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1: Corners and Caps

Day 1: Monday Evening

Kara Lee was wearing a bizarre parody of a schoolgirl uniform. Her voice was tremulous and subdued; she had already been told twice to speak up.

“I must not trespass on private property. I must not worry the ponies. I sincerely regret my bad behaviour. I ask to…be punished…for being a naughty girl.”

Kara stumbled on the last sentence, distracted by movement and noises to her left. Angelina’s maid, Lily, was drawing the wide curtains across the French windows, her elaborate rubber costume snapping and crackling distinctly with her activity close by Kara.

“Repeat!” Barked Angelina from her seat at the dining table.

“I must not trespass on private property. I must not worry the ponies. I sincerely regret my bad behaviour. I ask to be punished for being a naughty girl.”

This was line 407 of 500. Each line was identical and Kara had been reading them out for well over an hour. She was standing on a stool placed in the corner of the dining room of Cacklebrook farmhouse, a few feet along from the French windows. She was facing the corner, talking straight at the wall. In her hands she held a sheaf of expensive parchment paper that contained all 500 lines, individually numbered, written out in her best handwriting. Her thumb moved down to line 408.

She read out line 408, the same words again. She was filled with utter dread and terror – the closer she came to finishing the reading, the nearer she came to her inevitable punishment. A punishment she had willingly agreed to accept as a price she had to pay to be able to return to Cacklebrook Farm. But now the moment was arriving, her nerve was starting to fail her.

It was around seven thirty on a damp evening in early September. Kara was wearing an old-fashioned English schoolgirl uniform of shirt, tie and gymslip. The collar felt very tight around her throat, increasing her nervous perspiration, but little else of the uniform was authentic.

Both her tie and gymslip were made of bright red leather. Underneath the uniform she had been laced incredibly tightly into a corset of matching red leather that made her ribs ache and restricted her breathing. Suspenders from the corset held up smoky dark stockings, and on her feet were a pair of little red ankle boots that were laced tightly as well. They looked like the kind of thing a saloon girl would wear in a cowboy movie, except the five-inch stiletto heels were more extreme and hurting her feet after so long standing without moving.

There was also a wide red belt drawn tightly around her waist, designed to draw the gymslip in to the shape of the corset underneath. After she had stepped up onto the stool, the belt had been unfastened, then the skirt of the gymslip had been folded up around her waist, before the belt had been tightened back into place, revealing the old-fashioned grey cotton genuine schoolgirl knickers that Kara was wearing underneath.

Then the knickers had been drawn down to her knees, exposing her bare buttocks to all the occupants of the room, and leaving her sex naked; but thankfully hidden from view.

To complete the outfit, she had a tall, cone shaped cap on her head that was buckled sturdily under her chin. In big letters, on both the front and the back, was written the word Dunce.

Kara read out line 409. Her fear had created a deep knot in her gut, another nagging ache. She fought to contain her panic. Part of her wanted to just run, part of her just wanted the ordeal to be over and done with, but that was not Angelina’s style – maximum drama, maximum formality, maximum humiliation, pain and cruelty – Kara had known what she was signing up to.

She had done as Angelina had asked and taken several days before she signed the contract that Angelina had offered her. But deep down, there had never been any doubt that she would sign it. The events of that August weekend just over three weeks ago had been life changing for Kara.

A part of herself that she had never known existed had been uncovered. She felt a thrill and excitement that she hadn’t experienced since she was a little girl. More importantly, an empty hole in her life had been briefly filled, she had felt so alive, bathed in a new palette of colours. She would have done virtually anything to get another chance to enter this secret world – In point of fact, she was doing virtually anything!

Angelina had made it clear that if Kara signed the contract, she would be putting herself under the authority and discipline of the statuesque, raven haired amazon, and Kara had seen how extreme that could be. On top of that, Angelina had also told her she would have to accept a specific punishment for her trespass on to the farm.

Kara was under no allusion as to what that would entail. She had walked into this with her eyes open. It scared her witless. But to miss out on the opportunity she had been presented was unthinkable to her. She had to grin and bear it. It was a necessary evil, a price to be paid to get another three weeks in this erotic playground.

So, she had signed Angelina’s contract ten days ago and posted it back to her.

The first Kara heard back was an e-mail with a date and time. Today, at midday, report back to the farm. She was to bring all her art equipment that she would need to produce the paintings and sketches for which she had been commissioned. She should prepare to stay at the farm for all three weeks of the contract.

A couple of days later, another e-mail. She was to write out the words highlighted in bold italics five hundred times, using a fountain pen, on parchment. They were to be in her best handwriting and immaculately presented. A postscript warned of consequences if the required standard wasn’t achieved.

It had taken her days. Every time she had made a mistake, or even if a word or letter looked untidy, she would scrap the page and start again. Part of her was aware of how crazy this all was. But she kept her focus, stayed in the game.

Foremost in her mind was the memory of Polly getting the whipping with stinging nettles. Kara had seen first-hand how sadistic Angelina could be. She had to take every opportunity to reduce the risk of giving Angelina any excuse to increase her punishment.

Then the money had appeared in her bank account. The entire amount agreed, paid in advance. She had been able to clear all her debts. But Kara had been very much aware, from that day onwards, that there was now no possibility of her getting out of this – whether she got cold feet or not.

Three days before she was due back at the farm, a parcel was delivered to her. Inside had been a pair of patent leather, knee high boots in bright red. They were made in Germany and looked very expensive. The box said the stiletto heel was thirteen centimetres high, which caused Kara to gulp – that was over five inches!

The over-the-knee boots Kara had been given on her first visit to the farm had a three-inch block heel. They had been the highest that Kara had ever worn before – she was a tomboy when it came to clothes, spending her life in jeans and trainers. She had always thought high heels were ridiculous and impractical – why volunteer to hobble yourself!

But her attitude had changed since visiting the farm. She understood the appeal now. When mastered, they looked sensational, and the paradox of the power they conferred on the wearer against the physical restriction they imposed now intrigued her. she had loved the OTK boots and worn them a lot in the three weeks since she left the farm. She enjoyed the extra height they bestowed on her and the confidence that came with it. But these new ones were something else altogether…

The stiletto itself was made of polished steel. The toes came to a point. There were wide buckles at the ankle and at the top of the boot to draw the leather tight to her leg. There was a note with them in the box.

Enjoy! Wear them on Tuesday. I expect you to be competent in them!

Kara had worn them nearly constantly in those remaining three days, trying to get as much practice in them as she could. She had searched the internet for tips on how to wear high heels. They were uncomfortable when worn for prolonged periods and made her feet sore. She tried to always remain close to something, for those moments when she lost her balance or turned her ankle, so she wouldn’t fall right over.

She had struggled, but she thought she had mastered the basics by the time she put her booted feet down on the cobbles of the courtyard at Cacklebrook at noon today, stepping out of her Fiesta, wearing the red dress that Angelina had given her to wear home from her first visit.

She had worn that dress occasionally around her studio but had never dared to go out in public wearing it. It was one thing to be around the farm in an outfit like that, but quite another to be in town, visible to hundreds of strangers. She didn’t have the courage yet. It was only the boots she had worn out and about.

Even then, her best friend Chloë had remarked on them – how out of character it was to see her in something like that. Not that she had been negative about them, she had thought they looked great and was pleased to see Kara finally taking an interest in what she wore. But she had asked Kara how she could afford them.

That had been awkward. Kara hadn’t told anyone, not even Chloë, about what had happened that weekend. She had to respect Angelina’s wishes for privacy, not to mention how out-of-character and outrageous her own behaviour had been. It hurt to lie to her best friend, but Chloë wasn’t the kind to keep a confidentiality like that. Dozens would have known about it in a couple of days. Kara hadn’t lied in as much as she told Chloë they were a gift from someone she had met.

“Bit of a perv, is he?” Chloë had teased.

Kara knew she had blushed, but no matter how hard Chloë had pressed for more information, Kara had remained tight-lipped.

“It’s always the quiet ones you have to watch! When can I meet him?”

Chloë wasn’t prejudiced. If Kara had said it was a girl she would have been surprised simply because Kara had never mentioned an interest in women before. She would have been pleased for Kara that she had met someone, whatever their gender. But Kara felt like she was misleading her friend and that went against her nature. As did being secretive, but then she had never had anything to be secretive about before!

Anyway, Kara hadn’t met anyone in terms of having a conventional relationship. The concept of monogamy didn’t exist at Cacklebrook Farm. And she still had no idea if she was gay or not. She still fancied men from time to time, though she now thought about women in a way she never had before that August weekend.

But it felt like her sex drive had been broken and that weekend had fixed it. She was different. She was horny all the time, masturbating every day, and getting better cums than she had ever had. Most people she saw – male or female – she now appraised sexually. She had never thought that way before.

She had even checked-out Chloë, though she had felt guilty about doing that. Not that she fancied her at all – they had been friends since school and Kara wasn’t interested in her in that way. But Chloë had always been much more successful at attracting people than Kara, and Kara had tried to analyse why.

Chloë had been going steady with her boyfriend for more than three years, while Kara’s short and very intermittent relationships had left her as a spare wheel much of the time. Consequently, they hadn’t seen as much of each other post-college as they did before. But Chloë had been an invaluable crutch and comfort when Kara’s mother had died. Kara didn’t know how she would have got through it without her.

Her friend had a much more outgoing personality than Kara. Bubbly and warm would be the best description. While Kara was as introverted as you got. Chloë was much more fashion-conscious (Kara was more inclined to think of her as a fashion victim.) Her hair was dyed blonde and she was girl-next-door cute rather than a beauty queen. She had never had any trouble drawing male attention and keeping it.

In truth, Kara had spent the entire three weeks and one day fantasizing about, and wanking off to, memories and thoughts exclusively of women. And why wouldn’t she? It was the events of that weekend that excited her and they had all been with women.

For the first time in her life, Kara tried surfing porn sites. What she found was indescribably awful – it turned her off. She was much happier remembering what had really happened to her and fantasizing about what would happen in the future.

She was infatuated with Angelina, and the night she had spent with her had been the most exciting, intense and overwhelming experience of her life. Even now, every time she thought about it her heart would race and her pussy would burn with arousal. But she had to stay balanced. It was probably a one-off. If it did happen again it would be a bonus or occasional treat. Kara would only ever be a diversion for Angelina.

The scary thing was, Kara didn’t know where her limits lay in regard to being part of Angelina’s world and Cacklebrook Farm. What price was she prepared to pay to be accepted and belong? She thought of Sapphire the ponygirl, who had given herself body and soul to Angelina, allowed herself to be transformed physically and psychologically to Angelina’s specific desires – relinquished all self-determination beyond her initial submission. Could Kara go that far? The thought both horrified and thrilled her at the same time.

So, all her fantasies were about the three women she had shared sexual experiences with on her first visit. Angelina, Sapphire and Lily the maid. She didn’t fantasize about fucking Toby. What would Kara do if Angelina told her to fuck Toby? Even worse, if Angelina gave Toby carte blanche to use Kara whenever he wanted (he seemed to have free use of the ponies whenever he wanted!) Would she do it?

Kara still had a lot of confused thinking to sort out.

Kara had told Chloë that she had been offered this fantastic opportunity to produce paintings and artworks of ponies in the countryside – it was the truth, just not the whole truth! And Chloë had been delighted for her, knowing how Kara had been struggling financially.

And so, Kara had arrived back at Cacklebrook Farm, her car stuffed full of her art equipment. One of the outhouses that surrounded the courtyard had been emptied and cleaned up for her to use as a studio.




“I must not trespass on private property. I must not worry the ponies. I sincerely regret my bad behaviour. I ask to be punished for being a naughty girl.”

Kara’s thumb had reached line number 500. She came to a stop, unsure what to do now. She decided it was probably best to do nothing. The sheaf of parchment in her hands wobbled in front of her eyes. Her hands were shaking badly. She had never been so scared in all her life. Even so, she was still turned on. She tried to calm herself.

I will get through this!

Her feet were killing her, standing in the high heels for so long without moving. She attempted to shift them imperceptibly to gain some relief. She hoped it wouldn’t be noticed, but the stool groaned at the tiny action.

“Stay still, Kara! Final warning!” Angelina snapped immediately.

Kara couldn’t believe it! The only time she had moved in the slightest in two hours and it had been the most modest of shuffles.

“Stand straighter! Push your chest out. Why have you stopped reading?”

“I have finished, My Lady.” Kara’s voice cracked.

“Good. Your request is accepted. You will be punished for being a naughty girl.”

Kara waited for something to happen, but nothing did. She continued to stand on the stool, holding her neatly written lines in her hand.

She heard Lily’s noisy uniform rustling as she collected up crockery and cutlery.

“We will have our coffee next, Lily, before we start the correction.”

“Very good, My Lady.”

Kara’s eyes flicked between the lines she had just read out and the wall right in front of her. Somehow, now that she was no longer reading, she was even more conscious of her bare bottom on display, the knickers around her knees. The wait would continue.


2: Ginger Paste and Tears

Day 1: Monday Evening

“On the charge of egregious trespass, how do you plead?”

“Guilty, My Lady.”

“On the charge of pony worrying, how do you plead?”

“Guilty, My Lady.”

“Both offences are of the highest maleficence and would ordinarily require the severest of penalties, each separately and in their own right!”

Angelina walked around Kara as she spoke.

Kara was now standing beside the dining table in a central position in the room. She was still holding the sheets of parchment with her lines on. Her skirt was still held up above her waist by her tightly buckled belt, showing her bare backside to the assembled household who were gathered behind her. Her knickers had now been completely removed.

To her right, just out of her peripheral vision, were Angelina’s PA Tatyana Ivanova and her groom and pony trainer Tosh. To her left, again just out of her eyeline, were Angelina’s personal maid Lily and the scullery maid Polly. Apparently, everyone was to have the chance to participate in her punishment.

“However, on this occasion there are some extenuating circumstances – though I’m not sure how so much brazen ignorance is any excuse for your behaviour! But I am inclined towards a rare and uncharacteristic act of mercy!”

Angelina pulled the sheaf of parchment out of Kara’s hands and studied the pages, continuing to circle Kara.

You’ve made a diligent effort with these, so dare we hope that you have a genuine remorse and regret for your actions above and beyond the fact that they have earned you a thrashing?”

“I wish to assure you that I do, My Lady.”

Angelina stopped in front of Kara. Her gloved finger and thumb grasped Kara’s chin and tilted her head back. Her preternatural violet eyes, flecked with black, bore into Kara. Kara fought to hold her gaze, it felt so natural for her to lower her own eyes submissively when confronted by the strength and confidence that was challenging her.

“I’m inclined to believe you. But anyhow, I can assure you that your contrition will soon be authentic without any doubt!”

Angelina let go of Kara and spun away. The long ponytail of her sable hair hit Kara in the face as she did so.

“Tatyana, review this work scrupulously to ensure each line has been produced with the care and respect warranted in reparation for such grievous acts.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

Angelina stopped behind Kara. Kara felt a hand press against her back.

“I want you to bend over and rest your hands on the table.” Angelina’s voice was gentle.

The viciously laced corset prevented Kara from bending at the waist; she had to use her hips.

“Thrust that backside up and out, show me how eager you are to offer it to me!”

Kara tried her best, aware that she was now flagrantly displaying her vulva to everyone in the room. When Angelina’s gloved hands touched Kara’s bare bum she jumped. She was aware that her thighs were trembling.

“You are right to be nervous, we are going to hurt you and it will be an ordeal for you. But it won’t be more than you can handle. Be strong for me. Take your medicine with dignity and pride.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

Angelina’s hands gripped a buttock each, the soft kidskin covering her palms sliding over the muscles. It felt delicious to Kara and she shivered with pleasure. Then the fingers started to probe, pressing into the scars from Kara’s fall onto the wall just over three weeks ago.

“And you do deserve it. You’ve been a very naughty girl, don’t you agree?”

“Yes, My Lady.”

“I want no sulking from you, no attitude or resentment afterwards. Just gratitude for your correction.”

“I understand, My Lady.”

“The scrapes you got from your accident on the wall are as good as gone. I deem these buttocks fit to take their punishment!”

Angelina jiggled the flesh in her hands, caressed them one last time and then let them go. Kara wanted them to stay.

“For each offence you will receive six strokes of the cane onto a wet bottom that has been tenderized by the strap first. If you believe you will be unable to keep quiet, you may ask for a gag?”

Kara gulped. A small part of her had still been clinging to the forlorn hope that Angelina would make the punishment largely symbolic. But she had seen Angelina’s unflinching cruelty first-hand, she should have expected nothing less.

“Yes please, My Lady. I would like to be gagged.”

“Gagged you will be. That will be three extra strokes for the privilege!”

Kara’s eyes went wide. She had walked straight into that one!

“Every time you break position, the stroke will be repeated, but you may ask to be tied in place?”

Kara’s head dropped. She knew she was not good with pain. There was no way she would be able to stay still for fifteen cane strokes. She felt the panic swelling within her.

“Yes please, My Lady, I would like to be tied in place.”

“Very well. Three extra strokes for the privilege!”

Kara felt Angelina’s hand higher on her back, pushing her to bend lower.

“Head down, bottom up. Legs together and keep them straight. Before we start the strokes, we will warm you up to ensure you feel the maximum pain for each one.”

Fingers touched Kara’s thigh, undoing the suspender strap from her stocking. She felt the loose strap tucked up out of the way under the suspender belt. The action was repeated for her other thigh, leaving her bottom as a completely clean target.

Kara was terrified. She felt her legs could give way at any second. What if she fainted before they even started? Would they throw her off the farm?

I must not disappoint Angelina!

Kara ran the mantra through her head again and again. She must not screw this up.

“So, everyone gets three goes with the strap to get the delinquent backside nice and tender for the cane. Polly, you will be first. Anything less than full commitment from you and you get a strapping yourself, understand?”

“Yes, My Lady.”

“Lily, proceed!”

Kara lowered her head and eyes to see what was happening. Just beyond the edge of the table, beside her leg, she saw a bucket.

“Head up!” Angelina snapped almost immediately. “No slouching, keep a smart posture. Remain dignified, Kara!”

There was the sound of water falling into the bucket, then Kara felt a sponge brushing across her bottom. The water was warm and tickled as it run down her cheeks.

“And the top of her thighs, Lily!”

“Yes, My Lady.”

“In your own time, Polly.”

Kara heard the whoosh of the strap a second before it slammed into her backside. There was a strange, delayed reaction, only a second, while it seemed her buttocks worked out what had occurred, then the blazing pain erupted. Kara gasped. Instinctively, she tried to rise, but Angelina’s strong hand on the top of her back immediately pushed her back down again.

“For your tenderizing, at least, you will hold position without restraints! You aren’t going to disappoint me are you, Kara?”

“No… My Lady.”

“Good effort, Polly, spoilt by poor technique. Lily, be sure to instruct Polly in the use of the strap sometime during this week.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

“Continue!”

Whoosh. Splat!

The second hit was higher on Kara’s bottom. She hissed through clenched teeth as the fire rose steadily to a peak.

Fuck! Fuck! It hurt!

Polly’s last hit didn’t seem to connect cleanly with Kara’s bottom. The noise was muted, the pain not quite so bad. Kara fought to remain still. It was just automatic to want to stand up, to put her hands onto her burning posterior, to try to get out of the way of the infernal instrument.

“Your turn, Lily!”

“Yes, My Lady.”

Again, Lily’s hand-picked the sponge out of the bucket and sprinkled water over Kara’s bum. This time the water stung, causing Kara to hiss again and squirm. She could feel the water running down her thighs, soaking into her stockings.

“Make a start on her thighs, Lily.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

Whoosh. Splat!

Kara almost took off when the leather landed this time. The pain was incredible. Her mouth opened in a scream but she managed to keep it silent. The strap had been applied so skilfully, wrapping around her leg above her stocking, the end biting right into the soft skin of her inner thigh. Tears spilled onto Kara’s cheek and she began to pant. It was so hard to stay still!

The next hit did the same to her other thigh. Kara cried out and writhed. The third hit seemed to come up from below and catch her buttocks where they overhung the top of her legs. Kara screeched and started to sob, her hips wriggling uncontrollably.

“Be still, Kara!” Angelina again pushed Kara down. “Thrust your arse out! Show us how ready you are to make amends. You asked for this. You want this!” Angelina’s voice was quiet but demanding.

Kara tried to pull herself together. She was desperate not to disappoint Angelina.

“We shall need the gag sooner than I thought, Lily. Use her knickers but give them a good soaking in the cod liver oil first. She must pay a price for not keeping silent during the warm-up.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

Lily left the dining room is a flurry of slithery noise.

“Polly, you will take over the watering duties.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

Tatyana Ivanova’s hits were pitiless. Harder than any of the previous strikes, all three were delivered on top of one another low on Kara’s buttocks. Kara tried to stay quiet and keep still but succeeded in neither. She was sobbing, crying profusely, her hips gyrating. When more water was sprinkled it felt like acid on her bottom cheeks. Angelina had to push hard to hold Kara down.

Lily appeared at Kara’s side, her glossy latex uniform gleaming, her pretty face completely impassive.

“Open wide, Kara!” Angelina ordered.

The grey cotton knickers Kara had been wearing earlier were balled up in Lily’s hand. The maid was wearing a clear plastic glove that was stained a yellowy brown, as were the knickers now as well. Lily stuffed the cotton into Kara’s mouth until only a small amount remained hanging out, draped across her lower lip.

The taste was horrendous, Kara immediately retching. She tried in vain to spit the foul intruder out but her tongue was trapped at the bottom of her mouth and useless. Her struggles finally dislodged the dunce’s cap from her head, which had been teetering for a while now.

Angelina grabbed Kara firmly at the back of her neck and leaned in close.

“You can do better!” she whispered. “No one likes a wuss. And if the cap comes off again you will get a further punishment. I want you to make me proud of you!”

The cap was pushed firmly down onto Kara’s head once more. The strap under her chin was tightened a notch, cutting painfully into the top of her throat. Angelina pushed her down again. Kara was mortified that she had disappointed Angelina already. She would do better.

“When you are ready, Tosh!”

Kara knew these would be bad. Tosh was heavily muscled; she would have more power than any of the women that had gone before.

Whoosh. Splat!

Another upward swing that caught the underside of Kara’s buttocks. The ferocity of the hit took her breath away momentarily. At least Kara could howl as loud as she liked now. The final two from Tosh wrapped around Kara’s thighs again, nipping at her inner thighs. She writhed, squirming like a hooked fish. Her flanks were burning like they were on fire.

“Hold our little girl down, Tosh!”

Angelina’s single hand on Kara’s back was replaced by two as Tosh took over. She pushed Kara even further down. The corset cut into Kara’s ribs. The collar and tie around her neck felt like a noose.

Angelina’s hits seemed even harder than Tosh’s to Kara. Each one rained down from above, vertically, smacking into the meat of her buttocks. She screamed into her gag. It was the worst pain she had ever known. Kara couldn’t believe that the actual punishment hadn’t started yet!

I’ve made a terrible mistake. I won’t be able to handle this!

“Stand up!”

The hands holding Kara down lifted away. She pulled herself upright. Without thinking, her hands moved behind her to grab her scorched bottom.

Snap!

The strap caught her right across her knuckles before her hands could reach their destination. Kara pulled them back in front of her.

Fuck!

“Naughty girl! That bum belongs to us tonight! You don’t touch it!”

Kara pressed the backs of her hands against her stomach, curling forward again at the pain.

“Stand up straight, hands by your side, head up! Push your chest and buttocks out!”

Kara obeyed, terrified. Her body shaking from her sobbing. She could feel her nose running but didn’t dare to wipe it.

Angelina stood in front of her, her form a blur to Kara’s tear-filled eyes.

“Dignity and grace, Kara. Dignity and grace.”

What are you talking about? I have my knickers hanging out of my mouth! I’m wearing a dunce’s cap!

Angelina’s gloved palm pressed against Kara’s cheek; her fingers wiped away the tears. Kara blinked her eyes clear to see Angelina’s intense gaze and enigmatic smile.

“We will continue, OK?”

Kara meekly nodded.

Angelina stepped away.

“Prepare the naughty girl!”

Kara’s arms were taken and she was led forward until her hips were pressed against the edge of the table. Her torso was pushed down until her breasts were flattened on the wooden surface and she was forced to turn her head to one side.

She felt ropes being tied around her ankles, then her legs were pulled wide apart and slightly under the table. She assumed they had been tied to the table legs, because she could no longer move them. It was an uncomfortable position, leaving her throbbing buttocks completely exposed and hanging off the end of the table. She shuddered at the vulnerability of the pose.

Kara remembered how excited she had been when she observed Polly getting her punishment over this same table, out on the patio, a little over three weeks ago. It was very different now that she was in Polly’s place. The reality of the pain and discomfort. The helplessness she was feeling. The impending doom confronting her.

