Change of Scenery 

Has: Birth, BDSM, M/F D/s xenophilia, pregnancy, lactation, Fisting, photos and video. 

Not all relationships work out as smoothly as Marigold and Chris does. Marigold or Goldie Finefoot, is a well-mannered centaur mare in Nirvana City, a clerical assistant at Lightstone Reproductive Care, and is about is plain for a centaur as you can get. Chris Banks was just as boring. Working full time as a dairy farmer and running an organic co-op. No one knows how they met, though Goldie would say it was at the co-op. But somehow, they gelled right away. Hank also liked Chris, both were good at tennis, loved baking and Chris had a wealth of gluten-free recipes. It was good that they got a long so well, considering that Hank Finefoot was Goldie’s husband. Hank was no push over either, he was at least fifteen hands of centaur, a bay shire with white feathering. He was a factory worker at a steel plant in the City and literally bend rebar with his bare hands. Chris was considerably intimidated by him when he first met Hank, discussing of all things a BDSM relationship with his wife. Hank however, was all for this, especially the bit about filming scenes for him to watch later. It was nice for Goldie to find a good partner for her tack fetish and some pony/slave play. Hank was never totally into it mostly because he had to wear tack himself at work. So, he didn’t get the kink of it, but he was okay with his wife being down and into it. The bonus of it, was him occasionally stomping into the scene and mounting her right in front of Chris. It was all sexy for everyone.

It was year into the contract. Chris was enjoying every other Friday at his barn with Goldie in tack prancing around his ring. She was beautiful, a palomino with stunning blue eyes and white mask on her face and white socks. Her build was vaguely hot-blood. But not as clear like Hank’s shire body. But she was gorgeous. Chris was reminded of his first horse as a boy, Dolly, a buckskin mustang with similar coloring. But unlike Dolly, he could have full conversation with Goldie and discuss scenes and so forth. It was Friday though that Goldie brought up some news. 


“Hey so before we begin tonight-oh can we use the white blinders tonight. The black ones are getting tight.” She began in the tack room. As Chris pushed his brown hair away from his eyes and grabbed those white binders and red leather hardness. 


“Yeah what is hun?” Chris asked as he started to get on his riding breeches and his own gear. 


“So, you know that Hank and I have been trying to get a foal, right?” She pumped her tail a little sense apprehension on Chris’s tanned face and blue eyes. He paused and then broke into a wide grin and hugged her with a shout. 


“Oh, my gods! You’re pregnant!? I am so happy, god Hank you have been trying for years, right?” 


“Yeah, my heats are never regular, but we got lucky, I am at least eight weeks right now, I am going to foal next summer.” Chris let out a joyous noise hugging Goldies’s middle, and then brushing back his hair he took a few steps back. 


“Oh, we should go ahead and change up, so no flogging tonight and let’s keep tack loose around the middle is that okay?” He said cheeks flushed with excitement. Goldie nodded in agreement as Chris put on her blinders, gag and the rest of her tack. “Okay, safe word is three whinnies?” 

<><><><><><><><><><><><>

Chris loved watching her gallop around the ring. Her long slender legs moved like music as she pranced and ran. Watching her middle grow though was rather, erotic as well. He moved his wide hands against her plump equine belly. Occasionally he felt the foal twitch and kick inside. It made him grin, with quiet excitement. He was more than pleased when Hank and Goldie invited him for drinks one night and showed him the ultra sound pictures. 


“Oh, he’s beautiful Hank, god he looks like a big one too.” Chris said holding his jack and rum, Hank gave him a half grin on his bay colored face. 


“She, actually and yeah midwife say she is gonna be a big girl.” There was a note a pride his voice, but his smaller wife sighed and raised her mango lassi, 


“Hey, I’ve taken both of your Chris’s fists and your cock Hank, so I am sure she’ll be easy peasey.” There was a dry sort of comment in her voice, but Hank laughed. 


“Oh honey, it’s okay, she’ll come out real smoothly.” He said noticing the discomfort in her voice, but she waved him off with a flick of her ears. 

“I’m fine, anyway, Chris we’ve decided that we’re ready to wait until after the foal comes before we start doing anymore scenes. Well anything heavy at least.” She explained which made Chris frown on his bearded face. He sighed and leaned back in his seat.


