’t responsible. What then?



Julie was quickly restrained in the trailer in the same way as John. Because of the limited movement of their heads and the blinkers neither could now see the other. John knew someone had occupied the space next to him but had no idea who it was. Because of the bits in their mouths neither could talk to the other. Julie could make sounds that had some resemblance to speech, but, they were not distinguishable. John's cruel gag prevented anything.



Very quickly, the trailer was closed, and they were off to the party. After a drive of about ten minutes the driver pulled into a special area in the back of the conference venue. Susan had a pass to move to the loading and cargo area and that is where they drove. The occupants of the trailer did not know, nor did they appreciate that they were being taken to a special entrance to the facility.



Only when the trailer had been parked, the ramp opened, and the occupants removed did they see that they were at the back of the convention center where the party was taking place. They were carefully handled as if they were dangerous animals. Julie has hobbled to a 12" step. One attendant led with the leash from her collar while a second walked behind her with a leash line attached to the back of her belt. She knew she could not break free and she had felt quite enough of the quirk. She followed obediently.



John had considered attempting to escape when they removed him from the trailer. He assumed they would be outside, which may give him a chance. He had pictured Melissa trying to maneuver him by herself; he would then have a chance. If it were just him and a single handler be might be able to use surprise and his weight to break the hold and get to a public area where he could then get some help. He would have to be very alert and wait for a mistake. Certainly, she would make a mistake at some point.



John was also hobbled to 12", but this hobble had a large ring in the center. Before he was removed from the trailer a handler, it was not Melissa, fastened something to the ‘come along’ around his balls. It looked like a small block and tackle. A line from this new device was fed through the ring in his hobble. Then it was fed back up through the block and tackle and out behind him. He was then led forward by another leash line to his come along, this by another hander walking in front, thus leading while the other handler walked behind holding the line to the device linking his hobble and balls.



John understood the implications. The newly attached device could be used to restrain him if he tried to bolt. All the attendant had to do was pull on the strap and it would quickly pull his feet up to his balls taking him down and preventing him from going anywhere. He really had no choice but to follow the pull to the front on his balls and go where he was led. He wondered where Melissa was and why he was being handled by two perfect strangers. They were very attractive young women, but it was hard for John to appreciate their beauty under these circumstances. He was having enough trouble adjusting to being under Melissa's control during their switch sessions at home. At home it seemed ok, but right now he felt humiliated. It was even more humiliating to be led by his balls into a public area. He occupied his thoughts with how he was going to so get even for this.














Chapter 4








Julie was removed from the trailer first. Then John. It was only after he was completely removed from the trailer, and headed toward the door, that he saw who his travel mate was. How had Melissa done this? How had she learned of Julie? She had both of them! FUCK. It was at that moment that John realized that he was in big trouble. He felt his knees go weak and thought he was going to collapse. Then he twisted his body to get a look down the alley. He needed a route for a possible escape, but there was a jerk on his balls. It pulled him straight and kept him moving. For the moment there was nothing he could do about his current situation. He needed to think of what he was going to say to Melissa. He was pretty good at talking his way out of things, but this was going to be a challenge.



The four attendants were all dressed in knee high black high heeled boots. They had short leather miniskirts with matching halter-tops. With Julie and her handlers in the lead, they passed through a door held open by a facility staff member and into the main arena area where the party was taking place. The venue could accommodate a large number of people, and there was already a large crowd. Before the end of the night, it would be several thousand. There was loud music from a DJ perched high on a platform to one side. A dance floor was framed by a stage against one wall. There were small platforms and display areas surrounding the dance floor with areas between them to allow the crowd to move onto and off the dance floor and to circulate around the displays.



Only about half of the display stands/areas were occupied. The restrictive nature of John's collar and headgear did not allow him to look around, but he could see human forms in many of the displays. As the two ponies and their handlers moved in the direction of the dance floor John could see a stand with an empty leather bench. At the sides and below the bench there were short platforms, these were designed to accommodate and restrain a person. The legs and knees were strapped to the platforms, thus holding the body over the bench, with the bottom exposed and raised into the air. It was a very standard system for administering a spanking or whipping. John knew it well. He had never been on the bench himself, but he had administered a good thrashing to helpless captives on other occasions. Now, at least for a moment, John hoped that he and Julie would be taken to the bench and their bondage changed. Melissa could give him a good public beating. That would be very humiliating, but maybe he deserved that.



They moved past this stand. The next stand displayed an occupant. A female form, clad fully in dark blue latex, lay on her stomach on a slightly raised dais in the center of the display. White nylon ropes contrasted with the dark latex. She was bound in a very tight hogtie. A very tight hogtie! Wrappings at the elbows pulled her arms to the point they almost touched. The ropes from her elbows harnessed her body and breasts and were secured over her shoulders, holding the elbow and harness ropes in place. Her legs were wrapped just below the knee, and the wrapping was obvious because her ankles were pulled up tightly behind her. Although both her ankles and wrists were also tied and cinched they were not connected together, as in a classic hogtie. Instead the ropes from her wrists were pulled down and connected to the cinch at her knees. Her ankles, on the other hand, were pulled toward and connected to her elbows.



John could not see any end knots at either the ankles or wrists. It appeared, instead, that after being knotted the running ends of the ropes from both these ties were tied off at the knees and elbows respectively. Although John could see her fingers searching about it was clear that all the knots were well out of reach. Her head was enclosed in a full discipline hood. And, her head was arched back, held by another line that ran from her ankles through a loop in the top of the hood, and then back to the elbows where it was tied. This was very strict bondage. It did not look comfortable. A digital clock nearby displayed 01:43 then changed to 01:44. It did not quickly change again. It was not counting seconds. Those were hours and minutes. John shuddered. For this strict a tie she had already endured a pretty lengthy period. He wondered how long she would endure this. The main part of the party had not even started yet. Theoretically she could remain for many more hours. John was not sure she could handle that.