She was petrified. She had thought she could handle it, but now she believed that she couldn’t. But she wouldn’t back out. She couldn’t back out. This was too important to her. All her life she had been running away, like a scared little fawn. At crunch time, she always jumped back into the shadows. No More! She had to take this, and a new world would be open to her on the other side. If she survived!

Her arms were pulled behind her back, then folded so that her palms were pressed against her opposite elbows. They were tied in place.

Lily stepped into her eyeline, standing by her side. She was holding a long, wide leather strap which she unfolded on the table beside Kara. Then the maid lifted Kara’s arms and passed the strap underneath them. Someone the other side of her grabbed the strap and pulled it taught across the table, holding Kara flat beneath it. Kara’s heart thumped in her chest.

Leather clad hands on her bottom caused Kara to flinch. Her cheeks were so sore, the soft hide felt like glasspaper. Angelina grabbed both buttocks firmly, grinding her palms into the muscles. Kara pulled fruitlessly at her bound legs; she could hardly move at all.

“Beautifully tenderized! You’ll get a full appreciation for the power of the cane. This will curb your impudence in future!”

Angelina’s fingers probed the area where Kara’s thighs met her bottom. It had been particularly targeted during the strapping. Kara groaned into the gag, squirming at the touch.

“You really are getting off lightly for two such shameless offences. I think we need to increase your discomfort level – just to be sure the lesson is learned.”

No! Not necessary!

“Fetch the ginger paste, Lily!”

“Yes, My Lady.”

Angelina’s fingers found their way to Kara’s labia, rubbing and pinching her lips. Kara squirmed once more, but this time in pleasure. A finger dragged up in between them. Kara felt her pussy pulse.

“Interesting! Look at this, ladies! She’s creaming! Me thinks the girl doth protest too much!”

Kara felt herself blush furiously, knowing it was true. Despite everything – the horrific cruelty, the humiliation, fear and pain, she could feel the heat in her loins, a very different kind of burning.

They have proved I am a pervert. I must be in the right place.

“She was a slut the whole time and pretending she wasn’t!” Exclaimed Tatyana, a triumphant inflection to her Russian accent.

“This is excellent, Kara!” Angelina seemed delighted.

To her even greater shame, Kara felt Angelina’s gloved fingers slip inside her. She couldn’t stop herself from pushing back as she was finger-fucked, trying to increase the sensation. Angelina’s thumb ground into her clitoris. Kara shivered, groaning into the gag.

“Your body doesn’t lie, Kara. You are one of us!”

She was being sexually manipulated in front of a whole group of women who were virtual strangers, and it was only increasing her excitement. Her face was beetroot.

Angelina withdrew her hand and Kara wished she hadn’t. Kara felt Angelina wiping her fingers clean on her buttock. Kara heard Lily arrive back in the room.

“Don’t spare her, Lily. Front and back, inside and out, a nice thick coat!”

“Yes, My Lady.”

Kara felt Lily’s fingers on her labia. They were slimmer, gentler. The ginger paste initially felt cool, but that soon changed. Lily pushed through the lips, spreading the cream right up inside Kara, over her clitoris. The hand withdrew, then re-entered to apply more. Lily rubbed it in thoroughly before coating both Kara’s inner and outer labia. For a few moments, the burning was pleasant and stimulating. But quickly the sensation got hotter and hotter until it began to sting. Still the intensity increased.

Lily had moved onto Kara’s rosebud. Her sore buttocks were parted and Kara felt the paste spread around her bumhole. At first, she felt a pleasurable tingle, as before. Lily burrowed a finger right in deep. Nothing had ever been up here before and it was tight, but Lily persisted until she got the ring to open. Her finger swirled around, spreading the paste around the inside of Kara’s sphincter.  Then the finger was gone, but the prickling was only just starting.

Kara’s vulva now felt like a thousand needles were being driven into it. She squealed into the foul-tasting gag in her mouth and tried desperately to move her hips, but the strap held her down tight, she couldn’t move at all to try and relieve the discomfort. On top of that, it was starting to itch unbearably.

She tugged despairingly at her tied legs, but there was no movement possible. She became increasingly agitated as the sensations continued to get worse. Fresh tears spilled from her eyes. Now her bumhole had reached the same state. It was pure hell.

“She’s feeling that alright! Good job, Lily. This is what we do to naughty girls, Kara! Best you behave yourself from now on!”

Kara’s hands clenched and unclenched uselessly against her back; her upper body struggled against the strap holding it down. Her struggles were forlorn.

“The twelve corrective strokes will be administered by Tosh, as she was the most aggrieved party by your trespass and attempts to worry the ponies in the stable. The remaining six privilege strokes will be administered by me. May you reflect on the nature of your offences as you suffer the consequences for them. Use the lesson to become a better individual, Kara!”

A surge of panic and terror gripped Kara. The groom petrified her. She had eyed Kara so lasciviously, her gaze laden with sadistic intent. She must have thought Christmas had come early, having the opportunity to beat Kara’s backside.

“Water her buttocks once more!”

Kara bit into the disgusting, cod liver oil-soaked knickers in her mouth, closing her eyes tight.

“When you are ready, Tosh! Lily, you will count the strokes!”

“Yes, My Lady.”

Kara heard the hum of the stick moving through the air and the snap as the cane contacted her bottom. Instant, atrocious, agonizing pain beyond anything she could imagine exploded across her bum. For a few seconds she was still, frozen in shock, her breath taken away. Then she tried to thrash, to escape in any way she could from the dreadful hurt. Of course, she couldn’t move at all and the lack of motion seemed to intensify the impact even more. She screamed into her gag. Screamed and screamed again.

“One, My Lady.”

The wait for the second stroke seemed eternal.

“Relax your buttocks, Kara, you’ll bruise less.” Kara was aware of Angelina’s words through the haze of her pain.

How the fuck am I supposed to do that!

Hum…Snap!

Kara screamed so hard she hurt her throat. One more thing to add to her catalogue of woes. She continued to uselessly fight all her restraints.

“Two, My lady.”

Hum…Snap!

Each stroke felt like she was being cut open. Kara screamed and struggled futilely. How had Polly been able to take this treatment unrestrained and hold her position! Kara couldn’t comprehend that level of self-discipline. She ground her breasts into the tabletop, anything to try to distract from the agony.

“Three, My Lady.”

As the pain continued to mount, it simply overwhelmed all of Kara’s other senses and feelings. She struggled to maintain coherent thought. There was nothing but searing agony. She twitched and squirmed against her bonds. She was aware that there was a pause after the first six strokes, long enough for the torment to plateau for a brief moment rather than escalate. Then they splashed more water over the fresh welts and Kara was bucking again.

She was aware that the strokes were hitting lower and lower, Tosh working her way down Kara’s cheeks. The second six were lower still, laying into the flesh of the overhang and right into the fold where buttocks met thighs.

Every time Kara thought it couldn’t get more agonizing, the pain continued to increase. She was sure she was being hit in the same place more than once.

“Twelve, My Lady.”

There was some clapping.

“Well done, Tosh! The cheeky bitch needed that! She won’t forget it in a hurry!”

It was Tatyana’s voice drifting through the miasma of Kara’s suffering.

“It was a long wait to get my hands on her, but it was worth it. I did enjoy that!” Tosh’s voice was mildly breathless.

Gloved hands grabbed Kara’s pulsating buttocks and squeezed them. Kara howled into the gag once more.

“You’ve really caught her in the most uncomfortable places! Great work, Tosh!” It was Angelina’s hands and voice.

Kara felt so light-headed she couldn’t understand how she hadn’t fainted. The corset restricted her breathing, as did the knickers in her mouth. She was blowing snot out of her nose with her sobs.

“Wet her again!”

There was no end to the cruelty and torture.

“Now the six extra privilege strokes!”

Hum…Snap!

The first of these slammed into the top of Kara’s thighs. The pain rose to another crescendo. Kara’s tugs against her restraints were feeble now, her strength gone. Only her fingers fluttering around her elbows had any fight left in them. Four more onto her thighs or right into the crease between bum and legs – a place that had been attacked multiple times now. Kara thought it must be cut open and raw. The pain eclipsed all other sensation for some time. There was nothing else in her universe.

There was a pause, allowing Kara to gain some awareness again. Was it over? She had thought she had heard Lily declare five, but not six. Was she so out of it that she had missed it?

Hum… Snap!

The stroke had come from low down, upwards, catching the overhang of her buttocks, flexing and stretching the muscles – and their welts – to the maximum. It was unquestionably the most painful hit of the lot. Kara wriggled for at least thirty seconds before she lay still, physically and emotionally shattered. She was in a state of shock.

“Sponge her down thoroughly.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

Final desperate squeals were extracted from Kara as the soaking sponge was pushed into every nook and cranny of her thighs and buttocks. It felt like acid, not water. Kara felt very sorry for herself.

“All done!”

Angelina’s gloved hand touched Kara’s cheek, wiping some tears away. She gently stroked Kara’s face. Kara could smell the leather under her nose.

“Let’s leave her to reflect on the consequences of being a naughty girl. A little cogitation will do her good!”

And then Kara was alone. Still tied down on the dining table, still with her knickers stuffed in her mouth and oozing cod liver oil. Her pussy and arsehole still burning unconscionably. Her thighs and bottom stinging furiously. She sobbed until her tears dried up. Then she just lay there, staring into space. She wasn’t up to cogitating. Periodically she squirmed against her bonds.

She had no idea how long she was left there, but it had to have been an hour at the very least before she heard the distinctive rustle of Lily’s uniform. Kara groaned as the maid’s rubber gloved hands examined the marks left by the cane, rubbing and stretching the welts.

“You’ve been marked up beautifully, Miss.” Was all that Lily said.

The maid gently stroked the abrasions, then one hand moved to caress the sensitive skin of Kara’s inner thighs. Soon the fingers were fondling Kara’s labia, causing her to groan again. Her pussy was hot and wet – how much due to the ginger paste she would never know. The fingers worked themselves inside and it felt like bliss to Kara as Lily’s soothing touches alleviated the infernal itching and prickling.

Kara squirmed in delight at Lily’s skilful manipulations as waves of pleasure washed over her. Lily didn’t rush. She squeezed Kara’s labia, found and stroked her G-spot, teased around her clit, worked her clit hood without actually touching the clit. Her fingers seemed to be everywhere. Kara was so excited. She tried to push back and grind her pussy onto Lilly’s hand, but Lilly wouldn’t allow it, pulling her fingers back, teasing Kara.

But then Lily seemed to find some mercy and her fingers started to work Kara’s pussy intensively. Two fingers started to fuck her and Kara shivered in delight, then a thumb brushed across her clit, before pushing back the hood and attacking the nub vigorously. Soon Kara was screaming again, but this time as the result of a powerful orgasm. She bucked against her bonds and Lily’s hand as the sexual tension that had built up during the day found a euphoric release. The cum went on and on.

When Kara came back down to earth, Lily was untying her. The strap was pulled from across her. Her arms were released, then her legs. Kara was scared to move, as if she would break. But she was calmer now, her orgasm a reminder of why she had chosen to go through the ordeal. And for the first time she felt relief. It was over. At the same time, she couldn’t deny it had been even worse than she had thought it would be.

She saw Lily’s black latex clad hand come in front of her face. The sodden, yellow stained knickers were pulled out of her mouth, though the foul taste remained. Kara kept her mouth open and took several deep breaths.

“May I ask you to stand up, Miss?”

Kara unfolded her stiff arms and tentatively lifted herself upright. She moaned at the spasms of pain from her bum and thighs with each movement. Once she was upright the hurt became a constant, burning ache. Even though Angelina was not present, Kara was too scared to reach back and cup her abused buttocks.

“Am I bleeding?” Kara’s voice was hoarse and gravelly. It didn’t sound like her at all.

“Of course not, Miss. My Lady knows what she is doing!” Lily sounded indignant.

The maid fussed around Kara, straightening her tie and cap. She cleaned Kara’s face with a wet wipe. Then she touched up Kara’s make-up. Kara could feel it was heavier than before. Her suspender straps were reattached to her stockings – they rubbed painfully against her welts. Lily finished by straightening the seams of the stockings. Her gymslip skirt was left folded under her belt, leaving Kara still naked from the waist down to the middle of her thighs.

“My Lady is waiting for you in the drawing room. If I may suggest, Miss, I would advise dropping to one’s knees and kissing My Lady’s feet, then formally thanking My Lady for the correction, being clear to emphasize the lessons that have been learnt today. Then the same for Ms Macintosh.”

“Thank you, Lily.”

“You will also need to take your stool with you, Miss!”

It became apparent that Lily would not leave the room until Kara did. Kara walked stiffly over to the corner to pick up the stool she had been standing on earlier. Every step reignited the fire in her backside. She could see why she had been hit so many times at the join of her bottom and thighs. This area flexed the most when walking, therefore it would cause her maximum pain and discomfort after that actual punishment had finished.

Kara felt such shame and humiliation when she stepped into the drawing room, wearing the silly costume and dunce’s cap, displaying her nether regions brazenly, still in massive pain and discomfort. Angelina was sat with Tosh and Tatyana. They were drinking and chatting, but that stopped as soon as Kara appeared and all eyes turned on her. Kara could hear Lily following her into the room. Four women watching Kara expectantly, all of whom had contributed to her agony and distress, all of whom had watched her degradation.

“Ah! The naughty girl!”

She didn’t find it difficult to drop to her knees before Angelina. She had been in awe of the statuesque beauty before, and she still was – she could feel her pussy clenching as her knees hit the rug, supplicating herself at the woman’s feet – but her fear had heightened considerably now she had experienced the reality of putting herself under such cruel authority. Kara was no different from Lily and Polly, she would be treated the same if she displeased Angelina. If part of her had still thought this was some kind of game, she now knew differently. This was all too real.

Angelina extended a leg sheathed in a knee-high boot with a killer heel that was immaculately polished. She considerately positioned her foot so that Kara could lean forward and put her lips to the leather without dislodging the cap. Kara kissed the boot as fervently as she could, anxious not to give Angelina the chance to find any more fault in her behaviour. She continued the kissing until Angelina drew the boot away and replaced it with her other foot.

“She looks quite cute on her knees! There’s nothing like a thrashing to put a girl in her place!” Tatyana Ivanova remarked.

Angelina decided when Kara had worshipped her boot enough, drawing the foot away. Kara knelt up straight. She felt incredibly lowly and submissive, keeping her eyes on Angelina’s feet.

“I most humbly and sincerely apologize for my impertinent and impudent behaviour. I thank you, My Lady, for taking the time to correct me and show me the error of my ways. I have learnt a salutary lesson today.”

“Beautifully said! Well done, Kara! Tatyana, how have you found her lines?”

“As much as I hate to say it, they are near perfect! I’m afraid I can’t find fault. She has shown fastidious attention to detail.”

“I’m very pleased to hear it! Pass them to me!”

Kara watched in shock as Angelina took the sheaf of parchment and tore it in half, straight down the middle. Then she tore each half in half again. Then again.

“Cup your hands for me, Kara!”

Angelina placed all the torn-up parchment into Kara’s hands.

“You may dispose of them in the fireplace!”

Kara gritted her teeth as she got unsteadily to her feet. The pain was awful from her beaten backside. She stumbled – how was she supposed to get up from her knees in five-inch stilettos with her hands full! Angelina tutted.

“Lily, you will work with Kara during this week to improve her deportment in high heels. I will expect to see significant progress by the weekend!”

“Yes, My Lady.”

Kara tipped the contents of her hands into the ashes and wood that lay in the fireplace, discarding days of painstaking, meticulous work.

“Do you have something to say to Ms Macintosh too, Kara?”

“Yes, My Lady.”

Kara dropped to her knees in front of the burly groom. Tosh was small, but powerfully built, her short-cropped hair contributing to her masculine appearance. She always looked at Kara like she wanted to eat her. Kara had been scared of her before she had been caned by her, now she was terrified. She had to respect the power the woman had over her and appease her as best she could.

Tosh hung out a foot clad in a tough rubber riding boot. It was far from clean, spattered in mud and grime. Kara leaned forward and pressed her lips to it. When Tosh was satisfied, she pulled her boot away. Kara knelt up straight again.

“I am deeply sorry for the offence I have caused you, Ms Macintosh. Thank you for justly punishing me for my transgressions. I hope that it in some small way the punishment provides some recompense for my actions.”

“That it did. It was my pleasure, lass!”

“We shall be expecting a higher standard of behaviour from you in the future, Kara.” Angelina said. “Unless you wish to repeat this exercise!”

“Yes, My Lady.” Kara shuddered.

Moments later, Kara found herself standing back on the stool, displaying her welted bottom and thighs to the room. She was once again in the corner, her nose close to the wall. Her hands were locked together behind the back of her head.

“Stay still, Kara, or there will be repercussions!” Angelina barked at her.


3: Eaves and Stays

Day 1: Monday Night

Wearing only her corset, garter belt, stockings and boots, Kara was standing in the servants’ quarters in the eaves right at the top of the farmhouse. Acutely conscious of her nudity in the presence of the two maids, even more conscious that she had Polly’s vaginal secretions plastered over the lower part of her face. She was standing awkwardly, and not just from the discomfort in her backside.

It should have helped that Lily was naked too – except for her corset, as well – but somehow it didn’t. Lily was petite, but she had a spectacular (if less than natural) body. The corset’s hourglass curves were extraordinary, giving the maid a tiny, outlandish waist – it was shocking and disturbing to Kara. As were Lily’s huge breasts. The corset had half cups, lifting them and thrusting them forwards to exaggerate the effect and make them look even larger still.

Lily had barbells through her nipples, though the piercings weren’t as heavy as Sapphire had. Behind them she also had bands around the base of the nipples which caused them to remain perpetually erect and sticking out.

It was the first time Kara had seen any part of Lily other than her face (she had accidentally dislodged the maid’s cap slightly on her first visit and had seen that Lily’s hair was severely short.) But with the cap removed completely, Kara could see that Lily’s hair was buzzed to stubble over the whole of her head. She still looked stunningly beautiful though, with delicate, small features that were perfectly proportioned.

Without her heels on, Lily was five feet two or three inches tall, a few inches smaller than Kara. She was very slim (except for her bosom) and very pale – given that she spent all of her life covered in latex, Kara guessed that was inevitable. But her muscles were toned and shapely, showing she must work out. It was unsettling how the maid’s body had been manipulated to eroticize and fetishize it.

Does Angelina want to do the same to me?

Kara put her hands to her own tightly corseted waist, answering her own question. It both excited and horrified her at the same time.

Lily was finishing polishing her uniform ready for the morning, she stopped long enough to offer Kara a packet of wet wipes to clean up her face, which Kara gratefully accepted.

Angelina had told Kara she was to obey any requests from the maids shortly after informing her she would be sleeping in the servants’ quarters with them. Kara had been shocked by that, but not as much as when Lily had asked her to perform cunnilingus on Polly.

“My Lady wishes you to master the skill of oral service as quickly as possible, Miss.”

It had crossed Kara’s mind that she might have to do this – after all, she had been happy enough to accept the act performed on her. If she liked to receive it was only fair she should give as well. But in her fantasies, it was to Angelina in a profoundly erotic scenario, not to a scullery maid who was as good as a stranger to her.

“Just do what you would like to be done to you if the situation was reversed. There is nothing to worry about. Polly hasn’t been allowed to cum in over a week, she will be ready to explode in no time, Miss!” Lily was polite but insistent.

Polly was lying on her bunk, her latex nightdress hiked up above her waist, Kara kneeling between her widespread knees, her face inches from the maid’s hairless vulva. Kara could smell the arousal right in front of her. Lily gently nudged the back of Kara’s head and her mouth was pushed against Polly’s labia.

Kara got her first taste of pussy. It was salty sour, distinctive, not particularly pleasant. As Polly responded to her tongue, Kara’s confidence grew. When Polly came, her thighs were wrapped around Kara’s head, her hands locked in Kara’s hair, forcing her face deep into the pussy, tugging her to and fro as she writhed in a frenzy, spreading pussy juice all around Kara’s mouth. It had gone better than Kara had feared.

The servants’ quarters were austere, designed to remind the occupants of their place in the hierarchy of the Farm. There were no windows and the slope of the roof on two sides gave it a claustrophobic quality, not helped by the bare lightbulbs sunk into the apex. The floor was bare boards, the furniture basic.

Two glass panels separated the bathing area from the sleeping and dressing area, with an entrance centred between them which had no door. Beyond the glass everything was tiled in white and open plan. Along the back wall was a basin, toilet, bidet and shower head, all completely exposed to anybody anywhere in the quarters. Absolutely no privacy.

There were four beds, actually narrow bunks, built against the sloping roof so that anyone sitting on them had to lean towards the centre of the room to avoid banging their heads. They were solid wooden platforms with mattresses so thin they looked like mats. The sheets and pillowcases were black latex.

“You can sleep with me tonight, Miss.”

Lily was putting on her nightgown, which was the same as Polly’s, a huge mass of black rubber with a full-length skirt. It had short zips at the wrist to pull the latex tight and a zip up the back that drew the high collar tight around her throat and under her chin. It covered her completely except for her face and hands.

Kara was shocked that the maid hadn’t removed her corset; was she really going to sleep in it? More to the point, was she going to make Kara sleep in her corset as well?

The maid embraced Kara, pressing her lips against Kara’s in an insistent kiss. Lily’s rubber covered breasts pressed against Kara own and felt wonderful. Kara opened her mouth, feeling a rush of arousal. Lily tasted lovely, she smelled lovely and Kara felt the trauma of the evening briefly take a back seat in her mind. She was disappointed when Lily finally broke the kiss.

“You are so pretty and shy, Miss. You are adorable!”

Lily took Kara’s hand and led her across to one of the bunks.

“Watching you get caned was one of the hottest things I have ever seen! Ms Macintosh is so skilled! It must have been agony!”

Kara preferred not to be reminded of it.

The maid hiked up her nightgown in a similar fashion to how Polly had earlier and Kara could see what was going to occur next. Lily ducked down and laid back on the bunk, pulling her knees up and wide.

“And you looked so sexy in your uniform! I wanted to wank myself while I watched, but it’s not allowed!”

Lily patted the spot between her legs.

“But you can eat me out now to make up for it! My Lady has allowed us a cum each tonight!”

Kara wasn’t sure if she was referring to the two maids only, or herself as well. Would Angelina be controlling her orgasms? She climbed between Lily’s legs – her head down and her bottom sticking up.

Lily had quite an open vulva, so with her legs splayed it was spread apart, her inner labia thrusting out, pushing the outer lips aside.

Kara fancied this a lot more than she had Polly’s. She was genuinely attracted to and aroused by Lily, she liked her and felt a bond with her. She looked up into Lily’s excited, expectant face.

“Tell me if I do something wrong, Lilly. I want to give you the best time possible.”

The maid smiled back.

“There is no wrong. There is just experience, Miss. I know you will be a quick learner!”

Lily’s hands came behind Kara’s head and gently pulled Kara’s mouth onto her pussy. She smelled strongly of arousal, as had Polly. It seemed much pleasure had been gained from Kara’s suffering this evening. Were the other women all cumming right now to memories of her punishment? Kara couldn’t complain, remembering how excited she had got seeing Polly get her caning, or watching the ponies get whipped as they pulled their carts.

Kara kissed Lily’s pussy, working her way down the entire length. Lily giggled. Kara pushed her tongue inside, more confident now after her experience with Polly earlier. Lily’s cream filled her mouth – the maid was very wet. Kara didn’t care particularly for the taste of pussy, but it was something she would have to get used to – a means to an end.

She knew she was clumsy, thrashing her tongue around crudely, but Lily was responding with sighs and reflexive spasms. After a while, Lily’s knees closed around Kara’s head, pushing Kara’s mouth deeper into the pussy. Lily’s hips were starting to gyrate and the grip kept Kara’s mouth locked in place.

Kara started to pick up on what actions brought a reaction from the maid and focused on them, gaining satisfaction from being able to give Lily pleasure. Using her mouth in this place, being between Lily’s legs, it felt so intimate – more than any other physical experience.

Lily became increasingly animated, both kinetically and verbally. Her hands splayed across Kara’s skull, ensuring Kara’s mouth was kept in her pussy as she approached her orgasm. She was gently forceful, different from Polly, who had been quite rough with Kara.

With a squeal, Lily came, squirming uncontrollably, gasping. The cum seemed to last a long time and Kara was quite relieved and pleased with herself. She thought she had given the maid a worthwhile experience.

Lily lay still for quite a while afterwards, breathing heavily, before she released Kara.

“Thank you, Miss. That was wonderful!”

As Lily lifted her hips to pull down her nightdress, Kara assisted her, climbing out from between the maid’s legs, not sure quite what to do with her body; the bunk was very narrow. Lily opened her arm out.

“Snuggle with me, Miss.”

Kara cuddled up to Lily. There really wasn’t room for two – to fit they were pressed closely together. Kara was careful to keep her tender flanks out of the way. Their breasts crushed against each other. Lily drew a rubber sheet over them and Kara flinched as it settled over her bottom. But it was soft and smooth and didn’t trouble her terribly.