“I am guessing no full tack scenes or lung whips? Are we still okay with martingales and hobbles?” He negotiated, but Hank shook his head, Goldie spoke though. 


“Light tack, like a body bridle is fine. Fisting is okay and so is anal play but no running or whips. Nothing that is going to be heavy exertion for me.” 

Chris sighed wryly but agreed. He didn’t want to cause any discomfort for Goldie or complications for their daughter. He was so excited for them, he never saw his friends any happier than this moment. 

<><><><><><><><><><>

Though almost a full year of no scene work was making both Goldie and Chris rather bored. Hank had been taking double shifts at work and wasn’t always available, and Chris has been helping his best friends out by getting odds and ends. Goldie was craving salt like crazy and belly still swelled, and Chris took every opportunity to touch it. He loved it and he could tell that Goldie loved the contact. Every craving run, or nights where she was left alone, he made time to be with her and to help Hank. Chris got her Ritz crackers and almond butter and spent the evenings with her. Hank was more than grateful for it. He felt bad that he wasn’t here all the time, but Chris knew that money was needed for their new little girl. He was just happy to still be in their lives. However, Goldie loved being with Chris, but she was horny and bored and missed being able to run and feel the tight leather on her skin. 

She let a huff one June evening, bored she moved from the place in Chris’s living room and started to the door. 


“Hey what’s up, I thought were gonna hang out here until Hank comes by?” Chris started as he got a salad ready.


“Sorry, I am just…”


“Antsy? Bored?”


“Yeah” She breathed. “You know what? Can we? Just this once get my tack?” She said turning her eyes to him. Chris cross his arms. She was so big and man it was kind of hot to think about how sexy she would be tacked up again. With her big round belly and fat teats. He sighed and got on his boots. 

“Sure, let’s go ahead and do it in the ring near the barn.” 

She followed him to the ring he used for his own horses and to the tack room. Breathing some relief, she felt the red harness leather around her more human waist and chest. His hands moving passed her skin and her arms tucked in the arm binding attached to her body bridle. She felt into character, bobbing her head, her body like a wild horse. He tugged on the lead rope, Chris speaking soft. 

“Whoa, easy, easy, good girl c’mon now.” Tugging he put on the blinders but didn’t gag her knowing that this scene she might need to say the safe word than use the safe code. She stomped her fore hooves as she was dragged from the tacking area to the big ring. Chris hook her to the post taking his web cam and setting it up to record them. He let his hands drag down her chest and down her swollen belly. He felt her foal wiggle and move inside of her. 

“She gets excited whenever you are all tacked up huh?”

“Yeah, I guess she likes all those good hormones.” Goldie replied her tail pumping up and down, flashing her pink nethers to Chris. He pulled on the tack just letting it tug against Goldie’s body as she pawed and stomped a little. He hummed appreciatively at the shape of her body the way the tack sat on her golden frame. He turned around keeping a hand to her flank, so he is facing her rear as he had a table set up. A speculum, some ‘boy butter’ (it was good for fisting), a paddle and a few butt plugs. It was going to be insertion play and mostly to get Goldie off since it’s has been a while since she had a good orgasm according to her. 

Chris on the other hand was realizing he had a bit of a pregnancy fetish and just wanted to rub his hands all over her big belly and play with her teats between her legs. Goldie like most of her species didn’t have breasts on her chest but between her legs. He rubbed at her teats first seeing milk pool at his fingers. She let a soft nicker stomping her fore legs as he played with them. 

“Good for you?” 

“Yeah, yeah just-“ She stopped and pulled her ears back. Chris pulled away and brushed his hair out of his eyes. 

“Goldie?” He prodded, she didn’t respond right away. But she let out a huff and snorted. 

“Yeah Chris, I am okay I just got some pressure suddenly.” 
“Ok, do we need to end scene?” 
“Nah let’s get back to it.” She brushed it aside as Chris made his move back behind her and lifted her blonde tail and watched her pucker and lips twitch with the gentle prodding of his fingers. She let a sigh, winking those lips giving a good look at her fat clit and slick tunnel. 