John drew some comfort from the sight of someone in a worse condition than he and Julie. John saw what looked like a sign. He thought it said: "The Great Escape", but as much as he wanted to pay closer attention, he was not able to turn his head, and as they moved up to the display his vision was quickly blocked by the blinkers at the sides of his head.



John and Julie were led to what looked like a small corral. It was about 10' square. Each side was formed by three rails interconnected at the corners to a height of just over three feet. A gate in the back was open and it was through that that the ponies were led.



Julie and then John were led to the rail of the corral facing the dance floor. The leash lines being used to lead them were wrapped through rings placed in the upper rail and then tied off with a simple knot. John now stood 18" from the rail tethered in place. Julie was on his right about three feet away. He could turn his body toward her, but he could not move toward her, and she could not move toward him. They were beyond the reach of each other, held in place by just a simple leash line. John’s restraints did not even allow him any use of his hands. He could see Julie’s fingers fluttering about near her shoulders, but he knew there was no way he could get close enough for her to help him, even if they were not being watched. Assuming that her very limited movement would even allow her to do anything. As Julie looked around – perhaps looking for some help – John could see just how tightly restrained she was. Her arms must really hurt in that tie.



Julie turned her body so that she could look at John. He saw fear in her eyes, well that made sense. He was feeling afraid himself. He could also see an unanswered question. "What was going on?" He at least knew how he had gotten here. How had they gotten Julie, and how had they managed to get her here? John and Julie had played some very light bondage games, but he was introducing her to it slowly. He doubted she had ever been secured as tightly as she now found herself. He thought, it is normal that she should be confused. He wished he could talk to her and tell her not to be afraid. Tell her that it would be ok. Tell her that he would do something to help and protect her. But, not only was there no truth in any of the statements he wanted to make, he had no ability to tell her anything.



"Eyes front." A command from behind was punctuated with a sharp crack and a squeal from Julie. John knew what was coming.



SWISHHH - - - CRACK - - - - AAGGHH



John did his best to swallow his pain. He was sure that his buttocks now displayed a bright red stripe. He turned his body back to the front losing sight of Julie. It was his fault that she was in this spot. Ok, he had screwed up. He had had an affair. That was wrong, but this was going too far. He twisted his body. He pulled at his arms and hands. He backed to the limit of his leash and watched as it came tight. However, he already knew what the results would be. He stopped his struggling and looked forward.



The dance floor was not crowded. Everyone wore a costume of some sort. Many were very elaborate, most were a more subtle homage to leather and latex. Similar attire could be seen in most punk rock clubs on any night. However, you would not expect to see someone dressed like him or Julie at such places. He thought he and Julie would attract more attention. Some looked at them. Some couples talked to each other and he could tell from the head movements and the eyes that they were the subject of the conversation, but few came over for a closer look.



Julie was also surprised that her current situation did not engender greater attention. If she had seen something like this she would have been appalled. She would have wanted to make sure that the poor individuals were ok. But, from the looks of the poor girl hogtied nearby she had just become part of the expected decor. Everyone assumed she was here willingly. And, since everyone was playing the game how could she even let anyone know that she was NOT here willingly? Was there any way to get anyone to help her?



"Julie?" She heard her name and turned her body slightly to the left to see Melanie. Melanie was one of her best friends. She knew Melanie was a little Goth in her dress, but never thought it extended this far. Melanie was with a friend, a girl that Julie had met but whose name she could not remember. They both wore leather miniskirts with chain belts. They had black tee shirts advertising some metal band that Julie knew by name but whose music she could not name and would not be able to identify if heard. They both sported many piercings. Julie had not thought Melanie had quite so many piercings.



"Wow. I never knew you were so into this stuff." Julie franticly pulled at her arms and tried to shake her head back and forth within the limits of her check chains. "This is absolutely awesome."



"I have thought about doing some pony training." Melanie's girlfriend spoke toward Julie but then turned her eyes back to Melanie. "But I am just too insecure. Do you think she is signed up for just the play weekend or long term?"



"I guess we will find out if she is not around next week." Melanie started giggling.



Julie felt her stomach knot. She tried to twist her body around to expose her restrained arms to her friend. If she could get Melanie to unfasten a hand, just a hand, she might be able to get loose. "Help me, please." She tried to say. It was completely distorted. She shook her body back and forth.  She tried to lean toward her friend.



Melanie moved forward toward the rail. "That is really tight. It must be very uncomfortable." Melanie reached out a tentative hand and with only a single finger touched the strap holding one of Julie's wrists behind her back.



"Please don't touch the ponies." The voice came from behind Julie. It was very authoritative. It was a voice to be obeyed.



"Oh, sorry." Julie could not tell if Melanie’s response was addressed to her or the handler behind her. In any event Melanie withdrew her hand. Julie shook her restrained wrist at her friend a couple of times. "It is so tight. How long does it take for them to get use to that?" Melanie was now looking past Julie. Julie was now just the subject of the conversation, and not in a good way.



"It can be very painful for a day or two, but they adjust. It is an important part of the initial stage that they be reminded that although they still have human arms, they are unable to utilize them for anything. Are you girls interested in signing up?" Julie could tell from the voice that the speaker had moved a bit closer. The voice had even softened a little.



Melanie took a step back and gave a nervous giggle. "I am afraid I am not as brave as she is. It is thrilling to think about, but I think I will settle for the vicarious enjoyment."