“You look like a proper slut now, Miss, with pussy juice all over your face!” Lily giggled.

Kara thought that was a bit cheeky, even given the change in their relationship, but she didn’t dare to even backchat the maid. Lily began to scrape up the fluid with a finger and then feed it to Kara to lick clean with her tongue. She continued until most of it was gone, then she kissed Kara again.

Meanwhile, her hand worked its way down Kara’s body and cupped her vulva. The heel of her hand gently ground against Kara’s pussy. Kara groaned. Being so close to this amazing woman, so intimate, she was instantly quivering in pleasure herself.

Lily broke the kiss, giggling again, and pressed Kara’s head down against the big, soft pillow of her breasts. Lily’s fingers pushed into Kara’s pussy for the second time that night. Kara moaned as they skilfully went to work; her hips were soon writhing.

Kara was confused. So many extreme sensations and emotions had been experienced tonight and she didn’t know how to make sense of them or what they said about her. She wrapped her arms tight around Lily, her legs closed around Lily’s wrist, trapping it in her crotch. Even while her backside ached she was finding such pleasure in Lily’s touches. Yet again she felt tears swelling in her eyes – she had thought she was all cried out. It was absurd, crazy. But it was also so intense and profound. She felt alive and vital like she never had before in all her life.

What kind of a freak am I?

Lily’s fingers became more forceful, pressing harder and faster. Kara gasped as her pussy spasmed and she ground herself desperately on the hand, urgently needing another cum. Lily focused on Kara’s clit now, first rubbing the hood, before peeling it back and attacking the nub itself. Kara squirmed against Lily’s warm, rubber covered body as her need grew.

The maid persisted with her urgent manipulation of Kara’s clit and Kara’s orgasm rushed upon her. She cried out, humping the hand between her legs furiously as euphoria overwhelmed her. Kara savoured the sensations as she rode a wave of ecstasy.

Kara let Lily withdraw her hand as she tried to regain her breath. The corset seemed to amplify her orgasm but the inability to draw a full lungful of air was frustrating.

Tears continued to pour down Kara’s cheeks.

“Thank you, Lily. Thank you!”

“You’re welcome, Miss.”

Lily lifted Kara’s chin and her lips locked once more onto Kara’s. They kissed passionately and eagerly for some time.

“I’m glad you came back, Miss!” Lily whispered afterwards, giving a final kiss to Kara’s cheek.

Given the pain in her flanks, the discomfort of the corset (She was even still wearing her high heels) and the tight fit of two bodies on the bunk, Kara thought she wouldn’t be able to sleep. But her exhaustion was absolute and she was soon out cold.




Day 2: Tuesday Morning

An alarm went off very early. Lily extracted herself from Kara and got off the bunk. Kara was still exhausted and quickly drifted off again. When Lily eventually awoke Kara properly it was after 9:00 am. Her backside was still incredibly painful whenever she made the slightest movement.

Kara felt a changed person after yesterday’s events. She obeyed Lily’s gentle requests without a thought, comfortable to do so, thoroughly humbled. The shock and ambivalence from last night’s distress was gone. She felt a relief that the ordeal was finally over, but more than that, she felt a calm and peace that was strange to her. She didn’t have to worry about things, just do as she was told.

She found herself suffering the indignity of receiving an enema from the maid, which as well as being profoundly humiliating, was in itself both painful and uncomfortable. She was put on her knees in the bathroom area, her head down against the tiles, her bum high in the air. Even though the servant’s quarters were empty except for the two of them, the goldfish bowl effect of the clear glass screen that separated the sleeping area from the bathing area made it feel like she was in a shop window.

Lily inserted a tube into Kara’s rectum and filled up her intestines with some kind of warm fluid. It was an extraordinary sensation and she could see her stomach underneath her begin to bulge and distend. She began to get cramps that gradually got worse. It was distinctly unpleasant.

Eventually, Lily allowed Kara to sit on the toilet and release the contents. If the uncontrolled voiding of her bowls in front of a serving maid was designed to remove any remaining illusions of her position within the Farm’s hierarchy, it succeeded. To top it off, Lily then put Kara through the whole procedure again.

Afterwards, Lily shaved Kara’s vulva, even though Kara had only done it herself yesterday morning before leaving for the Farm. At least Kara was allowed to shower on her own, even if the maid was hovering around the sleeping quarters in full sight the whole time. The glass screen appeared to be treated with something to stop it steaming up while the shower was in use. The water on Kara’s welts was agony, she was forced to keep the showerhead in front of her body the whole time.

Kara was dismayed to find the school uniform laid out for her again when she finally left the bathing area.

“It was a specific request by My Lady, Miss.” Lily replied to Kara’s pleading look.

There was nothing to say, Kara just did as she was told. At least the awful grey knickers were gone, though the replacement red leather thong was a lot less comfortable to wear and left her feeling quite vulnerable and exposed – it barely covered her mound.

Lily spent nearly twenty minutes lacing Kara back into the corset. Every time Kara thought she had finished, Lily started at the laces another time, pulling in from the top and the bottom, squeezing her waist tighter and tighter. When she had finally finished Kara was sure it was drawn even narrower than it had been yesterday. Kara couldn’t take a full breath. Its all-encompassing vice-like grip a perpetual reminder she was controlled and restricted. It was the impracticality of the garment that most perplexed Kara, but no more so than her stiletto-heeled boots.

The corset had half-cups that wrapped the bottom of Kara’s breasts, pushing them together and upwards, leaving her nipples uncovered. It gave her a noticeable bosom.

The thong left her buttocks completely bare, which left the skirt of the gymslip to move against her welts, causing Kara to shiver at the sensation against such tender spots – she was not going to be allowed to forget them, even if they did stop hurting.

At least the dunce’s cap was gone. Instead, Lily pulled Kara’s hair into two pigtails, held in place by little red scrunchies – the look certainly matched with the uniform.

Lily then filed and painted Kara’s nails in a red to match the gymslip, before making-up Kara’s face heavily.

There were plenty of mirrors in the servant’s quarters, Kara had no difficulty in seeing what she looked like. She certainly didn’t look like Kara. She looked bizarre, but no more so than Lily, so she guessed she fitted right in. Her waist looked so narrow, emphasized by the belt drawn so tight it showed the full effect of the corset, and of course the heels made her look really tall.

Another twenty minutes was spent with Lily instructing Kara on how to move gracefully in the heels. Only it was more than just gracefully, Kara would call it provocatively – swinging her hips, placing one foot in front of the other. How to bend and turn, kneel and get up again. How to look sexy. None of it came naturally to Kara. She was told to practice at every opportunity, Lily finishing with a warning that if there wasn’t an improvement by the weekend, they would both be in trouble.

Kara was taken to the kitchen for a brief breakfast, before being led to Angelina’s office – a place she hadn’t been in before. Lily left her at the door, but when Kara stepped through she found herself in an outer office that was occupied by Angelina’s PA, Tatyana Ivanova.

There was no denying that Tatyana was exceptionally beautiful, but there was a coldness to both her appearance and her personality that Kara didn’t find attractive at all. She was at least as scared of the PA as she was the groom Tosh. Both of them looked at her like she was a freshly cooked steak, both had an innate cruelty in the glint in their eyes whenever they viewed her.

Tatyana was sat in front of a bank of four LCD monitors and was typing at lightning speed on a keyboard. She was wearing a headset with a microphone curling around her chin. Her eyes flicked briefly across to Kara, the only sign she had noticed her. Kara waited.

After a few seconds, the PA clicked on her mouse.

“Miss Lee is here, My Lady?.. Very good, My Lady.”

Tatyana’s hair was so pale it had a translucent quality about it. It was dressed very severely, pulled tight to her scalp and woven into a braid. The braid was then turned up like a scorpion’s tail and fixed in place to form a circle, standing upright at the back of her head. It had a formality that matched her uniform – her shirt had a stiff and uncomfortable looking collar and she wore a tie that seemed to be the same as Kara’s.

She turned her chair slightly so she was facing Kara, her eyes a pallid bluey grey that was icy and intimidating. Her whole complexion was pale. Kara momentarily reflected that this seemed to be a trait of Angelina’s employees; they obviously were not allowed out much.

“Do you have your phone on you?”

“No, I don’t, Ms Ivanova. I thought there was no signal around the farm?”

“That is true. We have an app that we run through the wi-fi instead. I need to install it on your phone.”

Kara tried not to look at Tatyana’s large breasts and tiny waist, but it was hard. The PA’s nipples conspicuously tented her shirt.

“Do you want me to get it?”

“Not now. Ms Aella wants to see you. Come back later when you are free.”

Kara knocked nervously on Angelina’s door. She entered when told.

Angelina’s office was like her bedroom, lots of black, chrome and glass. Modern and stylish, but not warm. She was sat at her desk, her hair pulled back in a ponytail and wearing a loose-fitting black leather top. She beckoned Kara forwards.

“How are you this morning, Kara?”

“Very sore, My Lady.” Kara bobbed a curtsy.

“Well, it’s over now, debt paid! You look fabulous! Pirouette for me, let me see you!”

Remembering what Lily had taught her earlier, Kara tried to make the turn a fluid movement, but she was undeniably self-conscious.

“Keep practicing with Lily, so you can move as gracefully as she does. Keep your head up, shoulders back. Be proud! You are beautiful and talented. You have nothing to be shy about.”

Angelina stood up. She walked around her desk and behind Kara. She was wearing drum-tight white leather jodhpurs tucked into knee-high riding boots. Despite Kara’s five-inch heels, Angelina was still taller than her. Kara’s belly did flips, both excited and terrified at the same time.

“Bend over my desk.”

Kara was beginning to get the hang of bending over in a corset using her hips. She rested her forearms on the cold smoky glass. She felt Angelina pick up the hem of her skirt and peel it up to her waist, draping it across her back. Kara shuddered, remembering the agony of yesterday when she was in a similar position.

“Legs together and straight, stick your arse up. You will always display your backside like this unless told otherwise. You will need to check regularly that the seams of your stockings are straight. You will be punished if they aren’t, understand?”

“Yes, My Lady.”

Angelina’s fingers examined Kara’s buttocks, prodding and probing the welts. Kara flinched, gasping and hissing as the most sensitive areas were touched quite callously. Moving lower, the fingers explored the marks on her thighs.

“Beautiful job! Right where it hurts the most and where you will continue to feel it for the next few days. Will you think twice before you trespass on private property again?”

“Yes, My Lady.”

“Job done, then. There will be more if you disappoint in the future. You will be treated exactly the same as my other staff during these three weeks. I cannot show favouritism and I refuse to go easy on you. You need to be diligent, work hard and obey while you are here, the same as everyone else.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

The fingers moved again, pressing against the leather of Kara’s thong, rubbing her labia gently. Kara sighed as a wave of delight flooded out from her pussy.

“Were you aroused afterwards? Answer honestly!”

“Yes, My Lady.”

“Then you are in the right place, where you need to be. We can give you what you need; allow you to fulfil your potential. Use these three weeks to explore, to find out in which direction you want your life to go. Will you allow us to educate you while you are here?”

“I would be grateful, My Lady.”

“Excellent news!”

Angelina’s fingers were gone. Kara wished they weren’t. She gritted her teeth as Angelina pulled her skirt back down. Just the leather on her bum reignited the ache, it was so sore.

“Up you get!”

Kara struggled to get back upright, conscious that Angelina would not be impressed with her awkward movements. Lily and Tatyana made wearing a corset look so effortless!

“First time in stays?”

Angelina’s hands circled Kara’s waist, pressing firmly against the corset.

“Yes, My Lady.”

“You will be wearing them every day you are here. You will master the corset quickly. It shapes you beautifully, enhances your lovely bottom. It will help you to refine your femininity.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

“So it is clear to everyone that you are being educated, you will wear the school uniform for the foreseeable future.”

Kara’s heart sank.

“So, outside of the bedroom, you will always wear it until I tell you otherwise, understand?”

“Yes, My Lady.”

“I hope you can see from the way the rest of my household staff are turned out that I require a high standard of presentation at all times. Your tie will be straight, your stockings wrinkle free, even your hair will always be dressed as it is now. There will be more painful lessons for non-compliance.”

“I understand, My Lady.” Kara swallowed hard.

Angelina finally let go of Kara’s waist. She leaned against her desk, pausing for a moment, scrutinizing Kara from top to toe.

“Immaculate make-up is also a requirement whenever you leave the bedroom. Consider it part of your uniform. Lily will guide you at first, but you will be expected to manage it yourself very quickly. We are going to make a sexy woman out of you!”

“Yes, My Lady.”

“It is important while you are in this educational period that you remain extremely respectful to everyone. You are learning from everyone, you will obey everyone, including the maids. Lily will be one of your primary teachers. Anything she suggests should be regarded as an order from me. Is that clear?”

“Yes, My Lady.”

“On the subject of bedrooms, for these three weeks you will not have your own room. You will share someone’s bed every night.  I think this sleeping arrangement would be good for you. You need to experience a variety of partners and ideas to discover what you like best, to fully realize what you want your sexual identity to be.”

Kara tried to process that. Did that mean she would have to sleep with Tosh? Or Tatyana? Or even Toby? She shuddered at the thought.

Angelina took hold of her hand and squeezed it.

“These three weeks will be extremely intense for you, but I want you to embrace them, experience them to the full, be fearless! Then at the end, you will have a clearer understanding of the direction you want to take your life. Will you do that for me?”

“Yes, My Lady.”

Kara was terrified and excited at the same time – like riding an extreme roller-coaster times ten.

“Good girl!”

Angelina wrapped her arms around Kara in a big hug.

“This will be a big challenge for you, but please trust me – trust all of us! Make me proud of you and be proud to be one of us!”

“I will try, My Lady.”

Kara gloried at being in Angelina’s arms, the feel of her hard body and soft breasts, her perfume. She desperately wanted to hug Angelina back but would never dare to put her arms on the amazon. All too quickly the moment had passed and it was a memory. Angelina sat back against her desk again.

“Now let’s discuss the projects you are here for. I would like you to start this afternoon, right after lunch. We shall start with Sapphire – you know her and she knows you. For the main paintings, I thought the back garden would be a good location, around the flower beds, or did you have other ideas?”

“If you want a posed picture as opposed to an observational one, I think that would be perfect, My Lady, if the weather holds up!”

“The forecast is much better for today. I would like the main paintings to be quite traditional in their approach. I thought we could be more adventurous with the smaller pieces. I want us to have a brainstorming session, so have a think about some ideas to throw at me.”

“Very good, My Lady.”

“Sapphire will be in her show tack. You haven’t seen her in that before. Tosh is preparing her for this afternoon. She really looks quite breath-taking in that rig!”

“I look forward to seeing it, My Lady.”

“This morning, I want to introduce you to Diamond. She was away at a meet in Germany when you were here the first time. She is a sprinter, not a show pony, and very different from Sapphire. I want you to get to know her well before you paint her. It is important that you capture her personality, as it is with Sapphire, too.”

“Of course, My Lady. May I ask if she is a lifestyle pony, like Sapphire?”

“She is. But she only became full-time in January of this year, on a one-year trial contract. This has been her first season as a lifestyle pony. I’m very pleased with her. I’m hoping she will sign a five-year contract, but we will have to see how she feels when the current contract expires. Come and meet her!”

Angelina took Kara’s hand again and led her out of her office.


4: Diamonds and Sapphires

Day 2: Tuesday Morning

“Isn’t she magnificent!”

“Stunning, My Lady.”

Waiting for them directly outside the farmhouse was a two-seater buggy. It had a tubular, lightweight frame and bicycle wheels. Standing in the traces was a spectacularly tall black woman, her body gleaming and rippling with muscle. She was standing very straight, head held high by a severe collar.

“Kara, meet Diamond!”

In her pony boots, Diamond was several inches taller than Angelina. She was breathtakingly beautiful. Kara guessed she was about her own age. She had very high, prominent cheekbones and a narrow chin, giving her a pronounced heart-shaped face. A high forehead led to a mane of bright white hair three inches wide which was intricately braided. The rest of her head was shaved and glowed in the sunlight. She smelt of sunblock cream.

“Handle her! Feel the power in those thighs.”

Kara pressed a hand tentatively against Diamond’s right quadricep.

“Don’t be so shy! You mustn’t be afraid to manhandle the ponies.”

Angelina took Kara’s hand and slapped her palm against the hard, warm thigh muscle, forcing Kara to grip it. Then she eased Kara’s hand up to the hip. Kara’s fingers brushed across the brand there. It still shocked Kara that Angelina really branded her ponies.

“She’s a powerful beast, and there’s still more potential! It will be a couple of years before she reaches her peak!”

Releasing Kara’s hand, Angelina reached up and squeezed one of Diamond’s breasts, before stroking the pony on the cheek.

“Beautiful pony, good girl!”

Kara’s hand continued to slide across the pony’s body. She pressed her palm against her abdomen in wonder at the most defined six-pack she had ever seen. It was clear that Diamond had been trained to a physically higher standard than Sapphire, to be stronger.

As her eyes roved over Diamond’s body and tack, Kara noticed other differences as well. The collar was subtly different. It had some give in it – not much – but enough that the head could be moved up and down slightly rather than being held absolutely rigid. But it would be uncomfortable to fight the restriction.

And Diamond’s breasts were natural, significantly smaller than Sapphire’s enhanced mounds that were her most prominent feature. A web of straps pulled the breasts tight against Diamond’s chest, flattening them. Very much practicality over display. Though the nipples bore equally thick rings that her reins were fixed to.

Kara gave both breasts a squeeze, which caused Diamond to whimper.

The belt around the waist was narrower, but the shafts of the buggy were linked to it with sturdy D-rings. Kara peered around the side to see that Diamond’s arms were as stringently bound in the reverse prayer position behind her back, her mitted hands attached to the back of her collar.

The biggest difference were the pony boots. They didn’t have the spring loading that made the toes point downwards when lifted off the ground. Instead, they looked like a cross between regular high-heeled boots and an athletic trainer. A chunky rubber sole, conventional front lacing – albeit all the way up to the knee – but the heels were raised several inches above the toes and supported by the sole, which was solid without any space between the front of the foot and the heel.

There were also cuffs buckled around each ankle and Kara squatted down to get a better look – something she immediately regretted as the welts from her caning screamed in protest.

“She wears pony racing boots, they are designed for ultimate speed, but pony racing rules require that the heel of the pony’s foot must be at least twelve centimetres higher than the toe.”

Angelina squatted down beside Kara and put her hand on one of the strange cuffs. They remined Kara of a gun belt in a cowboy film, with extra bullets mounted in a line along the back of the belt, only they were bigger than that. Narrow external pockets were fixed to the cuffs all the way around, each a sleeve into which was inserted a metal cylinder. There must have been twenty on each cuff.

“She also spends most of her time in training cuffs. They allow extra weight to be added to her feet to build up her strength. We can control how much extra weight we add by how many of the pockets we fill with the lead bars. For the last few weeks she’s been fully loaded. When she races without them she can fly!”

Kara eased herself carefully upright. She watched Angelina remove the hobble chain that had kept the pony in place. She looked again into Diamond’s face, crisscrossed with the straps of her bridle, a thin bit holding her mouth open. Dribble had reached her chin and was hanging off it, about to fall onto her breast. Between her blinkers, her dark eyes stared straight ahead into the distance.

“She won the silver medal in the 300m sprint at the European Championships this year and placed fourth in the 600m! We’re really working her now ready for the World Championships in October. We are very hopeful she will medal again!”

Angelina stroked the ponygirl’s scalp affectionately.

“Looking forward to painting her, Kara?”

“It will be an honour and a delight to capture her beauty, My Lady!”

“Come, let’s take her for a spin!”

Kara climbed gingerly into the buggy. It was similar to the one she had used when she had driven Sapphire, except it had two seats alongside one another rather than a single seat, the same half-cup, softly padded, wrap-around design as before that you had to drop into. Kara carefully lowered herself into place, gritting her teeth as all her body weight was transferred to her tender bottom. She was at an angle, leaning back and with her knees high.

It would have been very comfortable if she hadn’t had a welted backside and if she hadn’t been wearing a short skirt which was hiked up by the position, revealing the top of her stockings and some bare thigh above, flashing her thong covered mound to anyone who wished to look. She tried in vain to pull the skirt lower.

“Don’t do that, Kara! Trying to pretend you are modest when we both know you are a rampant slut!” Angelina admonished as she climbed into the seat beside Kara.

Can’t argue with that!

Angelina picked up the reins and the whip.

“We have a training circuit around the property – 600m long, give or take a few metres. One lap is the perfect length for a sprinter, and with two on board it will give Diamond a great work out!”

A slap of the reins on the pony’s shoulder and they were moving. Kara’s eyes were level with the middle of Diamond’s back, the ponygirl’s forearms fastened tight together up her spine, elbows strapped together. It made Kara wince to look at them held in that position; it looked barbaric, cruel and painful.

It seemed every part of her that wasn’t covered in the web of straps that formed her harness was bulging with muscles, giving a real sense of the pony’s strength. The beautifully braided mane which hung to midway down her back, swung in time with her movements. Kara looked at the matching bright white tail spilling from her bumhole. It fell to her calves and swished delightfully with her movements.

Diamond’s buttocks were a little over three feet in front of Kara, framed by the belt at her waist and straps that fed from the crotch strap, under the buttocks to meet the belt at the hips. These straps lifted each cheek up, presenting them for Angelina’s whip. Both were covered in marks old and new, from red to purple and black. Each cheek rolled with each step the pony took.

Angelina increased the pace very quickly. They moved across the yard and through a gap to the side of the farmhouse. Kara could see the woods ahead. As soon as they were off the cobblestones the speed increased once more. They were travelling much faster than Kara had before. They entered the woods and the ground started to rise.

Kara recognized the terrain as it got steeper. This was near where she had fallen off the wall on that tumultuous day when this whole adventure had started. She spotted the ferns she had hidden under while watching Toby fuck Ivory and Belle.

Angelina used the whip for the first time as Diamond’s pace slowed, the hill taking its toll. It was just a flick of her wrist, not hard, but it left a clear line across both buttocks and caused the pony to work harder.

The trail curved to the right, still going up the hill but not as steeply as before. In the relative darkness of the woods Diamond’s bright mane and tail were highly visible, almost luminescent, swinging rhythmically and violently back and forth with the pony’s strides.

Another flick of the whip and the reins and the pace increased once more. They were galloping now and moving fast. For the first time Kara began to feel a little fearful. If they crashed at this speed they would surely all be hurt.

The ground had levelled out. Kara became fixated on the ponygirl’s flexing buttocks. It really was an erotic sight and she couldn’t deny that this experience was very arousing, if only it wasn’t so painful on her bum every time they hit a bump!

They burst out of the woods into a meadow. There was a path cleared about four feet across, indicated by the very short cut grass. It curled across the field and down to the bottom far corner. This was much smoother terrain and less uncomfortable for Kara. Angelina increased the speed once more, the whip flicking across Diamond’s backside yet again. They were travelling at an amazing speed; it was exhilarating and a little frightening.

In no time they crossed the meadow. Kara could see a gap in the hedgerow. Angelina pulled on the reins to slow the pony down as they moved under another canopy of leaves. This stretch was quite bumpy, but short – no more than thirty yards, and then they were on the tarmac driveway to the main gate.

Angelina pulled hard on the right-hand rein to steer Diamond into a sharp turn away from the gate, then they were galloping once more, following the curve of the drive until they were back in the courtyard. Angelina pulled the pony to a halt right outside the front door of the farmhouse, exactly where they had started.

“That was fun!” Angelina was laughing.

Diamond was standing at attention once more, but she was panting heavily and Kara could see her chest rising and falling, even from behind. The muscles bulging through the straps on her back had a film of perspiration.

Angelina climbed effortlessly out of the buggy. Kara struggled, feeling slightly sorry for herself, wondering how Angelina would manage if she had a corset cutting her in half, five-inch stilettos, a short skirt and eighteen weals from a cane.

“Good girl, good pony!”

First petting the ponygirl’s head, Angelina’s hand then moved down, touching Diamond all over. She pressed her palm against each of the tightly bound breasts, pinched the already hard nipples. Then the hand moved lower still, across the abdomen and between the legs, pushing on the crotch strap. Kara knew this shoved the dildo mounted on the crotch strap deeper into the pony. She saw the ponygirl’s hips quiver and Diamond made a desperate sound vaguely horsy in nature.

Kara was still awed at the sight of the pony. Her beauty and conditioned musculature were something to behold. She was a real amazon. Diamond’s forehead bore a sheen of sweat, her eyes were bright and darting about. Briefly, they met Kara’s, inquisitive, but soon moved on. She was still breathing heavily. Saliva was still leaking from her bitted mouth, dripping from her chin on to her chest.

Putting her hand against the pony’s side, feeling the hot skin between the cooler, harder texture of the straps of her harness, Kara noticed that Diamond was also leaking from between her legs. Wetness was seeping onto her thighs from beneath the crotch strap.