“Just please use the safe word if you feel uncomfortable.” He added before placing a kiss against his huge lips. Licking up and down at the seam feeling her shudder. He got the gloves on added the lubed to started fisting her when she stomped again and groaned. Something was not right but she didn’t shout the safe word or called ‘yellow’ to slow down so following her lead he worked his greased-up hand into her sopping folds. Her walls twitched and pulled him in. He felt her hear beat around his fingers as he kept stroking her clit with his free hand and pumping in and out of her slit with the other. She winked again spraying him with bits of cum. 


“That’s a good- “She squeezed hard as he spoke but not the tight pulsing of an orgasm. Chris wondered, he pushed a bit more in rubbing at the slick walls when he found her cervix. He stroked it gently, but he noticed it was dilating. Damn 


“Potato Chips.” He said and pulled out of with a squelch using the safe word. She let out a pleasure filled shudder, but he didn’t seem happy about it and with using the safe word she was confused.


“Hey? What’s wrong, we just good some good moment.” 


“You’re in labor.” There was note of annoyance in his voice. “I am going to call Hank and your midwife.” He took off the gloves and was going to stomp off even though it was not her fault and she probably didn’t even know but before he tromped off, Goldie waved him over.


“Hey, wait, I am probably not even that far in. Let me just walk a bit okay? Don’t call Hank or Duffy yet.” 


“You’re starting to dialate.” He argued. “How long have you been in labor Goldie?” 

“I don’t know, probably for a few hours, I started feeling cramping this afternoon. But I thought I was just hungry, but food wasn’t sitting so I though an orgasm would help, so I established a scene, but I swear on Chiron I didn’t know I was in active labor.” He believed her, but now he had to figure out what to do.  
Goldie pumped her tail and nickered at him, 


“Can you just release me so I can run around the ring. That usually helps from what Duffy said.” Chris snapped out of his thoughts and unhooked her from the post and unbounded her arms so she can do a few laps. He had to admit though, watching her long gilded legs stride around the ring. It was really hot. She was beautiful despite the straining and grunting. He adjust his erection watching his friend trot around, moving just ease the pressure of the unborn making her way out. He managed to break away his dirty thoughts to call Hank just as Goldie moved back to where he was. 

“Yeah hey, you need to come down now. Yeah-wait you're stuck at work? But Goldie is in labor! Yeah yeah, I get it you're trying to sneak out. Okay I am gonna stay with her. I'll call Duffy if things go pear-shaped.” He hung up with a huff. 

“I am guess Hank is caught up with something?” Goldie said through another contraction.  Her wincing got his concern, walking over and rubbing her flank with hands. 



“Yeah his boss is making him haul up some shit, and he is kind of stuck right now, but he is trying to get out of it. Do you want to go back inside?” The question hung for a moment between them. Goldie looked at the post she was tied too and the camera. She smelled Chris's arousal and gave him a sly smile. 

“You're still horny? Does my body turn you on?” She had a playful smile on her lips her tail pumping again. Chris backed up blushing bright feeling his cock throb at the comment. It was the truth he was really aroused but he also felt a bit silly and kind of perverted. Chris stuttered for a minute before she turned around and lifted her tail showing her swollen lips. 

“Might as well make the best of a situation.” She said softly, her belly jerked and she snorted at the contraction still she had her pink slit open and waiting for Chris. He moved slowly touching it with a soft sigh. 

“Okay as long as you're fine with it I'm still game.” He said with a moan feeling it envelop his hand. She grunted again winking her slick pussy. 
“I wouldn't offered if I wasn't.” She said with a smile. 


It was a slow process, he got back into her gear and bound her arms up. Her winking twitching pussy was too much to pass up. He lavished it with kisses, nuzzling it. Her fat clit winking in and out was stroked often as she pawed and grunted. The camera trained on her twitching body. While Chris was having fun, Goldie was getting some relief with the pleasure. As long as her daughter wasn't at risk, she was going to take advantage of the opportunity. But she pawed feeling the pressure build and push and she strained when the foal pushed forward. She can feel her transition inside of her body. Goldie out a low huff.  


“She is making her way, I can feel it press against my cervix.” She said, it made Chris excited. He rubbed her belly again, still playing with her warm wet walls when he was disturbed by a grunt. Chris turned around to see the big bay shire centaur looking at them quizzically. 


“I am assuming Goldie put you up to this?” Said Hank making his way over to his wife who grinned in a playful-sheepish sort of way. 