"Come on now, you would be a great pony." It was Melanie's friend. She reached a hand up to Melanie's nose. "I love your piercings, but wouldn't you look just great with a nose ring?" Then she turned her attention back toward Julie. "Why doesn't she have any piercings? I thought all ponies were pierced."



"These are fresh wild ponies. They will of course be ringed. Probably tomorrow or the next day. I am sure when you see your friend again she will have all the proper hardware and markings. Now, please, don't confuse the animals. The first day is very traumatic no matter how psychologically prepared they are."



"I am sorry. She just looks so lovely like this. I can't get over it." Melanie moved her eyes from behind Julie now looking into Julie's eyes. Then up and down her body. "And here I always thought she was so shy. Maybe that is why she did it." She tapped her friend and started to move toward another display. "Thanks. . .. Bye pony, I hope you learn to behave." She turned her head away from Julie and giggled.



What had just happened? She had just been presented to one of her friends. Presented as a bound ponygirl who was clearly unhappy with her current plight. Then she had been abandoned by her friend. It was this stupid setting. To these freaks, this was normal. She pulled and jerked at her arms. She tried to twist them free from the arm sheaths but with no success. She tried to twist her head but came up short with the check chains. She tried to call after Melanie, but she and her friend were gone. Julie stopped struggling, it really did no good. She looked forward and went still returning to her captivity.



John had heard the conversation next to him and could see Melanie part of the time. He could tell that Julie had been trying to get her friend to help her, and that all of her efforts had failed. Julie must be devastated he was thinking when he heard a voice in front of him.



“Mr. Lasig?” He looked up.



“Oh no.” He thought it was Penny, one of his secretaries. Just when he thought this could not be any more humiliating.



“Oh my God. It is you.” John looked pleadingly into her face. He thought he saw tears in her eyes. And why not, she should be upset by what she saw. She would come to his rescue.



Then a big smile worked its way across her face. “I need a picture of this.” She started to raise her cell phone.



“No pictures allowed in the arena.” John heard the voice from behind him.



“Oh, I’m Sorry.” The phone went down. There had not been a flash, but that did not guarantee that she had not taken a picture. John was worried.



“There are a lot of other people who would love to see this son of a bitch like this.” Penny was talking to the handler.



“I am sorry, but those are still the rules.” The voice was authoritative. It was the kind of voice that people obeyed.



Penny looked back at John. “It is so nice to see you in a new light. You are a cruel, self-centered, unreasonably demanding man, and I hope that this is as painful as it looks. Don’t expect me to run for your coffee, or do all your stupid little errands anymore. Come Monday you are on your own. Just be happy you were rescued from a picture posted on the bulletin board.”



John shook his head wildly from side to side. This was his secretary. She was supposed to be loyal to him. He had not been cruel to her, what was she talking about? How could she be so ungrateful?



“Is he signed up for training?” Penny was looking past John to the handler.



“As I understand it, the full package. I would not be looking for him on Monday. He will be tied up.” Penny smiled even more and laughed, even though it was an old joke. Some jokes are never to old to be enjoyed.



“This is just too wonderful. I can tell he is having second thoughts right now. He is such an arrogant bastard. He is just the kind of idiot who will bite off more than he can chew. I am so happy I got to see this. I can’t think of anyone who will benefit more from some proper training. I hope it is too late for him to back out now.” Penny gave a wave to the handler and walked away. She stopped and looked back once and smiled before turning and moving on. John was not sure which was more devastating, her very low opinion of him or her unwillingness to provide any assistance. It had been clear to Penny that John did not want to be a pony. Even if she thought he had willingly allowed himself to be placed in pony tack – well, he really had, hadn’t he – he did not want to be now, and he should be let go. She realized that he was, at least now, being held against his will. But, she did not care.










Chapter 5








Two women wearing what looked like white lab coats carried what looked like a 3' by 4' display board mounted at a 45-degree angle to a place in front of Julie. It had legs that held it about 3' off the ground. It was moved over next to the outside edge of the corral so that a person standing directly in front of Julie could look to the left and see the board.



The first thing Julie saw was a large dildo attached flat to the left side of the board. It was at least 8" long and had a protrusion near the base that supported a number of small rubber looking nodules, each about half an inch long. Next to the dildo itself was a diagram of the vaginal cavity of a woman showing the dildo deep inside her. The nodules from the protrusion were pushed up against the clitoris. Julie squirmed and moved her legs. This was the device that had been locked within her before she was transported. She had felt the girth of it when she had been made to walk, but more importantly, she had felt it rub against her clitoris when she moved. It seemed strange to be looking at it on a display board. She blushed realizing that the board was meant to show people how she was invaded by this monster. She felt completely humiliated.



The other side of the board had four buttons with lights next to them. She could make out the words "tease", "torment", "satisfy", and "punish" next to the four buttons and lights. Above the three lights and the words was the label "vote". Above this was a single button next to the word "demonstrate".



The only other wording that Julie could read was the title across the top of the board "Mark IV Grand Invader". There were blocks of text in between the dildo diagram and the vote buttons but Julie was too far away to read the text. She did not have a good feeling about this.



When the two women were satisfied with the positioning of the board one of them inserted a type of key into the board near the section with the lights and turned it. The lights all flashed twice and then went dark. The woman then pushed the demonstrate button and turned to look at Julie.



Julie jumped. The dildo within her suddenly sprang to life. It started vibrating at its base. Julie felt the sensation on her labia. The straps that held the dildo deep within her also held her lips against the device. Then it left that area and the vibration moved slowly up the shaft until it reached the tip of the 8" monster. Julie glanced back to the board and noticed small lights on the display. "Great". She thought. "It is showing what the dildo is doing." It was bad enough to have to wear this thing. It was worse that the display sign showed that fact to everyone, it was intolerable that it also tracked the activity for every voyeuristic freak that could push a button.