Angelina noticed what Kara was looking at.

“Diamond is an extremely frisky filly. I’ve never come across a pony that gets quite so excited whenever she is put between the traces!”

Angelina started to unbuckle the crotch strap from the waist belt.

“Why don’t you relieve her excitement for her? She deserves a reward for such a good run and it would be a good way to get intimate with her!”

Stepping back, Angelina gestured at the ponygirl. Kara looked at Angelina, wide-eyed.

“Don’t be nervous, you’re the one in control. Be assertive!”

Kara pulled the crotch strap away from the belt. It was held in place by the dildo itself. She tugged, watching the phallus slipping out of Diamond’s pussy with a squelching noise. Kara noticed that it was considerably smaller than the dildo that Sapphire wore. In some ways racing ponies got it easier than show ponies.

When only the tip was still inside Diamond, Kara pressed her palm against the bottom of the dildo, pushing it fully back in quite forcefully. Diamond’s hips spasmed and she neighed.

Angelina laughed. “Nice!”

Kara spent a couple of minutes fucking the pony with the dildo, then she pulled it clean out and let the crotch strap hang. It was still held in place by the butt plug of the ponygirl’s tail but was low enough to be out of the way.

Passing her hand across the smooth, hairless mound, Kara rubbed Diamond’s labia. A gentle caress at first, then with increased pressure. She was reassured by the sounds of pleasure emanating from the ponygirl’s bitted mouth.

“Diamond, look into Kara’s eyes. Kara, look at Diamond’s. Hold the eye contact.”

As Kara’s fingers pushed inside Diamond’s hot and wet pussy, she met the intense gaze of the pony. Remembering exactly what Lily’s fingers had done to her last night, Kara chose to replicate the touches that had given her the most gratification. Diamond neighed again, eyes burning into Kara’s.

The pony was so excited it wasn’t going to take much to get her to cum. Kara slowed down a little, not wanting to rush the experience. Diamond’s eyes were so dark it was hard to make out the irises, but that didn’t disguise her desperation.

Kara was amazed at the pony’s self-discipline. She held her pose impeccably, standing straight, legs still – only reflex spasms caused her hips to move.

After teasing around the ponygirl’s clitoris for some time – it was more than strange to have her fingers in another woman’s pussy – Kara brushed the hood. Diamond neighed again. Had she been taught to make horsy sounds or was it something she spontaneously did herself? Her clit was so sensitive – not that Kara had a lot of experience to compare to.

It was thrilling to have so much power over this beautiful woman. Kara could easily see how dominating someone sexually could be attractive and addictive, and it was delightful to be able to give such bliss to someone under her control.

Her fingers repeatedly brushed over Diamond’s clit hood, just lightly, mercilessly teasing the pony. Diamond’s eyes pleaded, her pussy thrust forward, trying to make the contact more substantial. Kara didn’t have the heart to draw the game out. She pushed the hood back and pressed her finger hard on the nub, waggling it. The ponygirl didn’t last long. She neighed really loudly, her hips convulsed helplessly and Kara felt the shudders of her orgasm pass through her fingers.

There was a moment when Diamond wobbled and Kara thought her knees were going to give way, but she managed to hold her position and held her gaze on Kara, though her eyes were watery. There was something profound in their shared experience, both realizing the power and rapture of being brought to orgasm under submission.

A long, keening moan came from the bitted mouth. Kara kept on her assault on the clit until she was sure that the pony’s cum was over. She drew her sticky fingers out of the sopping pussy.

“Keep eye contact!” Warned Angelina.

Kara felt Angelina’s hand on her back, stroking.

“Excellent Kara! Good job! It’s hard to believe that you are so inexperienced, you played her so well.”

Kara was pleased at Angelina’s words.

“Now I want you to put your fingers to your mouth and lick them clean – all the time keeping your eyes on Diamond.”

She didn’t fancy that idea at all, but Kara obeyed. Diamond had a stronger flavour than Lilly or Polly, but that was all Kara had to compare the taste to. It didn’t change her ambivalence to tasting pussy juice.

Angelina put a hand to Diamond’s cheek, softly stroking the ponygirl. The pony leaned forward, pushing affectionately against the palm. Then Angelina pushed the dildo back into its home, drew the crotch strap tight and buckled it back into place.

“How would you like to take the reins for a second lap, Kara?”

Finally, Kara broke her gaze from Diamond and looked at Angelina to see if she was joking.

“It would be an honour, My Lady!” Kara dropped a spontaneous curtsy.




Day 2: Tuesday Afternoon

“May I pet her, Ms Macintosh?”

“Sure, but don’t get her too excited, we want to keep her calm.”

It was fantastic to see Sapphire again and in the show tack she looked simply amazing, even more spectacular than Kara remembered.

Tosh had led her from around the side of the house and across the lawn. The pony was compelled to high step by the bizarre boots where the toe section dropped down every time the foot was lifted from the ground, forcing her to bring her foot down and backwards from on high in order to flatten the sole for each step. It really made the feet look like hooves as they hung in the air and the leg action it enforced on the pony really did mimic a horse walking.

Sapphire’s show tack was all bright blue leather studded with highly polished metal rivets. The heelless boots tight-fitting to the knee, each featuring a succession of buckles up the leg that were tightly fastened.

The harness supporting her breasts was remarkable. Broad straps were cinched around the base of each, causing them to balloon out in front of her. A heavy metal ring was pressed into the front of them, through which the nipples and areola poked out. From the ring to the base cinches a star shape of straps pulled the breasts back against her chest. They looked like two enormous blunt arrowheads stuck on her chest. It looked incredibly uncomfortable and unpleasant to wear.

Because her breasts were so big, they immediately drew the eye, very much making them her most prominent feature. Behind the thick rings piercing her nipples, she also wore a nipple bar, clamped in place, causing the ends of each nipple to bulge. The single bar connected both breasts together, its purpose was to ensure they moved in synchronization when Sapphire pranced or trotted, instead of flapping about untidily. It was important to be aesthetically pleasing.

Kara couldn’t resist sinking her fingers into the heavily bound flesh and squeezing them. Sapphire made a strange noise. Pleasure or distress? Probably a bit of both. Kara looked up into the pony’s bright blue eyes.

“Do you remember me?”

The eyes crinkled in a smile and the ponygirl leaned forward and nuzzled her cheek on to Kara’s shoulder. Kara stroked the smooth hairless scalp above Sapphire’s ear. As with Diamond earlier, Sapphire smelt strongly of sunscreen lotion.

The pony’s bright blue mane was intricately styled, braided in such a way that it sat up quite high, curling down her neck and back almost like a lizard’s crest. In front of it, on her forehead, was a strap from which three blue feathers rose in a plume. The central feather was straight and taller than the two to either side, each of which curled away from the centre one.

Sapphire was still the most bizarre and incredible sight Kara had ever seen. As usual, being with the pony ramped up Kara’s arousal. She wanted to push the pony to the grass and make desperate, passionate love to her.

She ran her hands over the pony’s harnessed body, finishing by pressing on the crotch strap, pushing the dildo deeper into the ponygirl and causing her to yelp.

Tosh swatted Kara’s bottom playfully.

“That’s enough of that! Angelina wanted her placed in front of the raised flowerbed.”

“Yes, Ms Macintosh.” Kara reluctantly removed her hands from the gorgeous pony.

Kara had spent ten minutes with Angelina after lunch while she had been setting up her easel and kit. They had discussed what Angelina required. Luckily, the weather had held, though it was cloudy.

Holding the reins right underneath Sapphire’s bridle, Tosh pulled the pony across the lawn to the location that Angelina had chosen. Kara watched Sapphire’s tail swinging from one side to the other. Her buttocks were littered with whip marks, some looking angry and fresh. Kara couldn’t help putting a hand to her own bottom in sympathy.

The pony’s arms were in the usual reverse prayer position, tight against her spine, mitted hands held against the back of her collar. They looked even more dramatic in the blue studded leather.

Angelina wanted the painting to have Sapphire holding one leg with her thigh 90o to her body, with the front of the hoof pointing downwards. Even she had accepted that the ponygirl wouldn’t be able to hold that pose long term, so they were going to put a stool under that foot to keep it in place until Kara needed to paint the hoof itself.

Tosh had inserted a pole into the flowerbed and turned Sapphire to stand with her back to it, hiding it with her body. The groom lifted the pony’s thigh so Kara could slip the stool in place, then let the hoof rest on it.

Passing the reins over Sapphire’s shoulders, Tosh then fastened them to the pole, preventing the ponygirl from being able to move from her spot. Tosh adjusted the length of the reins to ensure that they were taught, tugging on the rings in the pony’s nipples, just slightly pulling them upwards, before the lines passed through the rings on either side of her bit and disappeared behind her. It gave the impression that someone was behind the pony pulling on them. It must have been painful for Sapphire, but between her blinkers the lovely blue eyes remained as placid as ever.

With the heavy ring through her septum, lying against her top lip, and her mouth pulled wide by the bit, not to mention the brutal collar that completely encompassed her neck – a lip under her chin holding her head rigid and slightly tilted back – Sapphire really did look extraordinary, a tamed beast. Kara tried to imagine what it must be like to live your life, every day, hour and minute, so barbarically controlled and helpless.

“Is that right for yer, lass?”

“Perfect, Ms Macintosh.”

“Text me when you want her collected and don’t tease her!”

“I wouldn’t dare, Ms Macintosh.”

Kara had her phone with her again, now with Tatyana’s app installed.

She looked at the proud, beautiful pony.

What a thrill to be able to paint her!

Kara got down to some hard work. After all, it was supposed to be the primary reason for her being here.

As time went on, Kara found herself in an unpleasant dichotomy. A stool had been provided for her to sit on as she worked at her easel, but it was not padded and so painful on her tender bum. But standing in five-inch stilettos for more than a short period was also painful on her feet – wearing the high-heeled boots was so impractical and unnecessary. She kept shifting between the two, suffering the worst of both worlds.

Meanwhile, twenty-five yards to her left, Kara tried to ignore the fact that the scullery maid, Polly, was being used as a living scarecrow for the afternoon. When Kara had remarked on the sight to Angelina, she had been told that the maid had made a nuisance of herself around the cook, so had been put to a use where she couldn’t bother anyone but the birds.

Polly was mounted to a St Andrew’s cross that overlooked the vegetable garden. Each of the arms of the cross were apparently movable. Every so often, seemingly randomly, the arms would swing to and fro, causing Polly to wave her arms and/or legs. This was fine for scaring away the birds, but every time it happened it caught Kara’s eye and disturbed her concentration.

And as if she wasn’t already aroused enough by the view she had of Sapphire, the glistening latex of Polly’s uniform flashing in the light as it moved, together with the mournful expression on her pretty face was ensuring lustful thoughts were always to the front of Kara’s mind.

A normal afternoon at Cacklebrook Farm!


5: Silence and Sticky Lips

Day 2: Tuesday Evening

Kara was beginning to realize the app on her phone was just another means to control her life even further. Tatyana had told her it allowed Angelina to know where she was at any time (assuming she had it with her.) But it also enabled instructions to be given to her at anytime, anywhere, not just in My Lady’s presence. Kara had been looking forward to a few weeks break from the tyranny of the mobile phone. That hope had been thrown out the window.

Plus she was pretty certain there were cameras in every room, some more obvious than others. The cameras in the servants quarters had been blatantly visible – domes like you found inside shops – peering at you from the apex of the roof. In the kitchen, Kara couldn’t see one, but it could not have been a coincidence that within a couple of minutes of her finishing her dinner, her phone pinged.

Drawing room, five minutes, piss first.

When she stepped into the drawing room she was surprised to find it empty. The French windows were identical to those in the dining room and they immediately brought back memories of last night and caused her to feel very humble and submissive. Unsure what to do, Kara walked across to the windows and looked out into the garden, at the place where her easel had been set up, and where Sapphire had been tied. It had been a successful afternoon. She was pleased with what she achieved, and Angelina had seemed pleased too.

“What are you doing there?”

Kara jumped at Angelina’s voice; she hadn’t heard her enter the room. She spun around.

“I’m sorry, My Lady, you startled me.” Kara bobbed her curtsy.

“For future reference, if you are waiting for my arrival you should be stood facing the door in an easily accessible position and in a respectful pose, not wandering about like you own the place… It’s unseemly! I shan’t warn you again. You need to learn these things quickly.”

“I’m deeply sorry, My Lady. I ask your forgiveness.” She curtsied again. It seemed appropriate.

“Come here, Let’s look at you!”

Kara walked across the room to stand in front of Angelina. For a brief second she met those amazing violet eyes, but she quickly dropped her gaze to the floor. There was such authority behind those eyes and - especially after yesterday evening’s events - Kara wouldn’t dare to meet them as if an equal in their relationship.

“Your make-up needs touching up. You need to check it regularly throughout the day. You must always look your best, Kara.”

“Yes, My Lady. Sorry, My Lady.”

Angelina walked behind Kara.

“A reasonable attempt at keeping your stocking seams straight, but you will need to do better. Speak to Lily about it.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

“As it’s your first day, there will be no further action, but you must be immaculate at all times if you are representing me. There will frequently be visitors here and you must show pride in your appearance. You must always be up to the required standard.”

“Yes, My Lady. Should I improve these now?”

Angelina laid a hand on the top of Kara’s back.

“No need to bother. You’ll be spending the evening in the chair and your face will be messed up anyway.”

Angelina guided Kara towards one of the large, well-padded armchairs that formed part of the suite that was placed in a wide semi-circle around the fireplace. There were two two-seater sofas and two single-seat chairs all upholstered in dark brown leather.

“This is a queening chair; you will be installed inside it.”

Kara was confused. As far as she could see it was an ordinary – if very expensive – chair and it didn’t look any different to the other armchair.

Angelina reached down and pulled the seat cushion away. Underneath looked to be an identical seat cushion, except this one had a circular hole in its centre, maybe six inches across.

“I had it hand-made to match the rest of the suite. They did a great job. You really can’t tell the difference from the other chair unless you know!”

The distinctive sound of Lily’s voluminous latex skirts rustling and crackling announced her arrival into the drawing room. The sight of the maid in her uniform still took Kara’s breath away; she looked stunning and exotic in the Victorian style rubber outfit, gleaming in black and white.

“Perfect timing, Lily! Help me open the chair.”

“Yes, My Lady.” The maid bobbed her curtsy.

As Kara watched on, both the women grabbed the chair under the left arm and lifted. The whole top half of the chair flipped up and over, like a hinged lid. Kara peered inside, not really understanding what she was looking at. There were several straps and buckles.

“We need to get your oral skills up to speed. The quickest way is to have you spend some time in the queening chair. Practice makes perfect! Step inside, Kara… Squat down.”

Kara felt both Angelina’s and Lily’s hand spread across her back.

“Now let yourself fall backwards… We have you… As you do, slide your knees into the slots either side of the back cushion… All the way in… And scoot along until your bottom is hard against the back of the chair.”

Kara found herself in an extremely uncomfortable position, even if she didn’t have a welted bottom and a rigid corset crushing her waist. Her legs were splayed, but her knees high and her high-heeled boots tucked either side of her bum, forcing her ankles into an awkward angle. Her buttocks were half seated on the base of the chair and half pressed against the back.

Angelina and Lily gently lowered her torso down onto the base of the chair. Kara could feel Lily’s latex gloved hands holding the back of her head. Angelina buckled straps across the slots holding her legs at just below the knee and across the ankles, leaving her unable to move them at all.

Her head was lowered into some kind of cradle.

“It is very simple, Kara. You will be fixed in place and we will put the top of the chair back in place. Your mouth will protrude through the hole in the seat. Anything that contacts your mouth, you will pleasure to the best of your ability, clear?”

“Yes, My Lady.”

You will be blindfolded and deafened, relying solely on touch and taste. You will not know the identity of who is sitting on you. Speaking is absolutely forbidden, understand?”

“Yes, My Lady.”

“Your right hand will be strapped to the side of the chair, here! The emergency button is within reach but is strictly for genuine emergencies only. The penalty for frivolous use is severe – I urge you not to learn what it is! You will not be released until the end of the evening, so accept that fact!”

Angelina stroked Kara’s cheek.

“Look at me!”

Kara found it hard to hold Angelina’s gaze.

“I know this is all new to you. I do not expect artistry. What I expect is a committed effort, diligence to the duty you have been given. If anyone makes a complaint, you will be punished, so work hard to be pleasing.”

Angelina pressed a finger against Kara’s lips and smiled.

“Make me proud!”

Kara puckered her lips, kissing the finger.

“I will try my best, My Lady.” She said when the finger lifted away.

“I know you will.”

Angelina signalled to Lily and Kara’s head was lifted once more. Plugs were inserted into her ears, deep enough to make her shiver at the sensation. They had cups attached that covered her ears completely. Then a rubber cap was stretched over her skull. It initially felt like a swimming cap, until the front was pulled down over her eyes, masking the top half of her face and blocking out all light. Her head was lowered back into the cradle.

The cradle then moved several times, being adjusted. When it finally stopped, Kara’s head was at an odd angle, slightly raised – which put a strain on her neck – and somewhat tilted backwards. It was not at all comfortable. She felt a strap lay across her forehead, then pulled tight, fixing her head in place.

More straps fastened her into place across her waist and chest. Her arms were lifted and fastened at the wrist to the sides of the chair. All she could hear was the blood pumping through her veins and her heart thumping at a fast rate in her chest. The only thing she could move was the lower part of her face, and that only a small amount.

Next, hands were at her skirt, pulling it up high. Fingers pressed against her mound through her leather thong, rubbing insistently at her labia. It felt so good she was disappointed when it stopped. But immediately after something was pushed inside her thong. It was hard and cold and vibrating madly. It seemed to frame her labia, but it had a ridge down its centre that pushed in between her lips, even touching her clit. Waves of pleasure instantly surged from her vulva. It felt incredible. Kara’s hips fought the strap across her waist, increasing the stimulation. Her mouth opened in a sigh.

A hand briefly caressed the side of her head, then there was a thump and the whole chair shook, something soft pressed against her head and upper face. The top half of the chair had been put back in place.

What the hell! These people are nuts!

The vibrator inside her thong continued to stimulate her without respite. She needed to move but she couldn’t. In a brief moment of madness she fought against all the bonds holding her in place. She had no control over her own body. She knew she would be forced to orgasm very quickly.

Without warning, she felt soft, puffy lips press against her mouth in a kiss. She responded. She was sure it was Lily – the feel, the taste, the gentle authority. She remembered it well from last night. The tongue probed into her mouth, caressing Kara’s tongue. But all too quickly, it was gone again.

Kara was fastened in a really uncomfortable position. Her neck was hurting already and her ankles in particular were strained by the angle the height of her heels forced upon her. She could not adjust them at all. She noticed that it was getting very warm inside the chair since it had been closed on her.

But at the same time her pussy was spasming under the onslaught of the vibrator, her arousal surging. Her helpless position was just turning her on more. She was so excited and scared at the same time. The orgasm rushed upon her emphatically. The euphoria overwhelmed her, she strained uselessly against the straps, only able to fidget her hips. She tried to keep quiet, remembering Angelina’s warning, but gasps and squeaks escaped her mouth – the only thing she could move.

It was a powerful cum. Every cum she had experienced at the farm was far more potent than anything she had encountered before she had stumbled into this place. She had been so ignorant of the capabilities of her own body.

Afterwards, she struggled for breath, fighting the restriction of the corset. The vibrator continued unabated; it was quite uncomfortable for a few minutes. Kara knew it was before six o’clock when she had climbed into the chair. Angelina had said she would be here the whole evening! It was a daunting prospect and she had no way of comprehending the passage of time in her dark and silent world.

It was a long time before anyone sat in the chair. Kara’s arousal was slowly rising once more under the monotony of the vibrator. Without warning, the cushion above her sank down dramatically, pressing hard on her head and face, wrapping around it. It was very claustrophobic. As the seat cushion contracted under the weight of the body, so Kara’s mouth and nose was forced into greater prominence as the cradle supporting her head did not move downward. The occupant shifted slightly and Kara’s lips met with warm flesh.

She pushed her tongue out tentatively, feeling the groove between two labia, smelling female sexual arousal. The occupant moved again, forcing Kara’s tongue between the lips into the hot, wet interior. She was eating out an unknown woman’s pussy. The thought elevated her arousal as well. How lewd was that!

Certain that she didn’t want another caning – or to disappoint Angelina either – Kara went energetically to work, trying to build on her experience from last night. Meanwhile, the infernal vibrator was driving her crazy again, building her up to another orgasm. The whole scenario was bizarre and otherworldly; it was incredible.

She ran her tongue up and down the inside of the labia, probed every nook and cranny, teased the clitoris. The pussy squirmed, pushing harder onto Kara’s mouth. She extended her tongue into the vagina, caressing the walls. She felt the pussy reflexively respond, but she also found this drew a lot of pussy juice into her mouth. She had no choice but to swallow it.

As the vulva above her became increasingly animated, Kara’s nose found itself slipping between the labia repeatedly, receiving a coating of the fluid as well, filling her breath with the overpowering odour of excited pussy. Kara really worked her tongue and lips hard; they were starting to ache.

At the same time, the vibrator inside Kara’s thong was doing the same to her. She instinctively tried to move her hips without success. She felt so helpless and frustrated.

Tiring fast, Kara focused her attention on the clit in her mouth, starting gently, but quickly becoming more active, pressing harder with her tongue, blitzing the nub. She kept at it and finally felt the pussy convulsing. The seat cushion moved up and down violently, softly pummelling Kara’s face. More fluid seeped into her mouth.

Moments later, the vibrator brought Kara to her second orgasm of the evening. Much less urgent than the first one, it arrived slowly and held on for a long time. She rode the wave of bliss, straining against the straps holding her immobile. She wanted to scream but dared not, even though the noise would have been lost in the pussy sitting on her mouth.

As the cum faded away, Kara felt exhausted. She was relieved when the chair’s occupant got up and the pressure on her head was released. She welcomed cool new air on her face and filled her lungs as best she could, breathing hard. She wanted some respite from the vibrator, but there was none. Her clit hurt as it continued to be stimulated. Fear rippled through her at the thought that she still had hours of this to go.

Nothing more happened for quite some time. The vaginal fluid over her nose and lower face dried, she felt her skin tightening. The overpowering taste and smell of pussy stayed with her. Her position became even more uncomfortable; she was hurting all over.

Kara jumped when suddenly something wet covered her lower face. It was a cloth cleaning her up – not for her benefit she soon discovered as another woman sat in the chair moments later. Again the seat cushion engulfed her head and she felt a new set of sex lips press against her mouth. They were fuller and softer than the first occupant of the chair. The taste and smell was not quite as strong, but still not pleasant for Kara.

She had to work harder to get this pussy to cum and had to swallow a lot more vaginal fluid. Afterwards, her face was wiped again. The incessant vibrations to her own vulva was slowly raising her own arousal level once more, but her clit was permanently aching now.

By Kara’s reckoning - excluding the ponygirls – there were only five other women at the farm in the evenings (the cook only worked part-time and would be gone.) So that meant potentially three more pussies to eat, two excluding Angelina (Kara didn’t think Angelina would be interested in using her until she had more experience.) Unless they partook more than once? Or there were visitors? She didn’t know; there was no point thinking that way.

It was the longest wait so far before the chair was occupied again. During that time, the vibrator brought Kara to her third orgasm. This one was more painful than pleasurable. The consolation was the battery was running down and it was now less forceful, though it still hurt her clit.

The first Kara was aware she was about to be used again was a finger being pressed against her lips, then two. She dutifully kissed them, knowing it wasn’t Angelina because her finger earlier had been different to these. The fingers pushed into her mouth. Angelina had told her to pleasure anything that contacted her lips, so she sucked on the fingers, worked her tongue on them. After a while they started to fuck her mouth. She puckered her lips around them. When they were eventually withdrawn, they were wiped dry on Kara’s chin.

At last the woman sat down. When Kara probed inside the new pussy, her tongue contacted metal. It seemed to be a bar pierced through the clit hood. She put her mouth to work as diligently as she could. To her consternation, she found herself getting aroused yet again.

After several minutes, the bottom above her pivoted forward. She felt the buttocks separate and her nose and mouth sunk between the cheeks. She felt her lips press against the rosebud of a bumhole and she was immediately revolted – but she was totally helpless and could do nothing to avoid the contact. It was also more difficult to breathe.

The occupant of the chair started to bounce up and down impatiently, causing the seat cushion to buffet Kara’s face, leaving no doubt about what was expected.

Anything that contacted her lips!