“Duffy said I should think of ways of easing pain relief.” Goldie explained with a small embarrassed grin. Hank swished his tail, ears slightly back as Chris look equally red-cheeked. But he tugged on the tack allicting a shocked gasp from Goldie. 


“I am not terribly against this, its really hot. But I want to make sure this was completely consensual. I am assuming this was something you both wanted, and Goldie didn't just talk you into it, Chris.” Hank had his brown eyes on Chris's blue who made an 'uhhhh' sound but then coughed and said: 

“No, no, Goldie broached the topic but I assure you that it was a mutual desire. But we're putting her and the baby first and we'll get our shit together once Duffy arrives.”


“She can't. We're on our own.” Hank said. Causing a massive silence between the sub and her dom. Chris expression fell and looked horribly concerned.  If the midwife wasn't coming how can Goldie have her baby? 


“Then who is delivering the filly? I am not a trained midwife.”


“Relax, centaurs are not helpless, Goldie can drop the foal without much issue. A midwife named Philo Gallani is suppose to come by to check her and the filly. But Duffy is wrapped up in a emergency.” There was a sigh from both, but Goldie, ever stalwart pumped her tail and stomped at the next big contraction. She was still tacked up but not tied down again, she leaned on the wall raising her tail as she let out a neigh. 


“Go figure. I know Philo, he is good people. This kid has been without incident so far, and I had my training already on self deliveries. FUCK! Someone just eat me out or something she is coming!” She let out another neigh as as the next contraction made her push. Chris had a full view of her cervix dilating and the dark brown head of her foal pushing through. He stroked her flanks playing with her fat and massive clit, she stomped again and smacked Chris with her tail. 


“It hurts really bad now,” She said tears pricking. She gave another push letting both her friend and mate stroke her all lover. Hands gliding down her back and flanks. Touching her chest and teats. Hank kissed her passionately nickering against her neck as she strained. Another push and Chris saw the white bag sticking out. 


“She is almost here Goldie.” He said and then whispered against her skin. “Who is my good showpony, give your master a good push.” She snorted and stomped again going into a crouch and pushing with the next contraction. The foal was pushed forward torso an forelegs out. Christ still wearing gloves from the scene. Grabbed the legs with Hank's signal and the next push, he was soaked in birth fluid as the newborn foal was shoved out and into his arms . He quickly put the newborn bay filly next to her mother ripping away the caul and getting a clean cloth, already warmed up to wipe and clean her face. She let out a squeal and cried filling the ring with the sigh of the new mother and the cries of her daughter. Goldie collasped into Hank's big arms exhausted as was Chris who immediately took off her tack as fast as he can. 


“She looks really healthy Goldie, you did amazing.” Chris said in proud awe, as her newborn foal was laying next her mother, it would be an hour before she could stand. Foal-children looking more like human toddlers than infants, they can stand and walk almost immediately after birth. But the little one won't talk or eat solids for a much longer time. The newborn had her mother's blue eyes but her father's coloring hopefully not his build. Chris took note of her white socks and star on her forehead, as well as-


“So who is gonna cut the cord?”


“Than can be the dad if he chooses, we should do it quickly so we can get the afterbirth.” said a voice behind them. A satyr with half his head shaved smiled widely at them. What was left of his hair was neon green, and looked he was covered in tattoos. Chris balked a the sight of the supposed midwife who started getting details of the birth and doing both mom and babies' vitals. He clamped down on the cord and allowed Hank to cut it as he took a warm  wet cloth and helped clean the newborn. 


“You did a fantastic job Goldie, holy cow she is a beautiful silver bay. Duffy told me you won't have complications. I was doubtful, because nothing is certain but wow did you did an amazing job on self delivery.”  Philo went on, as Chris watched from the background as mom and dad talk to him. Feeling left out Chris grabbed his bag but was stopped by Hank.


“Hey we're gonna do a family photo before going into the house.” 

Chris paused and looked at Hank quizzically, 


“Wait? I am being included?”


“No shit, of course dumbass. You have been with us forever and you even caught Lila, get in the damn selfie.” Goldie said with tone of tired but playful abrasiveness.  Without much encouragement, Chris got in the warm photo with Goldie, Hank and the newest arrival. Lila May.  Smiling, he truly felt something between all three of them that wasn't there before. Something more than just being Goldie's scene partner. 

He was part of the family. 