The vibration lingered at the tip of the dildo, then began to work its way back down the shaft. Julie had to admit that the sensation was having an effect on her. When the vibration reached the base again, it shifted up to her clitoris. The gentle movement up and down the shaft had gotten her attention and her body was starting to respond. The sudden shift to her clitoris seemed a natural progression and she heard a little moan escape from around her bit. She blushed at her involuntary reaction. The women watching her both smiled.



The vibration on her clitoris continued. Julie tried to resist it, but that was only possible for so long. It really felt good. Julie couldn’t help it, she was starting to get into the feel of the vibration. She was moving with the vibration, rocking back and forth. Her eyes were closed.



Suddenly it stopped. That was really unfair, she thought.



ZZITTTT - - - - AGGHHAAAAA



FUCK – an electrical shock from the dildo exploded through her insides.



What the fuck was that? Why had they done that to her? She had not done anything wrong. Julie opened her eyes and looked toward the women trying to figure out what she had done. They did not even look at her face. There was no hint as to why she had been shocked. It was very frustrating in that it had come when she was just starting to get into the feel of it. It would not have taken long to drive her over the top. At least she had been spared that humiliation.



One of the women bent over the corral rail and inspected the positioning of the base of the dildo in Julie. Julie was mortified at this public inspection of something so personal, but she could do nothing to prevent it. Seemingly satisfied the woman stood up and the two women moved from Julie's view.



Julie stared at the ominous board standing so quietly just on the other side of the corral. She now knew what the "demonstration" was going to do, and she did not like it.



It was only moments before the first couple appeared at the board and started reading the sign. This time it was a well build male with leather chaps and a mesh top. He held another male on a leash attached to a collar around his neck. This male also wore leather chaps, but his buttocks and pubic area was exposed. His upper dress was a strap harness. Both of his nipples were pierced, and small weights dangled from them. Julie’s attention was drawn to the large penis waiving free in the air in the space of the chaps of the second man.



"I wonder how this would feel up your ass?" The dominate said as he pushed the demonstrate button. Julie felt the vibration start. She wondered if it would follow the same course as before. She assumed that it would. She did hope it would not end the same way. That had been very unpleasant. These two did not seem very interested in her and they left before even watching the completion of the demonstration. Before leaving each pushed the button marked "torment". The departure of the viewers had no effect on the action of the dildo. Once started it continued until it had completed its cycle; which of course was punctuated by the sharp electrical shock.



FUCK. That was so unfair. Julie pulled and jerked at her bound arms. Nothing. She was helpless. And, every time someone pushed that stupid button she would be teased and vibrated and then shocked. She could live with the teasing and vibration – she thought – but, the shock hurt. Why did they need to include that?



Next came a couple, dressed down for the affair. Julie could not hear their conversations over the music because of the soft volume at which they spoke. The woman pushed the demonstrate button and then carefully watched, shifting her view from the lights on the diagram on the board to Julie. As the vibration moved up the shaft, now for the third time in only minutes, Julie felt it reaching into her being. Her attention moved away from the spectators and into her own feeling. It was now really feeling good. When it got to the bottom and transferred to her clitoris she was rolling her hips and squirming. Even though she knew this would end in a bad way she could not help herself. Somehow, she needed to increase the pressure, but she could not even change the angle of attack. The device was in her and attached to her and it went wherever she went. And, when she got close – it ended in the same pain of the electrical shock, which quickly and effectively prevented any culmination of her feelings. The shock was not severe, but located as it was in such a tender part of her body it felt like it coursed through every fiber of her being. And, after the pain eased there was still the frustration left from being so stimulated and then denied. She did not like this stupid game. She did not like it at all. How could these people be so cruel?



Even so, she enjoyed the sensation of the vibrator, even if it was never enough to get her to climax, even if it would only end in the shock, and even though she now knew that every time someone initiated the demonstration she would be first rewarded with brief stimulation but ultimately have to endure the pain of the shock, and the frustration of denial.



Two young women approached. They studied the dildo on the board. They studied the words on the board, the words that Julie could not read, then they studied Julie. "No, please, no!" Julie tried to say and tried to shake her head back and forth. But the demonstration button was pushed.



Julie lost track of the number of times she was cycled from pleasure through arousal, and then to painful deceleration. She had also lost track of the voting. Most spectators did push one of the vote buttons. It did not appear that "punish" had been pushed too often. Julie was thankful for that, but she had no idea what button would be the winner or really what that meant. She had been stimulated so many times over the evening that she felt she was already being tormented. The only fair end would be to finally allow her satisfaction.



Eventually the two women in the lab coats returned. The first thing they did was move the board so that it faced toward the crowd and away from Julie. Julie could no longer see any part of it. A small crowd of spectators were beginning to gather. Julie could see one of the women insert something into the board and push some buttons. "And the result is." She said, then gestured to the board.



Julie could not see the board. She did not know what the result was. She tried to read faces in the crowd but could not make any sense out of them. One of the women reached out to the board, pushed a button, and the dildo sprang to life.



Julie tensed as the vibration moved up the shaft, down the shaft, then shifted to the clitoris. She expected to be shocked again, but this time it did not shock her but cycled back to the shaft. "OK", thought Julie, "this is alright". It continued to follow this much more pleasing cycle and as tired and sore as Julie was she was beginning to respond. She had dropped her head as much as her bondage would allow.



She heard sounds as the crowd moved in as close as they could to watch her. She was moaning. She was squirming, ever trying to increase contact with the device. And, she was being watched by a crowd of people. This was humiliating, it was so wrong, on so many levels, but right now all she wanted to do was reach satisfaction. She had been teased by the damn thing for what seemed like hours and now she needed to get to the end. She would confront her degradation at being turned into a public spectacle later.