Angelina’s instructions had been clear. Kara couldn’t believe this was happening. She pressed her tongue against the sphincter. Just the thought of what she was doing made her retch. She tongued the rosebud. She had expected the odour and taste to be worse and for the first time she understood the benefits of an enema – the area was clean at least, but still…

Again the occupant of the chair started to bounce up and down. What Kara was doing wasn’t good enough. She pushed her tongue forcefully against the anal ring, burrowing through. The inside tasted gross. The depravity of what she was doing shocked Kara. Yet her body was betraying her again; her arousal surging once more. She was a prisoner of her own sexual desire as well as a captive of the chair.

The tip of her tongue was inside an unknown woman’s anus. She swirled it around the inside of the sphincter, retching once more. How long would she be expected to keep this up? The bottom above her ground down on her mouth, pushing her tongue in deeper. She waggled it fast and hard, hoping that would make the woman cum quicker. Her tongue was tickling the walls of the bowels and this seemed to do the trick. The buttocks squirmed on top of Kara and then the woman came violently.

The bottom thrashed around, dragging painfully on Kara’s tongue, causing the seat cushion to mash around her head, knocking it from side to side, making her dizzy in her enforced darkness. She could feel the shudders and spasms of the orgasm through the sphincter and bowel wall. She didn’t dare withdraw her tongue.

When the woman climbed out of the chair, Kara was desperate for fresh air, her mouth wide open to pull in as much as her corset restricted lungs could manage. She was in a kind of daze and not at all prepared when her tongue was grabbed and rubbed. It felt like a wet-wipe, heavily dosed in alcohol. It burned like fury. She instinctively fought against it, but already it had moved on to her lips, inside and out. Despite the sting and foul flavour, it was better than the taste of anus. She was an object disinfected ready for next use.

It was another long wait. The vibrator gradually ran down until it eventually stopped altogether, much to Kara’s relief. Her legs and neck were aching terribly. The silence and darkness made judging time impossible and her isolation left her in a dreamlike state – she might even have dozed, though she couldn’t see how, given her discomfort.

And then, without warning, the seat cushion enveloped her head once more, exposing her mouth to another pussy. This woman was significantly heavier than any that had gone before and the cushion pressed against her face with considerable force. It was so claustrophobic and distressing Kara found some new energy to start fighting her bonds again in a vain attempt to end the unpleasantness. None of the five other women at the farm were this heavy.

Who the hell is it?

She probed inside the thick-set labia. This was much drier than anything she had eaten so far and she had to work hard to get it juicing. The taste was distinctly disagreeable, like licking the brine out of the bottom of an empty sardine can.

As the woman became more excited she moved around more, using Kara’s nose as a masturbatory device, forcing the fishy fluid up her nostrils and making breathing difficult. Kara tried every trick she could think of, trying to remember what Lily and Sapphire’s mouths had done effectively to her pussy, in her desperation to get the woman to cum as soon as possible.

It took a long time, her tongue was aching and sore, her lips bruised and swollen, but at last the chair began to shudder as the woman orgasmed. The frame creaked, her head rocked, the seat cushion pummelled her face. Her whole body was bouncing against the straps. She was perspiring heavily; it was so hot inside the chair now.

Immediately the woman got up, Kara’s face was wiped again. But as she gulped hungrily for air, in less than a minute another bottom was on the seat and Kara’s mouth was pressed against another pussy. At least this woman weighed less than the last, but she was also quite dry and Kara had to toil a long time to get her to cum. Her tongue had become both sore and tired. She struggled to maintain the power and dexterity she needed. At least this one didn’t taste so bad.

No sooner had that woman vacated the chair before another vulva was on her mouth. At least this one was hot and wet. It also had a lot of metal. Kara could feel several rings in each outer labia and there was a bar in the clit hood. There was also a ring, but she wasn’t sure if it was directly in the clit or very close to it. These proved very effective to assist with the stimulation and she was able to get an orgasm quickly – she hoped not too quickly to be satisfying.

This time, the occupant of the chair squirted as she came and there was fluid everywhere, across Kara’s lower face, up her nose, filling her mouth. She balanced grabbing a breath with swallowing the salty juice down. She had eaten out six pussies and could taste and smell nothing else, think of nothing else.


6: Carousels and Hooves

Day 5: Friday Morning

Thursday night Kara was sent up to the servants quarters early, much to her relief. She ached all over from the escapades since arriving and had slept particularly badly the previous night in the hands of Tatyana. At least they let her sleep late in the mornings, but Kara had been lethargic all day, although she was making good progress with her artwork.

After dinner, Angelina had administered three strokes of a small strap to each of her calves for lazy deportment and imperfect presentation – she still needed to pay more attention to her make up, apparently – and then sent her to bed. She was in a bunk by nine and asleep shortly after.

She had expected to be awoken when the maids retired for more cunnilingus practice, but she slept right through to the morning – she loved the rubber sheets. After nine hours sleep she felt much better, and though her body was still stiff, the acute discomfort of yesterday had passed.

Naked in between the sheets, she lay drowsily watching Lily get dressed. Kara found herself running her hand over the latex covering her own body. The feel was delicious; so smooth and soft. She could see why so many people became addicted to it. It also aroused her and her libido was raging. It seemed a long time since she had last cum.

Her hand that was already between the sheets found its way to her hot vulva and she sighed with pleasure, but something made her stop. No one had told her she couldn’t masturbate, but somehow she knew it wouldn’t be allowed.

She lay on her side as Lily added skirt after skirt as part of her uniform. The maid had strapped a bustle around her severely corseted waist. It was like a rubber cushion sat on top of her buttocks and all the skirts hung over it, giving Lily the dramatic Victorian figure of tiny waist and strikingly protruding rear end.

The first skirt was white with a heavily ruched hem. The second skirt was black and slightly shorter, showing the frilly hem of the one underneath. The third was again white, but the bottom half was excessively ruffled to give depth to the uniform dress that lay on top of it. Each skirt was made of a very thick latex, the combined weight must have been extraordinary.

Even though Lily prepared her uniform the night before, polishing each skirt to an immaculate shine, she still gave each one a final buff before dressing in the next layer. Each skirt was full length, leaving just the toes showing of the exquisite boots she wore that covered her ankles and just a bit more of her leg. The spike heels must have been six inches high, just a little triangle of the sole was in contact with the floor.

Lily climbed into her uniform dress. This was black with even more white frills around the wrists and the collar, which was high, wrapping Lily’s elegant neck, the frills tickling her chin. Polly zipped the dress closed for Lily, drawing the rubber tight to her torso and arms, emphasizing her minuscule waist.

Another polish. Then the apron, which had even more ostentatious frills and covered her bosom, two wide straps going over her shoulders, crossing across her back and terminating at the waist band, which tied at the rear in an elaborate bow. Below the waist, the apron fell to six inches above the hem, covering the front and her hips.

The final additions to the uniform were the white cap that covered her hair, ruffles framing her face and two broad ribbons that tied in another big bow under her chin. Black latex gloves that tucked under the sleeves of her dress completed the outfit.

Lilly looked simply breathtakingly beautiful and sexy as hell in the full rig. Kara was burning with desire for the maid and now regretted sleeping so long and missing the chance to have made love with her again. Her hand was back on her labia, rubbing gently.

Lily had been aware of Kara’s eyes on her as she dressed, but she didn’t speak until she had finished.

“We thought you needed some rest last night, Miss, so we let you be.”

“That’s very kind. Thank you, Lily.”

“You’re welcome, Miss. Do you think you could manage your own enema today, or would you like assistance?”

“I shall try on my own.”

“Very good, Miss.”

Then Lily glided across to Kara’s bunk, her skirts swirling. She stood over Kara blocking out the light.

“It’s best not to play with yourself, Miss. It’s not allowed and we are watched.” Lily whispered.

Kara felt herself flush with embarrassment and snatched her hand away from her groin. She thought she was hiding it under the rubber sheet; how had the maid known?

“I’m so excited down there!” She whispered back.

“Onanism is not permitted, Miss. We have to demonstrate self-discipline.”

The maid turned and moved to the full-length mirror, checking herself over one last time. Then the rap of her heels on the bare floorboards accompanied her exit.

Polly was still finishing dressing. Being subordinate to Polly was hard for Kara. The scullery maid was young and naïve and - though Kara hated herself for thinking it – not very bright or sophisticated. For everyone else it felt natural and right for her to be under their authority, an erotic thrill. But somehow not for Polly. But that didn’t matter, she had to obey her anyway.

It says more about me than it does about her.

Yesterday morning, when Lily had been assisting Kara with her make-up, Kara had asked the maid who had sat in the queening chair on Tuesday. She hadn’t expected to get an answer, but Lily surprised her. Polly had been the first to sit there, Lily the second, Tatyana the third (Kara already knew that one.) The last three had been visitors, as Kara suspected, but on that Lily remained tight lipped.

It was usual for someone to occupy the chair when Angelina had evening guests. Lily had been in Kara’s position countless times – even Tatyana had to take a turn once in a while, to Kara’s surprise. But she was never to know the identity of those last three women she had eaten out, even if they met face to face, though any large woman she ever saw about the farm would garner instant strong suspicion!

Polly smiled shyly at Kara as she passed her on the way out.

Kara needed to pee urgently, so reluctantly had to get up.




Day 5: Friday Morning

A promise made in the heat of passion came back to bite Kara today and she found herself in the stable tack room. She thought she would be feeling more scared than she was but she was discovering a calm and peace in just submitting, giving over control. She also couldn’t deny she was incredibly aroused.

Weather wise, it was an unpleasant day. A fine but persistent drizzle meant she wouldn’t have been able to paint outside anyway. Did they take the ponies out in the rain? She didn’t know.

She was standing naked, her hands cuffed behind her back. A pair of nipple clamps were screwed tight on to her nipples. A chain from each merged into a larger chain that was clipped to a ring in the wall just above head height. The chain was short, forcing Kara to stand right against the wall to take as much tension off her nipples as she could. She could see nothing but white paint.

Behind her she could hear Tosh tacking up another pony. She had recognized the ponygirl from her first time at the farm. It was Belle, a lithe brunette (real name Olivia) who had arrived only a short while ago. She was a part-time pony – only spending some long weekends at the farm. Every so often the ponygirl would move and her horseshoes clashed on the floor, echoing around the room.

Buckles rattled as Belle was harnessed. Kara was so turned on she could feel fluid from her pussy leaking onto her thigh, which was hugely embarrassing. Eventually, Belle was placed beside Kara, her reins being tied to the adjacent ring.

There was no slack in the tie, forcing Belle to stand with her nipples brushing the wall. Even then, Kara could see a slight upturn as the clamps to which the reins were attached were pulled upwards. The reins ran up to the rings either side of Belle’s bit, part of her bridle, before being tied to the wall ring. The ponygirl’s chin was almost touching the wall. The bridle covered Belle’s head in a web of straps, blinkers hiding her eyes.

A sudden blazing pain caused Kara to cry out.

“Face the wall, pony!”

Kara turned her attention back to the wall. She had seen Tosh had a riding crop clipped to her belt, now she had felt it as well. The back of her right thigh burned.

For the next couple of minutes, Tosh measured Kara in every conceivable place, including lifting her legs up behind her, one at a time, to measure her feet with some contraption. Then the groom left her and Kara could hear movement and the rattle of harnesses from around the room. Her thigh was still smarting and she didn’t dare to move her head again, even to glance at Belle beside her.

In the centre of the room, two chains hung down from the ceiling. Close by was a table. Tosh unfastened Kara from the wall ring and led her across to stand beneath the chains. Kara saw the table was laid out with lots of black leather and shiny metal, a sizable dildo and butt plug. She shuddered.

Tosh clipped the end of the chain from Kara’s nipples to one of the hanging chains. There was a button on the table that allowed a motor to adjust the length of the chain. Tosh raised it until the chain connected to Kara’s nipples was taught, and then some. Her nipples were pulled upwards, stretching them and Kara’s breasts into crooked cones. She gasped, raising herself onto tiptoe to try to alleviate the discomfort.

Another chain that was fastened around the nearest leg of the table, was looped around one of Kara’s ankles and clipped closed, just to confirm that she wouldn’t be going anywhere for a while.

Standing behind her, Tosh cupped Kara’s buttocks in her rough hands, weighing the muscles, squeezing them, before sliding her hands around to cup Kara’s tortured breasts. Kara grimaced at the increased pain as the stress on her nipples increased.

“Hot little filly aren’t yer! I think the stable is the right place for yer!”

Kara’s ponygirl transformation began.

Tosh lifted Kara’s unchained leg, bending it at the knee behind her, like she was a real pony about to receive a horseshoe, and slipped the foot into a pony boot. To keep her balance and not find herself hanging from her clamped nipples, Kara was forced to ground the heel of her other chained foot, increasing the pull on those very nipples. She grunted, her face twisting at the pain.

Once the hoof of the boot was fitted to Tosh’s satisfaction, she allowed Kara to ground that foot as well. It sounded like a real horse as the hoof clopped on the concrete floor. Because the boot added at least seven inches to her height, Kara found this a great relief, immediately lifting her up and taking the tension out of her nipple chains.

Tosh pulled up a stool side-on to Kara, sat down and started the laborious process of lacing the boot from the bridge of the foot right up to the knee, pulling the laces tight for each hole. It didn’t have the spring-loaded front section like Sapphire had, much to Kara’s relief – she guessed that was for advanced pony training.

Kara was surprised how comfortable it felt (it was all relative, of course, her ankle was held at an acute angle and only her toes and the tiniest fraction of her foot was flat.) The inside of the foot-section was thickly padded and the soft, supple leather moulded to her shape. The ankle section was thicker, offering strong support, then softened again to wrap her leg.

The boot had no heel at all and the sole was thick and heavy, hoof-shaped, with the metal horseshoe fixed to the underside. It felt very strange, unnatural and awkward, but when Tosh had finished the lacing there was no movement of Kara’s foot or leg within the boot at all.

The chain clipped around Kara’s bare ankle was moved to her booted foot and then the whole process was repeated once more for her other leg. It was much more comfortable with both feet raised to the same height and now there was no more strain on her nipples at all. But boy did it feel different to be perched so high up and with no heel. Psychologically, it certainly felt dehumanizing.

Tosh kicked the stool under the table and then removed the cuffs around Kara’s wrists. Mitts were pulled on to each of Kara’s hands, buckling and locking at the wrist. They fitted tightly and inside there were stiff separators for each digit. These were quite rigid, making it difficult to bend either fingers or thumbs, but at least the leather was soft.

Kara’s arms were folded behind her back, forearms horizontal, her palms underneath the opposite elbow. A sleeve was wrapped around her forearms and buckled into place. It would have been comfortable if the sleeve hadn’t been pulled quite so tight, but at least no attempt was made to get her arms into the reverse prayer position – she guessed that took a lot of training.

Next was the collar. Angelina had put a pony collar on Kara once before, so she knew what to expect, but that didn’t make it any less confining or uncomfortable. It was brutal, encompassing her entire neck. Flared at the bottom to rest on her shoulders and collar bone, it was high at the sides, almost reaching her ears, but at the front it curled outwards to form a lip that tucked under her chin, tipping her head back slightly.

Tosh pulled it tight, close around Kara’s throat – not tight enough to restrict her breathing, but enough that its unyielding restriction could never be forgotten. It was buckled closed at the back. Kara heard the click of a lock for each buckle. She could not move her neck one iota. It was truly horrible. At least it was lined in soft rubber, so didn’t chafe.

The groom stood in front of her, grinning at the distress in Kara’s face.

“Yer gonna look right pretty as a filly!”

The harness was a huge tangle of straps centred around a broad band that laced around the waist. It was about six inches wide, something between a corset and a belt. Tosh repeatedly pulled on the laces, drawing the band tighter and tighter before she was satisfied.

A thick central strap at the front passed up between Kara’s breasts from the waistband to be attached to the collar, perpetually tugging the collar downwards. Her bound arms were lifted so a similar strap could be connected at the rear. This pulled Kara’s shoulders back even further than her bound arms did, thrusting her breasts forward obscenely, like she was deliberately showing them off.

Horizontal straps both above and below her breasts linked the two vertical straps together. Tosh buckled them so they pressed into Kara’s skin, causing the flesh either side to bulge. There were two little shelves on the strap under her breasts that cupped them, lifting them and making them look bigger and even more prominent. A web of narrow straps criss-crossed her breasts between the two horizontal straps. Tosh adjusted each of the them until they cut into Kara’s breastflesh, causing it to bulge plumply between them. The arrangement was uncomfortable to say the least.

At that point, Tosh disconnected the chains from Kara’s nipple clamps, only to clip the chain hanging from the ceiling to a ring on the back of her collar. While she was behind Kara’s back, Tosh also fixed the sleeve binding Kara’s lower arms to the harness in three places, anchoring them against her back.

Kara gulped. The level of restriction was getting immense, and her excitement was growing exponentially with it. At that moment, she really wanted to be put across the table and fucked, but she didn’t dare to move or speak.

Her eyes focussed on the back of Belle, standing against the wall in front of her, arms bound identically to Kara’s. She looked at the tail sprouting from between Belle’s buttocks, sharply curving upwards before falling free down past her knees. Either side of it straps passed under Belle’s buttocks, lifting them and presenting them ready for the whip. Kara shuddered at the vulnerability that would soon be her lot too.

If she felt confined already, that sensation escalated dramatically when Tosh pulled the bridle over her head. Before that, the groom had unbunched Kara’s hair and pulled it into a central ponytail. It was well short of even shoulder length, so made a poor example, but Tosh added a hairpiece to it which fell well down Kara’s back.

The bridle buckled to Kara’s collar in four places – either side of her chin and behind her ears. As Tosh adjusted all the straps, it was gradually pulled tighter and tighter to her skull. A broad band circled her head just above her eyebrows. Above her nose, two more straps bifurcated, passing across her cheeks to the large rings either side of her mouth that would eventually hold the bit.

Having her skull and face harnessed had a powerful effect on Kara. It was somehow claustrophobic, like she was encased. Blinkers restricted her vision to straight ahead and even the straps down the sides of her nose impeded that. It really emphasized how restrained and controlled she was. It was scary.

Worse was to come though, as Tosh fitted a fearsome looking bit to the ring on one side of Kara’s mouth.

“Open!”

Kara instantly obeyed. The bit was an upside-down U shape and made of sturdy metal. The crossbar a narrow rod covered in a soft rubbery material that slipped between her teeth. Halfway along it was a spoon shaped appendage that went into her mouth and pressed on her tongue, holding it down. The metal tasted horrible. The shanks hanging down either side of the crossbar were about four inches in length and had rings on the end, through which the reins would be passed.

Kara gripped the bit with her teeth as Tosh fitted it to the second ring on the other side of her mouth, locking it in place. Then the groom moved behind Kara and tightened the strap at the back of her head, pulling the bit deeper into her mouth, forcing back the corners of her lips. It felt very unpleasant, she could already feel saliva moving about uncontrollably. She was utterly helpless.

Tosh reappeared back in front of Kara, grinning maliciously. She briefly played with Kara’s breasts before fixing the end of the reins to the nipple clamps and then threaded them through the holes at the end of the shanks of the bit. She tugged each rein hard, pulling painfully on each nipple, demonstrating to Kara the power of the arrangement to hurt her. Kara squealed, eyes wide.

The groom squatted down to remove the chain from around Kara’s ankle, then she grabbed the reins in one hand very close to the bit, ensuring Kara realized she was still under firm control. With her free hand, Tosh unclipped the ceiling chain from the back of Kara’s collar.

It was so easy for the groom to manhandle Kara with this hold, despite the fact in her pony boots she dwarfed Tosh. Kara couldn’t move anything above her waist except her eyes and her mouth to a limited extent. Tosh pulled Kara harshly, bending her over the table, tying the reins to a ring on the opposite side, which held her in that position, breasts pressed against the wood, the shanks of her bit touching the table as well. It was a really uncomfortable position, the harness cutting into her skin, the collar putting huge pressure on her neck. Kara gasped.

Tosh kicked Kara’s legs further apart, making things even worse. Kara whined in anguish. Her buttocks were spread apart and she felt cold lube spread over her bumhole. A finger, then a second, pushed through the rosebud into her rectum, oiling her up. Two days spent in a butt plug had loosened Kara up just enough and now she knew why.

The cold inside her sphincter made Kara shiver, but – though she hated to admit it – she actually found the caress of Tosh’s fingers pleasurable. But Tosh’s touches were all business and soon the fingers were gone. When next she was touched it was on her pussy. She was so turned on her hips spasmed and squirmed as she was probed, gasping again, but for entirely different reasons this time.

The groom laughed. Tosh had a dirty laugh.

“So, you like being a pony! Said it wasn’t yer thing, though! Lying little tyke!”

She teased Kara, playing with her, raising her arousal even further, even brushing her clit with a finger, causing Kara to squeak and try to push her pussy harder onto Tosh’s hand.

The groom laughed again, pulling her hand away completely.

“Cheeky monkey!” She slapped Kara’s thigh. “Don’t need any lube there!”

Kara couldn’t remember ever being so sexually excited as she was now, and boy had she been aroused at times since discovering the farm.

Now it was the bulkiest piece of the harness, the crotch strap, loaded with a dildo and the ponytail incorporating a butt plug. As Tosh attached it to the rear of Kara’s belt, she could feel both probes pushing against her buttocks, the hair of the tail brushing her thighs. The crotch strap sank between her buttocks, pushing them out, plumping them ready for the whip.

The plug pushed insistently against Kara’s bumhole before Tosh spread her glutes further apart and eased the head through her sphincter. It was slightly uncomfortable as it slid inside her – it was bigger than the other plugs she had been wearing. Her rosebud closed around it to the narrow neck at its base and now it was her bowel that felt the discomfort. The tail tickled the back of her knees.

The dildo spread her labia apart and eased inside her. It was large enough to stretch Kara more than any man’s penis ever had. She quivered as it slid fully into place, moaning as it caressed the slick walls of her vagina, filling her. She felt the crotch strap press against her labia.

Tosh pulled the strap right up to the front of the belt and buckled it in place, seating the phallus deeply inside Kara. She sighed. Both front and back holes stuffed full felt amazing. Her breathing was ragged.

Unfastening the reins from the table, Tosh dragged Kara back upright. The pull on her nipples was fierce and agonizing, it made Kara squeal again. The bit also pulled back hard into her mouth, pinching the corners of her lips, hurting her. At the same time, both the plugs in her lower holes shifted, washing her body with pleasure. The contradictory sensations left her momentarily dazed.

Not waiting for Kara to accustom herself to her new accoutrements, Tosh immediately adjusted the crotch strap, tightening it another notch. The strap squeezed Kara’s labia further and forced the dildo deeper inside her. She snorted, unintentionally sounding like a real pony.

Tosh’s hands held Kara’s hips, steadying her, thumbs rubbing the top of Kara’s thighs. Gradually the hands moved up, stroking, until they covered Kara’s breasts, gently manipulating them within their web of straps. Kara’s nipples were so hard she thought they might explode. She could feel herself starting to dribble and found that humiliating.

“Don’t you just look perfect!”

Again, Tosh grabbed the reins firmly close to the bit, tugging forcefully on Kara’s nipples so they were stretched and causing pain.

“Now you are a pony. You act only as a pony. The cardinal rule for ponygirls is that they do not speak. You will not speak until you’re not a pony anymore. If yer do, yer get a good hiding that won’t be forgotten in a hurry!”

Tosh’s eyes held Kara’s, communicating how serious she was.

“Yer pony name is Ruby.”

It was a relief when Tosh let the reins go slack in her hands. The groom moved back behind the ponygirl Ruby. Ruby could still feel two narrow straps that were loose, tickling the inside of her legs. Each strap ran under the bottom of a buttock and then curled up to fasten to the belt at Ruby’s hips, lifting each cheek and plumping it, just the same as she could see on Belle. Tosh quickly buckled them in place.

It seemed like such a small thing, but psychologically it left Ruby feeling acutely vulnerable with two framed targets ready for the whip. This, combined with the rest of the rig, just served to reinforce how utterly helpless she was as a ponygirl. She could be manhandled and hurt with consummate ease and would be able to do absolutely nothing about it. It was terrifying. But she was so excited, as well.

Tosh cupped Ruby’s bottom in her hands.

“These are made for the whip, and that is what they’ll get!”

When Tosh reappeared in front of Ruby, she pressed the tip of her riding crop against Ruby’s mouth. Already, the dribble from around the bit had reached the end of Ruby’s chin and was hanging down, about to drop on her chest.

“All walking steps will be taken at a prance. That means yer thighs must rise to right-angles from yer body. Every single step yer walk. No exceptions!”

Tightening her grip on the reins just underneath the bit once more, Tosh turned and pulled Ruby forward. The pony could do nothing but follow, taking her first proper steps in harness and in the hoof boots. She lifted her thighs as high as she could with each step, and each step stretched and manipulated the plugs in her holes, making her quiver again. She could even feel the walls of her vagina and her bowel being squeezed between the plugs as they were pushed towards each other. It was an incredible sensation.

The boots felt very odd to walk in, too. They were much heavier than normal footwear and clopped loudly with each step as the horseshoes struck the concrete floor, echoing around the room like real horses hooves. She felt big and clumsy.