Julie pushed the crowd out of her mind and returned to the feeling of the vibration moving up and down inside of her, then shifting to the clitoris. It was not staying on her clitoris long enough. She really did not need the vibration along the shaft. When the vibration on her clitoris stopped, the continuing vibration up and down inside her was not enough to keep her at the level she needed to get to satisfaction.



Julie needed to somehow help things along. If she had hands, one would be on her clitoris now. She looked for something to rub against, but the leash line from her belt to the top rail of the corral did not allow her to move far enough in either direction to get to a post. She tried to push against one of the rails but discovered that the top rail was too high for her to reach and the leash line stopped her short of making contact with the next rail. Julie's focus on trying to make contact with something was interrupted by the sound of giggling. Julie was appalled to see Melanie, her so-called friend, standing at almost arm’s length, laughing at Julie's plight. If her arms were not restrained she would have taken a swing at her so-called friend.



"I think she can get there." Julie heard a voice in the crowd.



"No way, I think the dildo wins."



Julie now knew that the vote had not been for 'satisfaction'. Why would she think that these assholes would vote to allow her any pleasure? It was just so much more fun to watch her being tormented. That is what they were into wasn't it. "Sooner or later, they have to let me go. There will be hell to pay then." Julie tried to focus on revenge, but could not keep her mind off her needs. The buzzing was back on her clitoris and when that happened, she could not focus on anything else.



It had stopped again and was once again moving up and down the shaft. Julie focused as much as she could on the pleasure of that feeling. She knew it would work its way back down and then shift to her clitoris. If she tried to anticipate the feeling and really put her mind into it maybe she could get there. It was coming down. She thought of how good it felt. She thought about her longing and how the sensation was going to be in her clitoris. Then it was there. She tried to go with it. She tried to let it take her over the top, she was moaning loudly now. She was going to get there, she was going to make it . . . FUCK – it was gone. So close, so very close, but not there. This thing was insidious. These people were awful. She wished she could get her hands on someone. She was not a violent person, but she would make an exception.



Julie tried the same tactic again, then again, it should work, it should work at least once, but it did not, she could get to the verge of satisfaction. She could get close, so close, but then she was deprived. Every time she was deprived. She could not win – not even once. Her eyes filled with tears. She couldn't take this anymore. She needed this thing to stop. She needed it out of her. She needed to be released, she needed to be released right now. She screamed as loud as she could, but it was more an inhuman wail as it was filtered by the bit in her mouth. Her tongue was sore from trying to push up on the bit, from trying to get that thing out of her mouth – all to no avail. Her jaw hurt from trying to bite through the bit. The rubber coating kept her from injuring her teeth, but did nothing for the strain on her jaw.



She would think about something else. She would focus on the pain. She had plenty of that. It would give her a place to take her mind.



Her shoulders ached, no, worse than ached; there was a dull, throbbing pain, which radiated from her elbows up her arms and through her shoulder joints. He arms were held so tightly that she could do nothing to move them; she could do nothing to change the angle at which they were pulled back and up toward her shoulders. She could do nothing to ease the pain. Focusing on the pain in her body brought her down from the ledge, but only for a short time. After all, the device inside her was relentless. It never stopped. It never took a break. It just kept its assault. Julie could not put it out of her mind. Before long she was back to where she could almost grasp the satisfaction she so needed.



She didn't know how long this torment lasted. It seemed like forever, but eventually it did stop. "As you can see, there is no way to beat the device." One of the women was talking to the crowd. "I hope you enjoyed the demonstration." There was applause. Really? Applause? For them? Julie felt humiliated. When would this end?



John had noticed the crowd to his right. He could hear Julie. He knew something very unpleasant was happening to her. He was so happy it was not him that this was happening to. It may be because of him that she was in this spot, he did feel sorry for her after all, but he was still so very happy that she was the one being tormented and not him.



After the board was taken away the number of spectators coming to examine John and Julie seemed to decline. It made little difference to them. They both knew they could not go anywhere and they could not do anything. They could only stand and watch what went on in front of them. This included the stage.



Susan took the stage. John and Julie watched from the small corral on the edge of the dance floor. Their leash lines held them at the edge facing the stage. Susan began to speak into a microphone held in her hand. "As many of you know, the Rocking S Ranch has specialized for many years in the training of ponygirls. Two years ago, in response to requests and a clear need we decided to expand training to include stallions. It was a challenge. While there are many similarities, the training requirements for male human equestrians vary from that of females in many ways. I am not going to reveal all of our secrets, but I think you would appreciate a little demonstration and some discussion of how we deal with some of the greater challenges."










Chapter 6








Susan looked to her left and nodded to someone just off stage. "Ladies and gentlemen, some of you that were here last year may remember a new wild pony displayed for you in the corral." She nodded to the area where John and Julie stood. John felt eyes turn and look at them. He could not turn his head because of the posture collar. He could not see to the sides because of the blinkers. His focus was held forward toward Susan who now looked into his face, but he could feel the eyes on him. He could have turned his body to confirm the feeling, but he did not. He kept his eyes forward. He kept his eyes on the woman standing on the stage. He was sure that she was talking to him.



From the area to the left of the stage a young woman entered, a leash in her hand. She was small, not more than 5'2" tall and 100 pounds. Following behind her at the end of the leash was a male pony. He was huge in comparison to his handler. He was at least 6'4". He looked like he could be a professional athlete. His body was golden tan, the kind of tan that one gets only from long exposure to the sun.



"This is Buster. He has just finished a year of training and is ready for auction. This is Buster as many of you saw him last year." A picture flashed up on the screen behind Susan. It could be seen to be the same person now standing on stage. The Buster in the picture was wearing a Speedo type swimsuit. The Buster before them was naked except for his harness and tack. The difference was clear. While the before picture showed a healthy 24-year-old male who clearly worked out, there were clear signs of softness in the body displayed on the screen. The skin in the picture was the kind of tan that came from a bottle or tanning bed. It did not have the deep color that the figure standing on the stage demonstrated. The male in the picture was at least 30 pounds lighter than the figure standing on the stage yet the before picture was clearly not as fit as that of the present Buster.



"Buster had the making of a perfect ponyboy, but he was abusing it. He was spoiled and self-centered. He drank almost every night, he smoked, he stayed up too late, and he was only interested in how many women he could bed. Buster needed a makeover." There were laughs and giggles in the audience. John flushed with embarrassment for the pony on stage, but Buster stood as if he heard no part of what was being said about him. He stood ramrod straight with his eyes focused in front of him.



"We have learned that the best ponies are not naturally inclined to be subservient. This is especially true with the stallions. The training is very rigorous. If they are not strong of body and strong willed it is very difficult to get the right result. Buster the pony no longer smokes. He had his last cigarette the day before he came to us. He no longer indulges in alcoholic beverages; that stopped at the same time. He eats what he is given, and his diet is carefully controlled and enhanced. Just look at the difference." Susan paused and signaled for her assistant to walk Buster up and down the front of the stage for all to see. Buster dutifully followed the leash raising his knees high with every step. His stride was perfectly balanced, and his muscles rippled with each step. He stood on pony boots with high arches, no heel, and a wide base at the ball of the foot shaped like a horse’s hoof and even shoed with a metal horseshoe so that it clipped and clopped with every step.



"He is exercised six days of every week." The picture changed and to Buster on a lunge line walking in a circle with the small girl holding the line in one hand and a long whip in the other. Red stripes were visible on Buster’s flank and buttocks.



The assistant brought Buster back to Susan's side. "Kneel." She said, and he dropped to both knees. "He is trained to respond to voice commands. He can pull a carriage. He is broken to a saddle and has been approved by the vet for riders up to 110 pounds." She reached over and stroked his head. He leaned into her hand moving his head as close to her as he could in his harness. "Stand." He quickly returned to his feet. John marveled at how smoothly he had accomplished these moves while in pony boots.



John could not believe that this large strong male was responding to the commands of this woman with no hesitation. What she said about strong males could not be true. John would never allow himself to be commanded in this fashion.



"All ponies are potentially dangerous. They are trained to be very strong and are kept in the peak of physical conditioning. This is especially true of stallions. No member of my training staff could handle an angry stallion on the loose. And, believe me, they do get angry. Until you see anger, you have not broken them. Even a well-trained pony such as Buster can be very dangerous. Just look at his size, strength, and condition. For that reason, stallions are always kept in restraints." The assistant turned Buster so that he was facing away from the crowd. "This is the standard armbinder. It serves two functions. The most obvious is that it removes any use of the hands and arms of the pony. But it also communicates to the pony that he is subservient to his owners and trainers. It can also be worn almost all of the time. On the few occasions that it is removed the stallion is fully hooded and restrained so that it cannot take advantage of the situation." John's stomach lurched. It was the same as the armbinder that he wore. Unconsciously he pulled at his arms and hands. It was as Susan had said, secure and completely limiting.



"Stallions are very sexual creatures. You have heard told that they think of sex all the time. That is probably true. Sex is also the source of very strong emotions and motivation." Susan signaled, and Buster turned back facing the audience – quickly and obediently following the instruction. "It is necessary to control this aspect of the stallion and to use it. First, a collar is installed around the scrotum above the balls and below the penis. It is made of high quality titanium and need never be removed. You will see that it has rings for attachment such as the leash you have seen Mary using." The assistant held up the leash and showed that it was in fact clipped into the collar at Busters balls. John already knew this was effective. But this ring was permanent. His ring was not. He did not want a permanent ring. He was not sure he ever wanted to feel a ring there again.



"You would be surprised how quickly it learned to respond to a leash when fastened here." Susan paused again. There were a few chuckles and murmurs in the audience. John felt himself blush.



"But, that is not enough. All stallions are also ringed through the head of the penis. It does not obstruct their ability to urinate and the ring, in most cases, is small enough to allow them to still be used for breeding, but that pleasure is reserved for very well-trained ponies. As you can see, with just those two features we can secure its randy cock so that it can't get into trouble." Susan reached down and stroked Busters penis. With the attention it started to swell, but was not able to straighten out, because the ring in the tip of the penis was locked, with a small padlock to one of the rings in the collar around the scrotum. The arrangement served the same purpose as the elaborate device John now wore. He knew how effective that was, but this, this was somehow more controlling and more humiliating. Buster had been pierced. And not just any piercing. His penis had been pierced. That was too much. John’s cock throbbed in sympathy to what he saw before him. Then fear washed over him. How could anybody allow this to be done to them?



"Stallions quickly learn that they are not allowed any sexual control. They cannot touch themselves - another benefit of having their arms always restrained. They get use to others washing and handling them. Yet, they cannot become fully erect, in fact at a certain point it becomes painful enough to stop any further attempts." Susan continued to stroke Buster's penis. John suddenly needed to urinate.



"Some farms utilize sexual release as a regular reward. We would rather redirect the energy from the frustration into our use. That is not to say that they will never be given release. Buster has been such a good pony that he was allowed to cum, when was that, oh that’s right, it was just a month ago." She stopped stroking his penis and started to stroke the side of his head. He leaned toward her and attempted to nuzzle her. “If he is really good maybe he will get to cum again – in a month or two.”