It was so difficult to see where she was going. With her head tilted a little backwards she could see a few feet in front but not directly where she was stepping, which was very disconcerting. She couldn’t move her neck or head at all and looking down, she could only see the shanks of the bit and the top of her thighs as she brought each one high with every step. Then there were the blinkers, which restricted her range to only directly in front of her. It was quite frightening.

The main door of the tack room led directly out into the courtyard, to the right led to the stalls, but Ruby was pulled to the left, through an open doorway. The stimulation was too much for the new pony. She began to pant, each step increasing her physical arousal. She desperately needed to cum.

They were now in a training area. It looked like a cross between a gym and a dungeon. Weights and exercise machines with sinister add-ons, chains hanging from the ceiling in multiple places. Ruby briefly glimpsed Diamond, who was on a treadmill. There were electrical wires hanging down that were clipped to her nipple rings. In addition, two dangling chains were fixed to rings on the shoulders of her harness. Diamond’s skin was glossy with perspiration as she ran on the spot.

Ruby also momentarily saw Sapphire, strapped into some kind of multi-gym that worked both her arms and her legs. There were electrical wires connected to her nipple rings as well. Ruby shuddered. It was a torture chamber.

But this wasn’t Ruby’s destination, she was led across the room and through a door in the back wall to the outside. The chill was the first thing that hit Ruby. It was only early September, but it was a nasty day with a stiff wind and it was still drizzling. She immediately came up in goose bumps with so much of her body exposed.

There was a large area under the cover of a transparent corrugated plastic roof that at least protected them from the rain. Most of the space was taken up with a carousel. There were four spokes to the carousel, each with a chain dangling at the end. The ground was soft, but stable; covered in tree bark chippings.

Tosh led Ruby to the nearest hanging chain. She felt the chain being attached to a ring on her harness at the top of her back. She heard the snap as it was locked in place. Tosh then tied Ruby’s reins to the same chain above her head. It was taught enough to ensure a perpetual tension on her nipple clamps.

The groom stroked Ruby’s buttocks.

“Don’t worry, filly, you’ll soon warm up!”

Her hands fluttered over Ruby’s body, checking everything was fastened as she wanted.

“When a pony stands, it is smartly. Feet together, legs straight. Thrust yer chest out as if seeking attention for yer tits. Eyes forward, looking into the distance. Be proud that you’re one of Milady’s ponygirls!”

Ruby obeyed.

Tosh had two oblong shaped black patches in her hand, which she waved in front of Ruby’s eyes. They were a couple of inches long.

“These go on yer thighs. They detect if yer raise them to the correct 90o angle with each step. If yer don’t, they send a signal to the centre of the carousel and yer will automatically receive the whip, one stroke for each time a thigh ain’t high enough. It won’t happen if you’re a good, obedient pony!”

Ruby was shivering. The cold at least going someway to calming her ardour.

It’ll be easy as it’s yer first time. Forty minutes, with a two-minute break every ten minutes, on the slowest speed.”

She felt the patches smoothed into place on the outside of her thighs, unable to see Tosh at all anymore. At the angle she was standing, she was looking straight down the back wall of the stable block.

“When yer hear the buzzer, it means the carousel is about to start turnin’.” Tosh’s voice was further away now.

Immediately after the groom spoke, Ruby heard the buzzer sound. Within a couple of seconds the bar above her head started to move and the chain connected to her harness pulled the pony forwards. It took a couple of steps for Ruby to get her feet sorted out, but that was too late.

She heard something spinning to her left, at the central pole of the carousel. Then she heard the awful noise of a whip whizzing through the air. She screamed as she was struck right across the buttocks, hard. It was agony, but there was nothing she could do, the carousel forced her to keep walking. She made sure to get her thighs up high with each step.

To her horror, she heard the spinning sound again, then the hum of the whip once more. Again she was hit hard across her bottom. She squealed and writhed desperately in her restraints.

“First two steps were not high enough. Be ready for the buzzer. That’ll learn you!”

Tears blurred Ruby’s vision. Her backside still throbbing, she pranced around in a wide circle to the speed set by the carousel. As she came around to where she had started, she briefly glimpsed Tosh standing by the door that they had come out of, arms crossed, watching her. But her vision was so narrow in the blinkers that the groom was gone in an instant.

The prancing reignited Ruby’s burning lust. Both the dildo and the butt plug were flexing with each step, driving her crazy with excitement despite the pain from the whip. She saw Tosh again as she finished her second circuit.

“It’s all automated. I’m leaving now to see to the other ponies.”

Ruby heard the door shut. She was alone. The carousel continued to turn, forcing the pony to high-step around in circles. Her thighs were beginning to ache. Although Kara was slim, that didn’t mean she was a particularly fit person. She walked a lot, but never went to the gym or did sport. Her legs were not conditioned for a prolonged session of high-stepping. The Ponygirl Ruby was constrained by Kara’s general level of fitness. But fear of another whip stroke was effective motivation.

She was panting again, a combination of the exertion and her overwhelming state of arousal.

Around and around she went, the lactic acid building up in her quads, getting worse and worse. She could feel her excitement oozing out from the sides of her crotch strap and running down the inside of her thighs. At the same time she was dribbling profusely through her bitted mouth. It was falling from her chin onto her breasts. The tongue plate of the bit was driving her mad. She couldn’t stop herself from fighting it, even though it was pointless.

Despite the pain in her thighs, Ruby could feel her first ponygirl orgasm starting to build. She needed it desperately. Her mitted hands fought uselessly against the sleeve binding them. She wanted more physical stimulation, it was so frustrating! It was coming, she would get there.

The buzzer sounded on the carousel and within moments it stopped turning.

Noooo! Please no!

Two-minute break, Tosh had said. Ruby was breathless, gasping for air. She considered prancing on the spot to get her cum, but that was insane! Her legs felt like lead already, her hooves felt like concrete boots. If she didn’t use the enforced break to recover, she would never get through another ten-minute session. More than anything, she didn’t want the whip again.

She stood still, still feeling cold when the wind blew. She couldn’t stop a small movement of her hips, anxious to keep some stimulation from the plugs buried inside her. She was so controlled. So powerless.

Her breathing was almost back to normal when the buzzer sounded once more. Ruby was ready this time, high-stepping as soon as the carousel started to move and pulled her forward.

She was soon building to a climax again. But she also realized that a two-minute stop wasn’t enough for her quads to fully recover. They were aching anew by her second circuit. Her fear of the whip and her mushrooming lust fought each other and she could do nothing but prance on.

This time, as her orgasm started to build, she knew she would get a cum before the next break. She found renewed vigour. A wave of exhilaration spurred her on. Finally, the excruciating slow progress reached its zenith. The surge of euphoria seized her, filling her consciousness, as the orgasm hit. Fighting her restraints like crazy, she squealed and writhed.

But her frantic efforts to keep high-stepping failed. Her legs at one point gave way and for a few moments she was hanging suspended by the chain to the carousel arm, before she managed to get her feet back underneath her.

It was too late. While still in the throes of her cum, she dimly heard the spinning sound of the whip winding itself up, then the buzz as it cut through the air behind her. Then agony. Ruby shrieked and gurgled, fighting the bit and its horrid tongue plate.

Again the spin, the hum, the crack as the whip bit into her posterior. Eyes wide and full of tears, she lifted her thighs as high as possible with each prance. Spin, hum, crack, pain. Sobbing, Ruby continued her circuit, bottom burning like it had been set alight, her cum fading away quickly.

For a while she felt empty. She had been preoccupied with cumming since she had woken up this morning and her pent-up arousal had been the centre of her thoughts. Now that was gone, there was just discomfort and pain and the relentless pull of the carousel. She needed the buzz of that lust back. She struggled on, getting through to the next rest period without another encounter with the whip. Her thighs were not used to this kind of movement and the ache was excruciating. She gulped in has much air as she could.

She also managed to get through the third ten-minute cycle unscathed – just. Her quads now burned interminably, each step a monumental effort. Despite this, she was starting to get aroused again.

But she was destined for failure in the final period. Ruby just didn’t have the physical fitness to continue getting her legs up that high. Again and again the whip struck, it would spur her on for half a circuit, but then she would falter once again. When the carousel finally stopped for the last time she was weeping, thighs and backside searing in atrocious pain and in raging sexual need again, as well.

Ruby was left to stand there for a long time before Tosh reappeared. Her breathing returned to normal. She shivered, covered in goose-bumps once more, buffeted by the wind, totally helpless. Her vision was so restricted she didn’t see the groom coming, either. Suddenly there was raging pain as the crop smacked into her thigh. She squealed.

“What did I tell you about the standing position!” Tosh grumbled impatiently.

Ruby pulled her legs together and thrust her chest out.


7: LCD Screens and Promises

Day 2: Tuesday Evening

Released from the chair just after half past ten, by quarter past eleven Kara found herself on her knees at the bottom of Tosh’s bed, leaning backwards, head resting on the mattress and with Tosh sitting on her face. Once again her lips were pressed firmly against labia and her tongue was deep inside a hot wet vulva.

To her surprise, Tosh had a full bush of hair on her mound. That meant that the groom hadn’t been one of those who had used her in the chair. Tosh was a lot more energetic and forceful than Kara’s earlier experiences. She was literally riding Kara’s face, using her nose as a stimulatory device, engulfing both nose and mouth in not just her pussy, but between the groom’s bum cheeks as well, constantly moving and grinding. Kara had to grab a breath where she could.

She tried her best with her tired jaw and aching, sore tongue, but - as with last night - she was physically and mentally shattered and just wanted to rest. Angelina hadn’t lied when she had warned Kara that this was going to be an intense experience.

She focused on Tosh’s clit, which seemed inordinately fat, rolling it back and forth with her tongue whenever she had enough control to be that specific. Tosh was very much in control, moving around as she desired. She bellowed as she came, bouncing up and down on Kara’s face, burying Kara’s nose right inside her vagina. Kara was swamped with pussy juice once more, overwhelming her senses.

Eventually Tosh fell back onto the bed, her thighs wrapping Kara’s head. Kara gulped desperately for air, trying to blow the fluid out of her nose, pulling desperately and futilely against the cuffs that bound her hands behind her back.

Tosh lay still for quite a while, breathing heavily. Kara didn’t dare move, staring up at the ceiling of Tosh’s quarters, feeling the liberal coating of vaginal fluid drying on her face once more.

The quarters were joined directly to the stable block, across the courtyard from the house. Kara had been sent here for the night. She had cleaned up her face, touched up her make-up, completely replaced her lipstick and gloss. Now it was all a mess again. She had got the chance for a light snack and a glass of mineral water, but all she could taste and smell was pussy juice once again.

Angelina had given her a big hug and said that she had done well in the chair, but there had been a complaint about her reluctance to perform Anilingus.

“Obedience is not optional, Kara. Did I not clearly state that you were to service anything put to your mouth?”

“Yes, My Lady. I’m sorry, My Lady.”

Kara had been given another hundred lines to write, to be handed in on Thursday night.

It is a privilege to worship a lady’s sphincter with my tongue.

Tosh wasn’t one to beat around the bush.

“I like to be in charge, I’ll be rough with yer. Yer can say no if yer want?” She had a strong northern accent.

“I’m at your disposal, Ms Macintosh.”

Tosh had been very pleased with that answer. She had got out a pair of leather cuffs joined together by a short chain. She ordered Kara to put her hands behind her back. The cuffs were broad – maybe four inches long – which meant they really pulled Kara’s arms back when they were fitted to her, thrusting her chest forward. They were uncomfortable to wear, nevertheless Kara felt her arousal surge once more as she realized how helpless they made her.

Tosh ordered Kara to her knees on the floor at the bottom of her bed, facing away from the bed. Then she undressed in front of Kara.

“Right sexy yer are in that uniform!”

She might be small and stocky, but there was plenty of muscle on Tosh; she looked like a mini wrestler.

“I’ve been looking forward to this night ever since yer came back. I really didn’t think yer would. Thought yer’d run a mile. Kudos to yer! Yer got some guts!”

Kara hadn’t been expecting that.

“And yer right pretty!”

Tosh grinned at Kara. She had a lopsided smile. With her buzz cut hair – except for a small quiff at the front – and no make-up, she really did look like a teenage boy. But a closer look, especially around the eyes, showed that she was older, maybe late thirties. Those eyes were dark and intimidating and she had hard features that gave the impression she was perpetually spoiling for a fight, or at the very least she was not to be messed with.

She had small, pointy breasts and as well as her mound, her legs were also au naturel, covered in dark hair. She vaulted on to the bed.

“The queening chair ain’t gonna give yer the real thing. Let me show yer! Put yer head back on the bed.”

Kara obeyed. She watched Tosh’s hairy buttocks come rushing towards her face, then everything went dark. Yes, Tosh had definitely shown Kara what a real queening was.

“I needed that! Yer made me that horny!”

Tosh disentangled herself from Kara and got back on her feet. Kara struggled to get upright again; her back was killing her in that position. She was horny again herself – and she had already cum three times tonight! She was becoming insatiable, addicted to this world and her place in it.

“Stay on yer knees.” Tosh warned without actually looking at Kara.

She began picking up her discarded clothes and putting them away, opening cupboards and drawers.

Tosh’s quarters were not very spacious, but smartly appointed. Except for the bathroom, it was one open space. A double bed, a sofa, a large TV. In one corner was a kitchenette with a sink, microwave and fridge, a breakfast bar with a couple of stools. There was a door that led directly through to the stalls in the stable. On the wall beside it, six LCD screens had the ability to show each individual stall that housed a pony. Only two of them were on, from which Kara guessed there were only two ponies stabled at the moment.

Sapphire caught the eye immediately, her vivid blue mane loose and draped around her. She lay on a mat that was on top of a pile of straw, a blanket covering her body, close against the back wall of the stall. A chain snaked from underneath the blanket to a ring fixed to the wall three feet above the floor. She lay still. A second screen showed a similar picture of Diamond, only her mane of white hair hid her head completely.

Tosh saw Kara looking at the ponies.

“There’s a spare stall for you?”

Kara glanced shyly at Tosh.

“Seriously, yer should give it a try one day while yer here. It might be just yer thing!”

Kara shivered at the idea and didn’t like the way her pussy pulsed and warmed at the thought.

“I don’t think it would be for me, Ms Macintosh.”

“You never know ‘till yer try it!”

Tosh put on her bedside lamp and then padded in her bare feet to a bank of switches under the screens.

“Time for lights out!”

Her hand ran along the panel clicking each switch, the screens went dark, then the main light above the sofa went out, throwing the room into semi-darkness and casting shadows all around. After a few moments, the two active screens flickered and a picture came back.

“Automatically switch to night vision when the lights go out.”

Kara could just make out the shape of Sapphire’s head in the now eerie otherworldly picture.

Tosh opened another drawer and when she turned around she was holding the harness of a double dildo. She climbed into it, pushing the smaller dildo into herself. The outer phallus was significantly larger – did they make them in small or medium sizes? It waved around as Tosh moved, pointing straight out from her crotch with a slight upward curve. It was extremely lifelike, the glans red, the shaft flesh coloured and two very realistic balls hanging heavily underneath it.

Kara also noticed that Tosh had some kind of implement in her hand. It looked like a stiff bookmark, only a few inches longer. She shuddered.

Moving right in front of Kara, Tosh stood with the dildo directly in front of Kara’s mouth.

“Any good at cocksucking?”

“I’ll try my best, Ms Macintosh.”

“Can you deep throat?”

“I’ve never tried!”

“So you really are as prissy as you look!” That lopsided grin again.

Kara opened her mouth and took the glans inside. Whatever plastic or silicone it was made from didn’t taste nice.

“Look me in the eye!”

Kara looked up into the hard brown eyes staring at her and a frisson of excitement and fear washed through her.

“You’re worshiping me cock. Show me the right respect!”

She wished she had use of her hands, pulling pointlessly at her bound arms once more. Holding Tosh’s gaze, Kara pursed her lips around the shaft and took it as far into her mouth as she could. She ran her tongue over the glans as if it was real, curling it around the base of the head, pushing into the groove. She moved her head back and forth, mouth-fucking the dildo.

“Good girl!”

Tosh stroked the back of Kara’s head.

“That’s the right attitude.”

Tosh then took a firmer hold, her fingers grabbing Kara’s hair.

“I’m gonna push right to the back of yer throat. Try to relax yer gag reflex and keep swallowing.”

Kara couldn’t help retching as the dildo went deep. Tosh pulled back and went again, then again.

“Keep trying, yer just need the practice.”

Another few attempts and then the dildo went down, only for a few seconds. Kara panicked at the sensation, at not being able to breathe. Instinctively she tried to pull her head back but Tosh’s hand in her hair kept her in place. Then Tosh stepped back, leaving only the head in Kara’s mouth. Kara had a coughing fit and Tosh withdrew the phallus completely.

“Good girl! That was great for a first time! I want you to practice on your own, a few minutes a day, understand?”

“Yes, Ms Macintosh.”

“OK, on yer feet!”

Tosh lifted Kara up effortlessly, even though in her five-inch heels Kara towered over the groom in her bare feet. The groom ran her hands over Kara’s body, feeling her corseted waist, pressing her palms against Kara’s breasts and manipulating them, eventually finishing cupping a buttock in each hand. Kara was aching with need.

“Yer gorgeous! Don’t be afraid of yer sexuality, embrace it. It’s who yer are! The real you!”

Tosh’s faux erection was pressing into Kara’s thigh.

“Turn around, I want to see yer bum!”

Kara obeyed.

“Kneel on the bed.”

Without any assistance from Tosh this time, Kara made an ungainly sight trying to climb on the bed with her arms bound behind her.

“Head down, arse up!”

Kara put her head to the mattress and pulled her knees underneath her, feeling acutely vulnerable.

Tosh pushed her skirt up, draping it onto her back.

“Curve yer back as much as you can, thrust yer bum out!”

Kara felt Tosh’s rough fingers on her bare bottom and thighs, playing across the welts that the groom herself had put there. She couldn’t help but flinch at the callous touches, she was still so tender even more than twenty-four hours after the event.

“You deserved these!”

“I did, Ms Macintosh. Thank you for the valuable lesson.”

“Yer welcome! But now it’s done, the debt is paid. I don’t hold a grudge. We’re right now, OK?”

“Yes, Ms Macintosh. Thank you.”

“Yer arse looks beautiful marked-up! It was a pleasure laying them on. And I’m looking forward to the next dose you get when you step out of line again. I’ll be watching you!”

Kara shuddered.

“Thank you for the attention, Ms Macintosh. I welcome every opportunity to learn and improve.”

Tosh stroked Kara’s backside.

“Good girl, well said.”

The hand moved between Kara’s legs and pressed against the thin triangle of leather that covered her mound. Fingers rubbed her labia and Kara sighed and squirmed at the delightful touch.

“You’re a slut, clear as day! I don’t want to see yer hiding under false modesty and denial. It’s what you are, own it and be proud of it!”

“Yes, Ms Macintosh.”

Tosh tugged on the strings of the thong, pulling it down. The leather panel was stuck to Kara’s mound and had to be peeled away, much to her embarrassment. Tosh took them off completely.

“Glad yer ready for me. No need for lube?”

“No, Ms Macintosh.”

The fingers returned to Kara’s bare labia, stroking again, before slipping inside. Tosh was very skilled in using them and soon had Kara gasping and squeaking, her hips rotating helplessly. The three previous orgasms this evening had taken their toll and she was tender, the touches ached, but nothing could seemingly stop her unquenchable need for more.

“Yer ask my permission before yer cum, clear?”

“Yes… Ms… Macintosh!”

“Maybe this will cool yer down some!”

Snap!

Kara heard the noise a couple of seconds before she felt the pain. The implement that Tosh had been holding – some kind of mini strap – had struck the outside of her thigh on the bare skin above her stocking tops. It stung, but after her experience last night it was small change.

“Push yer knees further apart… More.”

With the strap in between Kara’s thighs, Tosh moved her hand back and forth rapidly, the leather smacking into the inner thighs of both legs alternately. What started out as mild stinging gradually escalated, burning more and more with every strike. Kara squirmed and gasped, tugging again at her bound arms. Meanwhile, Tosh’s fingers continued to play inside Kara’s pussy, teasing her clit.

Now the stinging was really painful, but Kara was so aroused. She tried to grind her clit on Tosh’s finger, but the groom remained in control, teasing her. Then the finger pressed hard on the nub, oscillating. Kara could feel the start of her orgasm coming on.

“Please may I cum, Ms Macintosh!” She yelled.

“Promise me you’ll have a go at being a pony!”

Kara cried out in anguish. She couldn’t stop Tosh’s finger, she couldn’t stop her cum.

“I promise…Ms Macintosh.”

“what do yer promise?”

“I promise to be a ponygirl for you!”

“Good girl! Yer can cum.”

The fourth orgasm of the night crashed through Kara. She thrashed about, burrowing her head into the mattress, her hips writhed. Still Tosh continued with the strap on her inner thighs. Somehow the pain exacerbated the pleasure.

For a few moments, Kara lost awareness. When she got it back both of Tosh’s hands were gone, the pain and the pleasure had both stopped. Kara gasped for breath. She could feel her vaginal fluid sliding down her thigh. Both her thighs burned, but she couldn’t decide if it was pleasant or uncomfortable.

I’m a total, insatiable, fucking slut!

Tosh grabbed Kara’s thighs and pulled her down the bed so that her calves and feet were hanging over the edge. Kara felt the tip of the dildo prodding at her labia. Tosh’s fingers parted the lips and pushed the phallus in. She took it easy. Kara groaned as the full width of the oversized dong stretched her open, first at the discomfort, then at the amazing sensations it created.

Deeper and deeper it penetrated her, until Tosh’s hips were pressed against her bottom. Kara rotated her hips, sighing at the sensations as the dildo moved inside her.

Snap!

The mini strap struck the outside of Kara’s thigh – the other one this time. Then again. Then twice more. Tosh slowly withdrew until only the head of the dildo was left inside Kara. She grabbed Kara’s corseted waist and began to fuck her, gently and slowly at first, but gradually the pace and the length of the strokes increased. Kara loved it. She had been expecting the groom to be brutal and only concerned with her own pleasure, but Kara had seriously misjudged Tosh.

Kara pushed back against each thrust, wriggling her hips, enjoying the wonderful sensations without the desperate need to orgasm again. Tosh became increasingly animated as she started to fuck with more urgency. Every so often, she struck Kara’s thigh with the strap, once or twice across the top of her buttocks. Then the groom had both hands fully on Kara’s hips, pulling her hard on to the dildo as she drove it as deep as she could.

Tosh was moaning and panting now, her actions getting frenzied, her hips slapping against Kara’s buttocks. But she had strength and stamina and kept up the fucking for a long time before she bellowed as she came. She flopped on top of Kara, imbedded to the hilt. Both of them energetically grinding their crotches against each other.

Tosh stroked Kara’s hair again.

“Good girl!”




Bizarrely, Tosh climbed into the bed and switched the light out, while pulling Kara up to snuggle against her, but remaining outside of the bed, still with her arms bound behind her, still fully dressed in her school uniform. The groom draped her arm over Kara, her hand splayed across Kara’s buttock possessively.

Kara was physically and emotionally drained and had no problem dropping off, though she slept fitfully.

Sometime in the early morning, as the sun was coming up, Kara was awoken by Tosh manhandling her, lifting Kara’s leg and entwining her own in between – effectively scissoring Kara.  Both vulvas were pressed against each other. Tosh pressed her breasts against Kara’s, holding her close, and began to grind, stretching Kara’s labia, moving them about. She managed to get her mound right inside Kara’s pussy, manipulating the sensitive inner flesh and causing Kara to squirm with pleasure.

Kara groaned and Tosh kissed her. A forceful, hungry kiss, dominant. It felt like a man’s kiss. Then Tosh pulled Kara’s head down to her breast, pressing Kara’s mouth to her nipple. Kara loved the way Tosh handled her so assertively; it made her feel very feminine and submissive.

Tosh slowly increased the intensity of the grinding. Occasionally, her fingers would flit down between the two mounds and press on Kara’s clit, making Kara gasp. Soon, Kara was humping back and they both became more frenetic as their excitement grew. Their bodies writhed together, but Tosh was so strong Kara felt like a doll in her arms (the groom was always in control and so skilled.) She brought Kara to a quick, low-key orgasm before cumming herself.

Kara gave a sigh of satisfaction and quickly dosed off again, still entwined with Tosh and with her head still resting on the groom’s muscular chest.


8: Raindrops and Sugar Lumps

Day 5: Friday Afternoon

Kara had assumed having a go at being a ponygirl would involve a couple of hours tacked up with a short trip pulling a cart. How stunningly naïve that thought turned out to be. Now she was ponygirl Ruby and she had no idea when that was going to end.

She had a stall in the stables with her name on it!