Sexual frustration? A month ago? Not for another month – or TWO!” John could not believe what he was hearing. And this guy was pushing his head against her like she was the love of his life. John wanted to smack Susan. He now knew that she was somehow responsible for the situation he found himself in. When he was free there was going to be payback. Not just Melisa, but Susan. He had been bad, he had treated Melisa unfairly, but this was way past even. He no longer felt guilty about what he had done.



"Good boy." Susan said as she brought something from her pocket and put it into Buster’s mouth pushing it into his cheek where he could work at it with his tongue. His face brightened, and John could see him moving his mouth as he sucked on the treat.



"Buster knows who controls him. He is completely responsive to Mary even though she is less than half his size." Mary moved Buster around the stage giving commands and demonstrating his dressage. When she stopped him, the audience applauded, wildly.



"But, Mary is a very experienced trainer. Never forget that a part of Buster is still wild. It is likely that if we removed all of its restraints he would still obey her, but we would never confuse the poor thing with such a situation. It is happier knowing that it is owned and controlled and not having to worry about what to do with its pesky arms." Buster stood perfectly still. He was looking at John now. John looked into his eyes. He expected to see pain, or fear, maybe defiance, or hope, but he saw nothing. The eyes were not dull, but there was no emotion, no feeling in them at all. John thought he was going to pass out.



"And finally, ponies do not speak. This is accomplished through a combination of training and modification where necessary. Ponies are trained not to speak. If they cannot adapt, then temporary implements such as a vocal shock collar can be used to reinforce the behavior. But sometimes it is kinder to just let the vet do the job." She pointed to a mark on Buster's neck. "Buster's vocal cords have been surgically altered to remove all human speech. He was very traumatized at first, it was early in his training and he was not broken yet, but now he knows that it was for the best and Buster is happy. Aren't' you boy?" John stared at Buster looking for any acknowledgement of the horror he had just heard. There was nothing.



"I hope you enjoyed our demonstration. As always, if you have a pony or potential pony that needs training we are happy to discuss the matter with you. We will only accept ponies that meet our very high standards such as these two fine wild ponies. A year from now you will hardly recognize either of them." Susan gestured to John and Julie as she spoke.



John gasped and heard the damn clamshell in his mouth click once again. His jaws were aching. He felt a surge of adrenaline as he weighed the import of what he had just heard. "Wild pony", "training", "a year", was this all some bad joke on Melisa's part or was John about to be turned into Buster? The presence of a fully restrained Julie standing next to him did not provide any comfort or positive encouragement. With Susan's reference to wild ponies, many eyes were now on John and Julie. Some people had moved up close to inspect them. Others watched from a distance. Still others looked only furtively.



John decided that this might be it. He knew that he was hopelessly restrained. He also knew that unless he got some help he would not be released and from what he just saw, in his current state of bondage, he could probably be controlled by even a small female. He had not wanted to come here, yet Melisa had managed to overcome all resistance. The bondage was effective, very effective. They were in public now; somehow, he needed to get someone to release him. John twisted his body and tried to pull back, but the leash line held firm and pulled the collar down on his balls. "Help me." He tried to say, but his mouth was so stuffed with the clamshell that it was completely indistinguishable. "Please. Let me go!" He was yelling, hoping volume would compensate for the manner in which his mouth was stuffed and held open.



A young couple came up in front of John. They were both dressed in leather. Not overly fetish. It worked here, but they could just as easily have gone to a fancy nightclub, perhaps they would move on after this event ended. "He doesn't look very happy." The girl spoke to her companion.



"It is just scared. That presentation has it uncertain about its decision to do this."



"So why doesn't he just use his safe word and be done?"



"Pony Rules apply. If the pony were allowed to personally use a safe word nobody would ever get through training, and aspects of the training that depend upon complete loss of control would never work because the pony would always know that it could call it off. Under Pony Rules only the pony's surrogate can call it off."



"What is that?"



"When a person enters into a pony training contract they designate a trusted person as their personal surrogate. From that point forward, the pony designate losses all decision-making authority. All decisions on behalf of the pony, specifically including termination of or any limitation to training or any aspect of training including any form of restraint or punishment can only be made by the surrogate. Effectively the pony is from then on only an owned animal."



"Wow. So he is completely dependent on somebody else to make all his decisions? That is so frightening."



"It is really important to choose someone you really trust.” He paused and smiled at the young woman. “You want to do some pony training? I could be your surrogate."



"Yeh, fat chance of that. I barely trust you with a safe word in regular play. How about you do pony training and I will be your surrogate? I think you would be a lovely pony." Her hand dropped and stroked quickly up between his legs.



"Right. If you got me in harness I would be stuck forever. You know, there is not even a time limit. This poor creature will be a pony until its surrogate decides it should be returned to human status, if ever. Even if they entered into a deal with a time limit, no such requirements can be binding on the surrogate. Their will and determination trumps everything."



"Let's get out of here before you get any silly ideas." She turned his head with her fingers and the two walked away. John had heard some discussions of pony play and rules before, but he had not been interested enough to find out all the details. He knew he was not interested in it, and he did not want to lose a partner for the time it would take for proper training. He also knew that there was no chance Melisa would ever agree to go into training and certainly as a dominant it was not for him. As a result, he had never bothered learning more. It was not really important – now it was very important. What was going to happen? How was he going to get out of this mess?



But there was something very wrong here, he had not agreed to pony training. He would never agree to that. It was ridiculous. He had not signed any type of pony training agreement. He had not designated a surrogate. He was not here willingly. So, this all had to be a cruel joke. He started to breathe easier. Melisa really got him this time. For a few moments there he had been terrified. Ok, he thought, joke over, come and let me go. He tried to look around for her but could not see her. Limited by the length of his leash and the blinkers on his headgear he could not see much. The lights had been lowered, the music had gotten loud, people were dancing all around. He did the only thing he could do. He stood there and waited.










Chapter 7








The party went on for hours. The two wild ponies were pretty much ignored as the party goers lost interest in the displays and started to pay attention to their partners and others who were preparing to leave the party - under their own power.



Both John and Julie had given up on attempts to plead with their eyes or otherwise engender some sympathy or assistance. Some people had appeared sympathetic. Some had voiced their displeasure, but nobody was willing to help them in any way.



Finally, the party was over, and the lights came up inside the arena. John had no idea what time it was, but he knew these events went very late, or rather very early. He kept looking for Melisa, but could not see her. He had not seen her at the corral all night. Not even once during the entire evening. Where could she be?



He heard sounds in the back of the corral and felt like they had come for them. It was about time. He was so tired of this. He had learned his lesson. Melisa had gone completely over the top, but he was not going to be angry with her. He was going to tell her how sorry he was and how he understood. He was not going to speak harshly. At least not until the next time he had her tied up. Well, she had moved the game up a notch, hadn’t she? But right now, he needed someone to let him loose. At least his arms. All they had to do was released his arms, he could do the rest. At least he thought he could.



He heard sounds of Julie being unhitched. They must be letting her go first. This was going to be hard to make right with her. He was sure she was furious with him right now. He was a little frightened of the prospect of her returning unrestrained while he was still held here. He tried to twist around looking for some help, but he could not make out anything going on behind him.



Julie was confused when the attendants removed her from the stall. She still did not know how she had come to be under the control of these people. She did not know why they were keeping her restrained and she did not know where they were taking her. She knew what she had heard earlier, but she could not believe it. It was, after all, just a show for the audience. A good one, but clearly nothing more than a show. None of that could be true – could it? She only knew that she had no control over anything and until - unless - they decided to let her go she had no choice but to do as they commanded and to go where they led.



It seemed to John that he stood there alone for a long time. In reality, it had only been about ten minutes before the attendants return. He felt one of them behind him connecting the restraint from his balls to his hobble. Only then did another attendant release his ankles and the leash line from the ring in the corral and start to lead John out of the corral.



John was confused by the continuing security but followed the lead. His balls were sore at this point from his many attempts to loosen or slip the leash. But, he could endure this a bit more. Everything was winding down all around. They had to let him go soon.



As they exited the same door they had entered John saw the pony trailer. Melisa was standing at the back of the trailer with Susan. As John was led around to the back ramp of the trailer he could see Julie, still restrained, and now fastened inside the trailer.



"No." John tried to say and pulled away from the ramp. The come along tightened and pulled at his balls, but he didn't care. He was not going into that thing. He was not going to be restrained in the trailer. If they got him in there it was over. He knew that he had to get away now before it was too late.



John managed to jerk the leading attendant back and actually shuffle off the ramp. But then there was a different pressure in his balls. This one was pulling down and hurt more than the pressure of being led. John tried to take a step and found that his hobble stride had been reduced to almost nothing. He could not keep his balance in the heelless boots and found himself falling onto his side on the ground.



The attendant who had pulled the security line on the hobble to ball line turned and put all her weight into pulling the line. John's feet were pulled up until they were each only 6" from his balls. He was effectively hogtied.



Melissa stepped over and knelt down next to him. "Weren't you paying attention inside? You have been signed up for pony training. Your little slut as well. There is absolutely nothing that you can do about it. Remember that special power of attorney that you signed a few weeks ago? I am your pony-training surrogate. That means that you, as a pony, no longer make any decisions. That means that I am the only one that can make decisions for you. I have given the trainers authority to put you through the full training course. It will be very good for you and I think you will make a marvelous stallion. I will be out to see you in a week, or so, to assess whether you should continue in the program, as required by the rules.



Susan tells me I should not visit until then. She doesn't like her wild ponies confused with thing from their old life until they get a chance to acclimatize to their new condition. I will do you a kindness though." She reached down in front of his face and with a small Allen wrench key inserted it into the mouth of the gag. He heard it click a couple of times and he felt the pressure on the roof of his mouth reduce. It had not reduced in size, but at least it had stopped trying to expand.



Melisa had started to stand, but then she knelt back down. "I suppose you are wondering about your little whore. You were so smitten by her that I just couldn't see pulling the two of you apart. Who knows, maybe they will even let you mate with her. If you are very good and work very hard at your training. And don't worry about her being released any time soon. She couldn't be in full training without a surrogate either. That was a little more difficult to arrange. You were so nice to send her such a fine gift yesterday." He gave Melissa a puzzled look.



"What, you don't remember? Well, I guess that is because I decided to send one on your behalf. She was so pleased with the necklace. She didn't even read what she signed when the courier delivered it. Looks like I am her surrogate too."



Melisa stood and turned back to Susan. John struggled and pulled at his legs and his arms, but he was effectively hogtied. He saw the attendants spread a blanket on the floor of the trailer in the empty bay. They returned to him and closed his blinkers. "Please, no, I'll be good." He tried to say, but even he could not understand it.



He felt himself lifted; there must have been four of them from the feel. He tried to squirm loose, but he could do nothing effective. They only had to carry him about 10 feet. He felt the blanket under him as he was laid on the floor of the trailer. Restraining lines were fastened from the ends of his elbows to each side, from the ring in his hobble, now pulled up snug with his balls, down behind him to the floor, and from the back of his neck forward to the bulkhead. He heard the ramp lifted and the trailer closed.



John had learned one of the first lessons of his new condition in life. Resistance may be expected, but it was not accepted, and actions had consequences and the consequences were usually not pleasant.
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