There were six stalls in all. Kara remembered them well. This is where she was discovered when she had trespassed on to the farm. Where Tosh had knocked her down and bound her. Hard to believe that was less than four weeks ago.

Each stall was four feet wide and seven feet deep, separated by six feet high wooden partitions. The back wall was brick, painted white and festooned with rings, runners and other fixing points. The back third of the floor was covered in a thick layer of straw with a thin, plastic covered mat lying on top. In one corner was a hole to pee into.

On the wall opposite the stalls were two long troughs where the ponies were fed and watered. The lower one, just a few inches above the floor, was one continuous flume and filled with water. The upper one, maybe two feet above the floor, was partitioned into sections that matched the stalls, and contained the food when it was dished out.

The ponygirl Ruby had her lunch at the troughs, kneeling alongside the three other ponies. Tosh had removed her bit, otherwise she was still in her full tack. Trying to eat without the use of her hands or being able to move her head at all proved immensely frustrating. All the movement had to be from the hip, moving her legs about so she could get her mouth at the correct angle. The food was dry, a mixture of raw oats and vegetables (chopped into tiny pieces.) It was very bland.

Each pony was given her allocation of the meal and had to lick the trough clean, quite literally, though they could drink as much water as they wanted. Ruby made a huge mess and finished long after the others. She had to use her tongue to do most of the work. It took an age to drink that way. Then she had to suffer the indignity of having her face wiped clean like she was a baby. Tosh immediately replaced the hated bit.

In her stall, her reins were tied to a ring low on the back wall with plenty of slack.

“You’re pulling a cart later, best get some rest.”

Ruby sunk down onto the mat in instalments, not having a clue how she would get up again. Given her very tender bottom, she found lying on her side facing the wall the most comfortable position, it kept the reins slack.

Incredibly, given the discomfort she was in, Ruby managed to doze off. She was awoken by the sound of her stall door being unlatched. The door was about four feet high and there was a gap of about a foot between the bottom and the floor, so it provided only modest privacy – though the camera in each stall made even that irrelevant.

Ruby squirmed like a hooked worm, eventually able to get on to her knees and turn around. Angelina stood over her, swathed in waterproofs that gleamed in wet black, dripping water onto the floor. She still looked stunning – that was the kind of woman she was, her glamour was effortless.

“Lazy bones! Let’s have a look at you!”

Angelina untied Ruby’s reins and grabbed them close to the bit as Tosh had done earlier. It was a very effective way of controlling a bitted pony, Ruby was realizing. Instant pain unless the pony responded lightening quick. Angelina pulled Ruby up, the pony’s clamped nipples taking most of the strain. Ruby shrieked, struggling to get her feet under her.

“Shh! Or I’ll really give you something to scream about!”

Ruby’s horseshoes clacked onto the concrete floor as she was pulled off the straw. She endeavoured to get into the correct standing position.

“Good girl.”

Angelina stepped back, still holding the reins close to Ruby’s chin. Despite the towering height of the pony boots, Ruby still wasn’t taller than Angelina. The woman simply oozed power.

“I’m so pleased you decided to try the pony lifestyle! I’m so impressed with your attitude, throwing yourself into everything so enthusiastically, ready to experience all that our world has to offer! You make a beautiful ponygirl, Ruby!”

Angelina’s spare hand began to explore Ruby’s tightly bound body.

“Simply lovely! I can’t help thinking we’ve found the perfect role for you.”

Fingers pushed between the straps binding Ruby’s breasts, squeezing and caressing the plump flesh. They brushed across her nipples, then moved down across the ponygirl’s belly and on to the crotch strap.

“I see you’ve been enjoying yourself! Thighs are stained with your own juice!”

Ruby’s face burnt with embarrassment at the undeniable evidence.

“Did you cum? Stamp once for yes and twice for no.”

A single clomp from Ruby’s hoof.

“Insatiable! This is wonderful! What potential!”

Angelina pressed hard on the strap right over Ruby’s vulva, squashing her labia, pushing the dildo deeper. Ruby gurgled in delight behind her bit.

The hand moved behind, stroking welted buttocks. Ruby couldn’t help but flinch.

“Good pony! Good filly! You really look the part! Come on, you’re going to take me for a ride!”

Ruby was led out of her stall, Angelina keeping the tension in the reins, hurting her nipples. The ponygirl pranced behind her mistress, who moved at a much faster pace than Tosh had.

The weather hadn’t changed. There was a lightweight sulky standing outside the stable door and Angelina quickly had Ruby between the shafts. Short traces connected the shafts to her belt. The drizzle was relentless. It looked like tiny drops of rain, but it came so hard and fast that Ruby was soaked in no time and shivering with the cold before Angelina had mounted the sulky.

The reins slapped Ruby’s shoulders.

“Walk on!”

Ruby leaned forward as she took her first high-step, surprised how easy the cart was to pull. She was facing down the gentle slope of the courtyard with the farmhouse directly in front of her. As they reached the end of the stable block, the left rein was pulled hard. The bit pushed uncomfortably against the left side of Ruby’s mouth and immediately translated to her nipple, tugging it upwards painfully. The pony turned hard left, moving along the side of the stable block.

They were travelling into the rain now and a heavy gust of wind threw the water into Ruby’s face. She was so cold and had no way to clear her eyes of the rainwater. She struggled to see clearly, instinctively hesitating. Instantly Angelina flicked the whip across Ruby’s bottom, causing her to jump and cry out, prance forward energetically.

It stung horribly, but in reality had not been a hard stroke compared to those dealt out automatically by the carousel. In ponygirl terms, it was nothing more than a gentle nudge.

Angelina steered Ruby into the paddock where Kara had driven her first pony – Sapphire – around the oval track (very badly as it happened.) Now it was Kara who was the pony, fully experiencing the helplessness and discomfort of that role. The reins slapped her shoulders once more.

“Trot!”

Ponygirl Ruby immediately started to jog, not wanting to give any excuse for the whip to be used again. The paddock was grass, though a bare strip had been worn around the white guideline that marked the track, but it was very well drained and not muddy. Trotting made the dildo and butt plug move inside her in a different way. It was highly pleasurable and Ruby’s arousal increased dramatically.

It also caused her breasts to bounce – despite the straps binding them. This in turn tweaked her nipples with every footfall, both hurting and stimulating at the same time. It was fiendish – mixing pleasure and pain.

They did a full circuit of the track – two hundred metres – at that pace. Angelina whipped Ruby hard once, the leather biting into the bottom of her buttocks over the cane marks from Monday night, producing a strangled cry from the pony and burning like hellfire.

“You don’t follow the line, you follow my instructions!”

Ruby could have kicked herself. She should have remembered that. It was not her place to follow the line, only to react to the reins and the whip. To prove her point, Angelina steered Ruby across the mark a couple of times, alternately running inside and outside the line.

Knowing how fit the ponies were and how long they could run for, Ruby was worried. She didn’t have that stamina. She was already puffing after one lap at a jog.

As they entered the back straight for the second time, the reins slapped her shoulders once more.

“Canter!”

Ruby broke into a full-blown run. Her eyes bulged at the sensations coming from her groin, it was amazing. She wanted to cum again but she wasn’t that sensitive after the earlier orgasm. As they reached the bend Angelina tested her, running her away from the line, continuing straight on. As they hurtled towards the fence Ruby’s eyes grew wide with fear, but she had to trust and obey Angelina.

Then the sharp pull on both reins, the bit digging into her mouth, nipples twisted and pulled upwards. Ruby’s face creased into a rictus of pain. She brought herself to a steady stop but didn’t correctly judge the force of the cart and driver behind her, which pushed her on for four more steps. She finally came to a halt about five feet from the fence.

The ponygirl was panting from exertion, lust and adrenalin, saliva running down her chin. She felt the upward pull of the shafts on her hips lessen as Angelina climbed out of the sulky. Just in time Ruby remembered to draw her feet together, thrust her chest out and stare into the distance.

“Good girl! Good pony! You did very well.”

Angelina’s gloved hand gripped either side of Ruby’s mouth and squeezed, forcing it further open. With her other hand she pushed something into Ruby’s mouth. It was a sugar lump. Ruby couldn’t move her tongue, she could do nothing with it but wait for it to dissolve.

There was a hood pulled over Angelina’s head, drawn tight, but it had a big overhang, setting her face deep and protecting it from most of the rain. The hood glistened, raindrops dripping steadily off the rim. Ruby met Angelina’s eyes and was surprised to see their violet depths sparkling with excitement. Having Ruby as a pony was a thrill for the dominatrix. Angelina was always so controlled and calm it was easy to forget she was getting off on this, too.

“I’m so pleased with you, Ruby! You’re a delight!”

Gloved fingers stroked Ruby’s cheek, then both hands cupped her breasts and manipulated them. Ruby groaned in pleasure. At the same time the sugar cube disintegrated and her mouth filled with sweetness, for a few seconds cancelling out the horrid taste of the tongue plate. Angelina pressed and rubbed the crotch strap, causing Ruby to gurgle in delight.

“Now you are going to run your heart out for me!”

Angelina was gone. Ruby braced herself as her mistress climbed back into the sulky.

A sharp, painful tug to her left nipple and Ruby obeyed the command. Soon she was trotting around the circuit once more, overpowered with sexual need.




Day 5: Friday Evening

It was an extremely bedraggled Ruby that was handed back to Tosh sometime later. Her own hair, the hairpiece ponytail and the real ponytail were all saturated, heavy with water, whipping Ruby’s back and legs as they were thrown violently about with the pony’s movements.

Angelina had worked her hard, pushed her to her limit, liberally using the whip towards the end to push Ruby further than she thought she could go. The marks littering her bottom hurt with every step she took.

Despite all the pain and discomfort, the cold and the rain, Ruby was raging with lust. She had been unable to replicate the cum she had achieved in the morning. The psychological effect of her bound, dehumanized body, together with the physical sensations from the plugs inside her had kept her libido on fire but without giving her any ultimate satisfaction. She was desperate and needy as well as physically exhausted.

Tosh teased her, rubbing the crotch strap, pushing the dildo deeper inside her, but then tied her reins to a ring on the wall in the tack room with her nipples brushing the bricks and left her there for a considerable time. Ruby was beginning to realize that ponies spent a lot of time hanging around doing nothing, but always tied to something and helpless, often on very tired legs.

Ruby didn’t know if she was relieved or disappointed when she wasn’t released that evening. She hadn’t considered that they would keep her as a ponygirl overnight. Part of her just wanted to crawl into a soft warm bed and sleep – after being given a fantastic orgasm, of course. But it had been a thrilling day and part of her didn’t want it to end.

It had been a genuine transformative experience, profound in realizing and understanding her submissive desires and potential. But she was scared how quickly she had accepted the Ruby persona – not even a persona, it was the removal of the person, becoming an animal. A beast permanently on heat, only concerned with obedience and sexual gratification. There was a wonderful simplicity to it.

Just before the stalls there was a tiled alcove with taps in the wall and drainage grids in the floor. With four ponies to see to, Tosh had a big job on her hands, removing the tack from each, washing them down and putting them in their stalls. Ruby was second, after Belle.

Tosh removed all the tack except the mitts on Ruby’s hands and the pony boots. Being out of the tack was a strange feeling. How quickly she had become accustomed to it. Having her neck and arms free was wonderful, but the absence of the plugs front and back left her feeling strangely empty. The lack of sexual stimulation with every step was quickly missed.

After the washdown, a head-halter was strapped on Ruby. It wasn’t quite as elaborate or claustrophobic as the bridle, but still wrapped her head in a web of leather, another reminder of her dehumanized state.

A two-inch wide collar buckled around her neck, from which three straps were attached which connected to a band fastened around her forehead. One ran up the back of her head, the other two from the side ran diagonally across her cheeks to meet the forehead band above her nose. Two loose straps hung from the diagonal straps, one under her chin which only drew tight if she opened her mouth fully, the other was much longer, brushing the top of her breasts. Both were handles that allowed her to be close-controlled or led about more casually, as required.

Finally, the clamps were removed from her nipples. Ruby knew this would be painful, but even she underestimated how much they would hurt after so many hours in their little vices. It brought tears to her eyes. She doubled over with the pain, surprised that Tosh allowed her this little freedom.

“It pays to get yer nips pierced! Short-term pain for long term gain!”

Tosh rubbed some cream into Ruby’s marked-up buttocks. It stung like crazy and cause her to writhe.

“It’ll help yer heal quicker.” Was all Tosh said.

Once again, all four ponies were lined up at the troughs for the evening meal. As far as Ruby could tell, it was identical food to that they had received for lunch. It was unappetizing, but she was really hungry and scoffed it all down. It was considerably easier to eat without the brutal collar in place and her arms free (though their mitted hands had to be kept on the floor) but Ruby’s lower face was still a real mess afterwards.

Later in the evening, Ruby was surprised to be taken into Belle’s stall. Tosh had buckled two straps around the top of Ruby’s thighs. Ruby heard the click of padlocks fixing them in place. As she looked at Belle, she could see the other ponygirl was dressed identically to her – halter, mitts, pony boots and the straps around her thighs.

The brunette was lying on the mat at an odd angle, the handle of her halter fixed to a ring low on the back wall that prevented her from moving more than about three foot from where she lay. Her pony boot encased legs stretched across the bare concrete floor.

Belle’s large eyes were fixed on Ruby, burning with desire. She was pretty, with a heart-shaped face. Ruby’s excitement and hope rose in anticipation of what could be about to happen.

Ruby was pulled down onto her knees, then onto her side, lying alongside Belle, but her head was level with Belle’s crotch and Ruby’s own crotch was level with Belle’s face.

Tosh had short chains in her hand – only a few links each – not much more than two inches in length. She connected two to the straps around Ruby’s thighs. Then pulled Belle’s face right into Ruby’s crotch and connect the free ends to the halter straps under Belle’s cheeks, effectively locking Belle’s face against Ruby’s mound. Ruby felt the ponygirl’s breath on her labia.

The groom did the same thing to Ruby, locking her halter to the bands around Belle’s thighs. Ruby’s lips were an inch from Belle’s vulva. The pony had a very prominent camel toe, her labia thin and closed tight, but that hadn’t stopped the sexual excitement from leaking out onto her thighs and Ruby’s nose inhaled the strong odour of Belle’s arousal.

“You’ve been good fillies. You can enjoy yourselves as much as you like tonight.”

Tosh draped a blanket across the ponies torsos, leaving their heads and crotches exposed. Ruby heard the door latch click shut.

Belle’s tongue immediately inserted itself into Ruby’s pussy, dragging up its entire length. Ruby groaned. She pressed her lips to the labia right in front of her. That didn’t seem to be enough for Belle, her thighs closed around Ruby’s skull, pushing Ruby’s mouth into her pussy. Ruby recognized the heat and wetness of a desperately aroused pony and knew exactly how Belle felt.

Belle’s arms wrapped around Ruby and before the new ponygirl knew what was happening she was on her back with the other pony on top of her. Belle ground her pussy on Ruby’s mouth, at the same time her teeth nipped Ruby’s labia, clearly making a statement that she was in charge.

Ruby yelped at each nip, made a feeble attempt to fight back. Belle tightened her thighs around Ruby’s skull and held her down, biting again until she acquiesced. Ruby worked her tongue earnestly to try to appease the dominant pony. It was hot and stifling trapped in the vice of Belle’s fleshy grip.

Finally, Belle started to reciprocate, her tongue probing forcefully inside Ruby’s pussy. Both ponies were squealing at the sensations, hips squirming and spasming as the hours of unfulfilled lust and desperate desire finally received the attention they had craved for so long.

It was difficult to tell who needed a cum more, but Belle had the control. She was taller and stronger than Ruby. Ruby didn’t even consider that she had her face buried in yet another stranger’s pussy. It was raw lust, their coupling animalistic and frenzied, bestial. Being ponies, they could indulge this need without constraint. A strange kind of freedom.

Belle came first, her position on top giving her the ability to grind harder, to use Ruby’s nose as well as her mouth. She thrashed about, pummelling Ruby who was crushed underneath the animated body. The forceful control had Ruby cumming twenty seconds later. They were like two fish in the bottom of a bucket, jerking and twitching.

Then they were both still, except for heaving chests. Ruby tried to clear her nose and mouth of Belle’s pussy juice. She was relieved when Belle unclasped her thighs from her battered head. Belle’s mitted hands began to caress Ruby’s body.

After a while, Belle shifted herself to get more comfortable, but she didn’t get off Ruby and Ruby had no choice but to lay with Belle’s wet labia pressed against her mouth, drinking down the ponygirl’s sexual scent with every breath.

Eventually, Ruby dozed off. She was awoken when Belle decided she wanted to go again, her thighs once more wrapping Ruby’s head, grinding her vulva onto Ruby’s mouth. Ruby didn’t know how long it had been, the lights were still on in the stalls. But Belle was very skilled with her mouth and it didn’t take much to get Ruby ready for more.

It was to be a long night. Ruby couldn’t move her mouth much more than an inch away from Belle’s pussy. When she slept, her head rested in the crook between Belle’s thigh and mound. Her face was covered in the ponygirl’s pussy juice and she couldn’t even fit a mitt in to wipe it away. She felt it dry to a crust, tightening her skin.

When Belle was ready to go for a third time, the lights were out, which was even more disorienting. Any time Belle moved it would wake Ruby. But stuck underneath the ponygirl, Ruby could only really move her arms and legs. But she was exhausted, so no matter how fitfully, she did sleep.


9: Strappadoes and Sphincters

Day 3: Wednesday Evening

Kara had been placed in a fiendish dilemma. Her arms were bound behind her in a mono-glove, shoulders pulled painfully back. The glove covered her arms right to her shoulders, where straps around her chest ensured there was no possibility of her wriggling out of it. Her hands were enclosed in a mitt at the end of the glove and on the end of the mitt was a ring. A chain from the ceiling was locked onto the ring and drawn taught, pulling Kara’s arms away from her body, forcing her to bend forwards.

From a ringbolt in the floor, another chain led upwards where it split into two forks. At the end of each fork was a nipple clamp. These were screwed tightly on to Kara’s nipples. This chain was also taught, pulling the nipples downwards and elongating them.

If Kara bent over as far as her corset allowed, she could take some of the strain off her tortured nipples and shoulders. But it was an impossible position to hold for any length of time. It made her back ache abominably and the corset cut right into her ribs, forcing her to pull up again after a couple of minutes. As soon as she did that, the clamps tugged viciously on her nipples and her shoulders protested as she fought the strappado. She couldn’t hold that position for more than a minute before she had to bend forward again. There were tears in her eyes.

That was only the beginning of her torment. She was wearing a pair of extreme heels where only the tips of her toes touched the ground – her feet literally held in the en pointe ballet style. It was total agony on her toes crushed inside the boots and taking most of her bodyweight. The heels belonged to boots that laced tightly all the way up to her crotch. They were made of a stiff patent leather that gave Kara virtually no bend in the knee at all.

Each of her ankles were cuffed to the end of a three-foot-long spreader bar. The bar itself was also locked to a ringbolt in the floor, preventing Kara from moving her feet at all. She was utterly helpless.

This morning, after Lily had given Kara her enema, she had inserted Kara’s first butt plug. Compared to the large dildo’s they had used on her, it appeared quite small, but it was squat and fat and had hurt going in and had been a source of discomfort all day, though Kara had to admit that something about the way it massaged her anus did give pleasant sensations and she was not able to forget she was wearing it.

She was dressed in a black latex catsuit that left her breasts, crotch and buttocks bare. It zipped up the back to the very top of her neck. Over her head she wore a matching helmet that covered her completely except for cut-outs for her eyes, nostrils and mouth. The rubber around the mouth was reinforced and gripped tightly, forcing her lips out into an exaggerated pout.

She had fantasized so many times about wearing a rubber catsuit, and when she had first got it on it had felt amazing; the way it moved against her skin, the way it shimmered, the noises it made with each movement – like it was alive! She didn’t get much time to enjoy it before things went downhill fast.

She had been helmeted before and at least this time there were eye holes so she could see. For a while, it hadn’t been a problem, but the longer she wore it, the hotter it got. Once she had been placed in the stringent bondage, bent over with the blood rushing to her head, it burned unbearably and was intensely claustrophobic.

The corset was a new one, shorter, that didn’t reach her breasts. Instead it cut into the underside of her ribcage and had been laced just as tight as the original one.

It was Wednesday evening and Kara had been given to Tatyana for the night. Tatyana’s quarters were on the opposite side of the courtyard from the stables and Tosh’s quarters. She had been sent there early, before eight o’clock.

Shortly after her arrival, Kara had discovered that it was Tatyana who had made her eat arse last night, and she was not happy with the reticence that Kara had shown over performing the act. So Kara had been placed into this predicament.

Once in place, Tatyana had inserted a vibrator into Kara’s exposed pussy. Largely phallic shaped, The Russian had fucked Kara with it for a while before pushing it fully into place. It had an appendage, like a forked prong, that squeezed either side of Kara’s clit. It was incredible, Kara was writhing in no time, gasping and squeaking as another orgasm approached.

With impeccable judgement, Tatyana pulled the vibrator out before Kara reached the point of no return. Kara couldn’t believe it. She was desperate, but there was nothing she could do, fastened as she was, to continue any type of stimulation.

“Please, Ms Ivanova!” She had begged.

“Naughty girl’s don’t get the reward. You need to learn this.”

Tatyana had then left her quarters, turning off the light, leaving Kara in darkness, her body racked with multiple conflicting sensations.

That seemed a long time ago to Kara as she struggled to alleviate her suffering as much as possible and miserably failed. The only sounds were her gasps and sobs, the creak of the leather restraining her, the rattle of metal on metal when she moved, together with the snap and squelch of the latex she was wearing.

The evening was gone by the time she heard the click of heels outside the door. Outside lights came on activated by motion detectors, faint light seeped through the cracks in the blinds. Then the door opened and interior lights saturated the room with brightness. Kara was forced to squeeze her eyes tight shut.

Tatyana’s footsteps were very distinctive. Her uniform included a severe hobble skirt that was below knee length with a small circumference hem. This restricted her to very short, unnatural steps, instantly recognizable in stilettos. Kara could hear her moving about the room.

Tatyana’s quarters were significantly bigger than Tosh’s and had the feel of a dungeon about them as much as a place where someone lived. Chains hung from the ceiling in several places, more hung from the walls. There were ringbolts everywhere. Several implements for inflicting corporal punishment were mounted on the wall. The Russian clearly practiced bondage on an epic scale. It was a sinister space. Kara had thought that upon entering, before she had finished up in her current position.

The bare floorboards echoed every sound, especially the rap of Tatyana’s heels. Kara heard her approaching from behind. She also heard the fizz of an implement passing through the air a split second before agony erupted from her bottom. Instinctively, Kara rose up, yanking on her nipples and shoulders as she screeched in surprise and pain.

“How are we doing? Are we sorry, yet?”

Kara was sobbing, unable to move at all to relieve the stinging fire in her buttocks. She didn’t know what had hit her – it was too narrow and whippy to be a cane.

“Yes, Ms Ivanova, very sorry. I humbly beg your forgiveness.”

“Aren’t you sweet! But I think you need to suffer a bit more yet.”

Kara heard the vibrator buzz into life again and a few seconds later it pressed against her labia, sending ripples of pleasure through her. Fuck it felt good. Her arousal surged in response. All the women at the farm were so skilled in giving sexual pleasure, each could play her like a violin.

The vibrator pushed inside for the second time that night. Somehow, Tatyana found Kara’s G-spot instantly. Kara moaned. The device pushed deeper, sliding in and out gently. Then Tatyana pushed it fully in as before, the appendage pinching her clit. Kara gasped, it was heaven, bliss radiated from her pussy as it spasmed uncontrollably.

Kara knew it was going to happen again, but she was powerless. Just as she could feel the first pulses of her orgasm starting to form, Tatyana withdrew the device. Kara cried out in anguish.

“What is it that naughty girls don’t get?” Tatyana’s Russian accent was right beside Kara’s ear.

“They don’t get the reward, Ms Ivanova.”

“That is correct.”

Kara heard Tatyana’s heels tip-tapping away from her.

It was another interminable wait in distress for Kara. The PA took a shower, then uncorked a bottle of wine. Briefly the TV was on for the news headlines. Eventually, the click of heels closed in on Kara once more, this time they were regularly placed steps, not hobbled.

Fizz… Snap!

The switch – or whatever it was – bit into Kara’s bottom again. At least this time she was ready for it. Shit it hurt! Kara whimpered. The tears flowed easily. Then she squealed as the Russian pinched her bottom right on the mark that had just been burnt into her skin.

“An uncomfortable evening, yes?”

“Yes, Ms Ivanova.”

“Are you still too special to eat my Russian arsehole, devushka?”

“No, Ms Ivanova.”

“So you would like to try again?”

“Yes, please, Ms Ivanova.”

Tatyana moved around to stand in front of Kara. Kara could see her legs in front of her. The woman was wearing thigh high boots in glossy black, they fitted like a second skin, showing her shapely calves and ankles. They had stupendously high stilettos made of a shiny metal.

Tatyana cupped Kara’s breasts and squeezed them. This both stretched her hurting nipples even more and felt good at the same time. She gasped.

“Are you sure you don’t need longer to be certain the lesson is learned?”

“Very sure, Ms Ivanova. Please give me the opportunity to prove it!”

“Hmm. For such disrespect, especially from a glupaya suka like you, I would sleep well knowing you would be here until morning.”

Kara took a sharp intake of breath, her eyes growing wide at the thought.

“For me life is very simple. You are either above me, or you are below me. Ms Aella is above me; she can treat me as she pleases. Where do you think your place is, Kara?

“Beneath you, Ms Ivanova.”

“You are most definitely below me, devushka, and I may treat you as I please.”

Tatyana’s hands left Kara’s breasts, sliding over the slick latex, moving up to cup Kara’s rubber helmeted head in her hands. She pulled Kara forward and pressed Kara’s head against her body. Was this what passed for a cuddle with the Russian?

“A new, ignorant blyat will make some elementary mistakes, but that will be your last with me, yes?”

“Yes, Ms Ivanova.”

“And you will show me how sorry you are, yes?”

“Yes, Ms Ivanova.”

“And you will treat me with due respect in future, yes?”

“I will, Ms Ivanova.”

“We shall see but be sure that I will not be so tolerant in the future!”

“I understand, Ms Ivanova.”

“And perhaps you would like to thank me for your valuable lesson, Yes?”

“I am truly grateful to you, Ms Ivanova, for taking the time to educate me. Thank you for the valuable lesson.”

Tatyana stroked Kara’s head, then bent over and kissed the back of it.

“What a delightful devushka! I can see why Ms Aella is so taken with you.”

She reached under Kara again, putting her fingers on the butterfly screws that tightened the nipple clamps.

“When I remove these, it will hurt more than you can possibly imagine. Be a good girl and do not scream the house down!”

Tatyana wasn’t kidding. As the clamps came away from Kara’s nipples the pain was excruciating. Kara pulled desperately and uselessly at her bound arms, wanting to cradle her breasts. Tears flowed freely. The Russian briefly slipped her fingers into Kara’s pussy, manipulating the hot flesh skilfully, rolling an erect clitoris between thumb and forefinger. Kara squirmed helplessly in both pleasure and pain. As before, the PA got Kara worked up and then left her steaming – though she didn’t get close to a cum this time.

“You should think about getting some strong rings in your nipples. It really is less painful to be chained by nipple rings than to be clamped.”

The idea made Kara want to cradle her breasts even more; she shuddered at the thought, though it didn’t lessen her arousal. The Russian cupped Kara’s breasts once more, weighing them in her hands like she was buying grapefruit.

“Have you ever thought about getting these enlarged? They are small. You will feel so much more feminine with large tits!”

“No, Ms Ivanova.”

Kara could safely say the thought had never crossed her mind before.

“If you stay with Ms Aella, you will get them anyway. You must have noticed how large we all are!”

That comment shocked Kara, though it shouldn’t have. It was obvious Angelina had a thing for women with large breasts.

“I hadn’t thought of it either, until I met Ms Aella. It is a condition of our employment that she can modify our bodies to her desires. She will train your waist down and give you big tits, that is the look she likes. It takes some getting used to. I was nearly as small as you, once.”

There it was again. Kara’s mind was horrified, her pussy clenching in arousal.

I know which one keeps winning out!




Within ten minutes, Kara was lying on the bed, still covered head to toe in latex and still wearing the mono-glove, which had trapped her arms uncomfortably under her body. Tatyana was sat on her chest, her vulva pressed hard against Kara’s mouth, her thighs wrapping Kara’s head in a vice like grip. There was an intensity to Tatyana that was scary.

“Worship me! Show your respect!”

As soon as Tatyana’s labia touched her mouth, Kara earnestly kissed the lips, top to bottom, before easing her tongue inside, mouth still pressed reverentially against the pussy. Her tongue explored urgently; she was determined not to give the Russian another reason to punish her.

Tatyana squirmed, grinding herself forcefully onto Kara’s mouth. Kara’s tongue came into contact with the bar that pierced Tatyana’s clit hood, confirming to Kara that this was the woman who had demanded anilingus from her in the chair last night.

Kara felt her nipples taken in fingers, which rubbed and squeezed them. It was pleasant at first, despite their soreness from the clamps. But Tatyana’s touch became increasingly harsh, pinching and twisting the nubs, hurting Kara. Kara tongued the Russian’s pussy frantically, feeling it spasm against her mouth.

Suddenly, Tatyana rose upright on her knees, pulling her vulva clear of Kara’s mouth. Kara could see it was gleaming wet. Her eyes looked up at the Russian towering over her. Tatyana’s breasts were enormous, completely out of proportion to her slim, delicate frame. Except for her thigh boots and a waspie corset, the PA was naked. Her hair was loose, so pale it hung about her like a ghostly veil to halfway down her torso. With her equally pale complexion and grey eyes, she really did look ethereal, like a supernatural being, exotic. And also incredibly erotic, Kara’s pussy pulsed with arousal.

Tatyana’s hand stroked Kara’s rubber covered cheek.

“I think you are in the right place. Ms Aella will be good for you.”

The Russian lowered her head and kissed Kara, even though Kara’s lips were slick with the PA’s fluid. It was a soft and tender kiss, surprising Kara.

“You are very beautiful. You need to take more pride in yourself.” Tatyana said as she broke the kiss.

Her fingers rubbed Kara’s mound, then slipped inside to tease her. Kara squirmed and whined, desperately aroused and wanting to be finished. But the hand pulled away, Tatyana lifted herself up once more, laughing.

“You do not deserve your pleasure. Not tonight. You were a bad girl!”

Kara’s pleading eyes were greeted with a knowing smirk. Then Tatyana spun around, switching her legs either side of Kara, turning her back on the prone woman and lowering her buttocks towards Kara’s face.

“Now you will show me how delighted you are to be able to worship my arsehole, yes?

“It is an honour, Ms Ivanova.”

“Yes, it is!”

Tatyana pulled apart her buttocks as she lowered them onto Kara’s face. She pressed her sphincter directly against Kara’s mouth.

Kara’s tongue eagerly swirled around the bumhole, the revulsion she felt at the act only at the back of her mind now. At the forefront was the prospect of spending the night back in the strappado with her nipples clamped to the floor if she failed to satisfy the sadistic Russian.

Her nose pressed right into the crack between Tatyana’s bum cheeks, Kara could barely get enough air. She puckered her lips and kissed the arsehole, then thrust her tongue into the centre of the sphincter, pushing through to the inside. The taste was disgusting, even after an enema, but Kara didn’t pause, running her tongue around the inside of the rim as enthusiastically as possible.

Tatyana ground her bottom harder onto Kara’s face, forcing the tongue deeper. Kara pushed in as far as she could go, curving her tongue, dragging it across Tatyana’s bowel wall. That really proved productive. Kara felt Tatyana quiver and press harder still on her face.

Kara’s nose was squashed flat now. She worked her tongue frantically inside Tatyana’s anus, her lips pressed right against the sphincter. The Russian began to bounce up and down, which hurt, but at least allowed Kare to grab small gasps of air.

Then Tatyana began to writhe in a frenzy, whooping, pummelling Kara’s face with her buttocks as she came. Kara dared not stop until Tatyana did, then she remained still, her tongue lodged inside the Russian’s rectum.

Eventually, Tatyana lifted off Kara’s face. Kara was forced to draw her tongue back into her mouth fresh out of the PA’s anus.

“Khoroshaya devushka!”

Tatyana stroked Kara’s burning hot, rubber helmeted head. Her hand pressed against Kara’s mound, cupping it, pressing forcefully, causing Kara to squirm and lift her hips, pleading for more attention. It did no good, the hand was soon removed.

“Much better, Kara!”

Kara felt a new level of humility and submissiveness. She was pleased that she had been found pleasing.


10: Cravats and Ferns (again)

Day 6: Saturday Morning

Ruby was back in full tack and prancing around the carousel again. This time she had Belle for company, though she couldn’t see the other ponygirl because of her blinkers and the fact that Belle was fastened to the arm on the opposite side of the carousel. She was ambivalent that she would be spending another day as a pony.

Today, she wasn’t told how much time she would spend on the carousel, but it turned out to be longer than yesterday. She survived a lot longer without getting the whip, but eventually her legs got heavy and she struggled. What she hated almost as much as the whip itself was that the whipping actually worked, it drove a raised performance from her, kept her high-stepping when she thought she couldn’t continue.

Both ponies were left to stand for a considerable time after the carousel stopped. The weather was much better today, dry with a moderate temperature. Ruby chewed on her bit, still fighting the tongue plate with its nasty, constant attack on her taste buds, occasionally twitching her hips to feel the dildo move inside her. She was so turned on again, already.

When she heard the door to the training room bang shut, she assumed Tosh had finally returned, but big strong hands cupped her buttocks, male hands. She instinctively tried to wriggle away from the crude touch, which earnt her a slash of a crop onto her thigh. She squealed.

“Bad girl! Hold position!” It was Toby.

Since Kara had become Ruby she hadn’t given Toby a thought, but she had known that he came to the farm on weekends. The man moved into her eyeline. She met his gaze briefly. His eyes were dark, cruel and sparkling with lust. She cried out as he struck her thigh again.

“Eyes forward! You should know the basics by now!”

He was a tall, lean man, matching Ruby’s height in her pony hooves. His short black hair was brushed back from his forehead, matching prominent eyebrows made him look fierce. He was wearing full riding garb – the scarlet jacket, white silk cravat and black hard hat with a peak.

Ruby wasn’t sure what the relationship was between Angelina and Toby. At first she had thought they were lovers or husband and wife. But it was seeming more likely he was another poor sap caught under the spell of the amazon. She knew Toby spent the week in London, managing Angelina’s business affairs and investments, but he appeared to have the run of the farm at weekends.

His hands grabbed her breasts, squeezing them, his palms crushed her clamped nipples, causing pleasure and pain simultaneously. Ruby fought to control her panic, she hadn’t been expecting this, though she really should have.

Then his fingers were moving all over her torso, feeling her up and coming to rest holding her hips possessively.

“You make a delightful Pony, Ruby! You just need the training and the fitness!”

A hand slipped behind her and he grabbed her tail at its root, tugging it playfully, then pushing it hard, sinking the attached butt plug deeper into her bowels. Ruby gasped. Next he grasped the crotch strap just above the tail and pulled it up. Ruby was briefly lifted off her feet, her weight being taken on the dildo and butt plug. It was an extraordinary sensation and Ruby squealed again, her arousal surging at being handled this way.

His fingers scooped up some of the fluid that had leaked onto her thigh from around the crotch strap. She could see him momentarily hold the fingers up to his nose, then he put them right in front of her eyes.

“Enjoying yourself, I see! Welcome to our little slice of paradise, or hell, or both!”

He laughed at his own joke. Then he wiped his fingers clean on Ruby’s lips, top and bottom, which were held apart by the bit set deep in her mouth.

“Let’s see how you shape up in action!”

Unclipping the chain connecting her harness to the carousel, he untied the reins and held them firmly close to the shanks of her bit, pulling once to reinforce how helpless and controlled she was. He didn’t lead her back into the training room, but up the slope to the end of the stable block and then along the side and back into the courtyard. Ruby high-stepped all the way, struggling to keep up with his pace but anxious to avoid any unnecessary strain on her nipples.

The building at the top of the courtyard housed all the carts. He buckled Ruby between the shafts of one of the sulkies that was identical to the one she had pulled yesterday – the same one for all she knew. He manhandled her effortlessly. She kept her eyes gazing forwards, not daring to look at him again.

Her experience so far had been exclusively female and she was disconcerted to be in the power of a man, that was a whole different dynamic. She was scared. But she was so stirred up she couldn’t deny the prospect of a proper fucking was really exciting.

Fastened to the shafts, she felt the strain as Toby climbed into the seat. The reins slapped her shoulders and she pranced forward, immediately noticing the difference in weight from yesterday. Her horseshoes clashed on the cobblestones, echoing around the courtyard, sounding just like a real pony.

The reins slapped again and Ruby broke into a trot down the slope towards the farmhouse. A mild pull on her right nipple and the bit and she steered towards the driveway. Ruby shuddered with pleasure as the inserts in her lower holes flexed and caressed her insides.

As soon as they left the cobbles and hit the tarmac, the reins slapped again, then the whip licked her left buttock. It wasn’t hard, just a flick of the wrist, but it stung furiously on top of existing welts. Ruby was at a canter now, a full out run. Was Toby aware of how unfit she was? She wouldn’t last five minutes at this pace.

The driveway curved away, getting steeper the further they travelled. Ruby guessed they would be using the circuit Angelina had taken her on earlier in the week, but in reverse. This proved to be correct, but she dared not assume anything, waiting for the tug on her mouth and nipple before turning off onto the dirt track through the trees.

Toby reined her back to a trot. She splashed her way through a huge puddle before they broke out of the trees in the bottom corner of the meadow.

It looked like a gentle slope when travelling down being pulled by Diamond, now it looked like two hundred yards up a significant hill from the bottom and chained between the shafts of a cart. Ruby was already breathing hard.

She was taken up to a canter again. Another flick of the whip. There was nothing she could do but obey, both frightened and excited by her powerlessness. By half-way up she was flagging and the pace slowed significantly. That was when Toby used the whip in earnest. Repeatedly he struck her backside really hard, each biting, agonizing stroke spurring her on. She hated how effective it was, getting extra out of her that she didn’t believe she had.

Gasping for breath, legs like lead, buttocks searing with pain, she finally made it across the meadow and into the woods. Now they were heading down a gentle slope. At last Toby pulled her back to a trot. Her eyes were full of tears, but now sweat was sliding down from her forehead to join them, stinging them. She could do nothing about it. Strings of saliva were stretching from her chin down to her breasts. And all the time, the dildo and butt plug were driving her mad with lust. It all added up to an incredible physical and psychological experience.

Every time she faltered she heard the sing of the whip a split second before it cut into her bottom cheeks and her body responded instinctively, surging forward in a vain attempt to escape the lash’s bite.

Now they were heading down a steep part of the track and this posed a new problem for Ruby. The weight of the cart and Toby were pushing her faster, threatening to overrun her. She fought to keep herself upright. Toby pulled hard on the reins, hurting her mouth and nipples, bringing her back to a high-stepping walk. But she was unable to lift her legs that high, they ached so badly and no amount of whip was going to solve that.

After a few steps, Ruby was steered left into a little clearing where enough light got through the trees for a patch of grass to grow. She was pulled to a stop. She was desperate to fall to her knees but dared not. She stood as upright as she could, chest heaving, thrusting her breasts out. Toby leapt out of the sulky.

“You’re in poor shape, Ruby, not good enough for a pony! You need some proper training!”

He unhitched her from the cart, drew her out of the shafts. To her relief he pushed her down onto her knees. Then he tied her reins around a fallen tree trunk, drawing them so tight she was forced to put her forehead to the ground, leaving her buttocks as the highest point of her body. His hands explored her well beaten bottom, rubbing the new welts, pressing them into his palms. Ruby gurgled and sobbed behind her bit, flinching and squirming at his callous handling.

Then he unfastened the crotch strap and peeled it back, first drawing out her tail plug, then the dildo. She felt the cool air on her pussy and inside her anus and it momentarily felt great before the overwhelming need to have them filled again caused her to whimper and wiggle her hips.

Toby laughed loudly.

“That’s what I love about ponies! Always gagging for it!”

His fingers brushed her labia, teasing her, then pushed inside to toggle her clitoris. Ruby screamed, writhing, trying to push back to increase the intensity of the touch, but Toby pulled his hand away.

“Ah…ah…ah! This is for my satisfaction, not yours, you minx!”

Ruby heard his zipper drop. She heard the sound of a condom being unwrapped. She felt no personal attraction to Toby at all, in fact she had been hesitant about the prospect that she might have to have sex with him – but at that moment her raw, animalistic lust dominated her consciousness. She desperately wanted and needed to be fucked by him more than anything else in the world.

Totally shameless, she mewed piteously, sliding her knees further apart, shaking her buttocks and crotch at him. He laughed again and spanked her with his hand several times. Then he thrust his cock into her and began screwing her fast and hard, without any preamble. After so many tongues, lips and fingers, being ploughed by a real cock felt sensational.

“It’s your cunt today, pretty pony, but as soon as Angelina lets me, this is going right up your arse!”

Ruby howled as a powerful orgasm crashed through her. She pushed back, slamming her sore bottom on to his hips, writhing, grinding her forehead into the grass and dead leaves. Her buttocks danced, tugging Toby’s cock in all directions. The cum went on and on.

It wasn’t until she was being placed back between the shafts of the sulky, both plugs locked inside her again, that Ruby noticed this was the same clearing where she had first seen Toby whipping Belle and Ivory, screwing Ivory. She saw the ferns that she had been hiding under, watching it happen. Exactly four weeks later, she was the pony being fucked, arse stuck up in the air, begging for it.

How the fuck did that happen!




Day 6: Saturday Evening

Ruby was on her knees in her stall. Tosh had tied her halter to a ring low on the back wall with very little slack, keeping her head close to the wall and close to the floor. Her arms were still in the sleeve that kept them bound behind her back, elbows to opposite mitts. Her knees had been pulled wide apart and were strapped to the wooden partitions each side of the stall, so once again, her buttocks were her most prominent feature and she could hardly move at all.

Those buttocks had taken a frightful beating today. Tosh had spread that ointment on very thickly before leaving her – hours ago – weeping from the application. Even now, they still burned, causing her to squirm regularly as much as she was able.

When Toby had returned her to the stable that morning, she had been allowed to nap in her stall, even if it was in full tack. She had needed it. In the afternoon, Angelina took her to the paddock once more. She did countless laps of the track, but at a trot, not a cantor or gallop. Angelina worked on reinforcing the lessons of the day before, teaching Ruby to respond only to the reins and the whip, not by what she could see or anticipate, until it was ingrained and natural to her.

Angelina let her have plenty of rest stops, and - unlike Toby – only used the whip when necessary. For the last half-hour, Angelina closed the blinkers over Ruby’s eyes, blinding her. This compelled her to put complete trust in Angelina. She was hesitant at first - running blind took a lot of courage, Ruby thought - but Angelina was less tolerant of this, giving Ruby several hard whip strokes until it was too painful to contemplate not obeying the reins.

Angelina seemed very pleased with Ruby again, petting her, making a fuss of her and giving her another sugar lump.

There wasn’t a single part of Ruby that didn’t ache or sting. For the first time she was having doubts about whether she wanted to continue. There had been a lot of pain and discomfort in the last few hours and not much excitement or pleasure.

How much longer are they going to keep me as a pony?

Eventually it was dinner time. Ruby groaned as she was pulled to her feet, her body stiff after all the activity in the day and then so long restrained in one position. Tosh removed the sleeve binding Ruby’s arms and gently massaged them back to life. This left her, as the night before, wearing just the mitts, her pony boots and her halter.

After the meal, Ruby was dreading another night with Belle on top of her, but Tosh led her in the opposite direction and into Sapphire’s stall. Ruby perked up at the prospect of spending the night with the gorgeous pony.

Sapphire was laid flat, a chain from her nose ring connected to another ring low on the back wall. The chain was no more than two feet long, severely limiting the ponygirl’s freedom even within the confines of the small stall. Her blue eyes were as placid as ever, but she did smile when she saw Ruby.

Bizarrely, Tosh connected a chain from the handle on Ruby’s halter to Sapphire’s nose ring as well. Neither chain was light, both of them pulling on Sapphire’s septum must have been very uncomfortable. Her eyes were starting to water. This chain was a little longer, maybe three feet in length. Ruby hooked a mitt under the links in an attempt to take the strain off Sapphire’s nose. She lay down beside the spectacular pony.

“Enjoy yourselves, girls!”

The stall door latched shut as Tosh left.

For Ruby, being chained to Sapphire for the night was a delight beyond her wildest dreams. Just the sight of the breath-taking show pony made her cream. To be lying next to her, drinking in her beauty, breathing in her scent, feeling the warmth of her body; she wanted the moment to never end.

Ruby put her arm around Sapphire and kissed her soft-skinned shoulder. They looked at one another, then Sapphire leaned forward and kissed Ruby on the mouth. It was a strange experience. The thick septum ring that sat on Sapphire’s top lip, the locking links and the chains all got in the way.

Sapphire’s tongue pushed through it all into Ruby’s mouth and there was more metal. Sapphire had a large stud piercing the tip of her tongue, it clicked on Ruby’s teeth. There was something barbarous about all the metal fastened through the ponygirl, but it only excited Ruby more.

They kissed passionately for a long time. Sapphire’s mitts rubbed across Ruby’s nipples, but they were so tender that Ruby winced. Sapphire immediately pulled her hand away, sliding it down across Ruby’s abdomen and onto her mound, pressing the leather against her labia.

This time Ruby gasped into Sapphire’s mouth. She pressed her own mitted hand between Sapphire’s legs, the pony opening them to allow Ruby full access. They both rubbed one another, getting each other more and more excited.

It was very different to last night with Belle, which had been a frenzy of unbridled lust from the start, both obsessed with self-gratification as soon as possible and Belle making her dominance clear immediately. This was much more temperate and gentle.

Sapphire pulled Ruby close and insinuated a knee between Ruby’s thighs, then shifted so that her whole leg pushed between Ruby’s. Her mitt slid away from Ruby’s mound at the same time as she pressed her pussy against Ruby’s. The frisson as the two organs came together was so good Ruby wanted to scream. She shifted so that the angle was better and they squirmed, grinding mound onto mound.

At last their kiss broke. They stared into one another’s eyes, both glowing with passion and desire. Ruby lowered her head and kissed Sapphire’s breast, then tongued a nipple, shocked at how thick the ring was that pierced it – it felt huge in her mouth. They both continued to move their bodies, increasing the friction between the two pussies. Waves of ecstasy passed through Ruby, an exquisite feeling.

Their lips met once more but the kisses were more urgent now as their excitement rose. Harder and faster they squashed their pussies together. Their kiss broke once more and they held tightly to one another, cheek pressed against cheek, hips squirming. Ruby moaned, shuddering in delight, feeling Sapphire’s full breasts pressing into her own, so warm and soft. The violent manipulation of her labia passing through to her clitoris.

Ruby couldn’t remember being more happy in her life than this moment. It was the right kind of sex at the right time, especially after the pounding she had taken from Toby earlier. She hugged Sapphire, crushing their bodies together, as she reached her climax, crying out. She kept grinding until Sapphire’s reached her cum as well. They fell asleep in each other’s arms.

When Ruby awoke, all the lights were out and it was pitch black in the stable. Not even the narrow windows at the very top of the back wall could find any moonlight. At some point a blanket had been draped across the two ponygirls. Ruby had been having an erotic dream and awoke with raging arousal.

The more sex I have, the more I need!

She was never sated for more than a few minutes. It was incredible how her sexuality had taken over her being. She could feel Sapphire’s steady breathing, her breasts rising and falling against Ruby’s own. The blue maned ponygirl felt so good, smelt so fine.

It was only five days ago that Kara had eaten her first pussy and she hadn’t looked forward to it or enjoyed it. Yet now Ruby had an overpowering desire to eat out Sapphire. She ran the chain connecting her halter to Sapphire’s nose ring through her hands, trying to work out if it was long enough for her to get her mouth onto the pony’s vulva. She decided it was.

She slid down Sapphire’s body, her head under the blanket and pushed her face between the pony’s hard-muscled thighs. Sapphire began to stir and her legs parted slightly. Their grinding earlier had been quite messy, there was dried vaginal fluid covering Sapphire’s mound, spilling down onto her thighs. Ruby pressed her tongue along the puffy labia, slipping it inside. Sapphire had a strong flavour.

As Ruby’s tongue probed, it came into contact with yet more metal. There seemed to be a bar through Sapphire’s clit hood and a ring embedded very close to the actual clitoris. As soon as Ruby’s tongue made contact with them, Sapphire was fully awake, her legs opening wide, allowing Ruby to get her head right between the thighs and her mouth right into the pony’s pussy.

Ruby’s mouth worked hungrily, wanting to give the ponygirl the kind of pleasure Sapphire had given Kara when she had done the same for her. Sapphire moaned, those powerful thighs clamping Ruby’s head, her mitts rubbing Ruby’s hair through the blanket.

The piercings made Sapphire so sensitive it was easy work for Ruby, she soon had the pony writhing. She slowed down, not wanting to bring Sapphire off too quickly, guessing that a permanent ponygirl didn’t get eaten out very often. She could only wonder what these genital piercings did to Sapphire when she was running with the crotch strap tight and both her holes full!

Afterwards, Sapphire drew Ruby back up to kiss her, even though her lips and mouth were full of Sapphire’s own juice. They kissed a long time again. Sapphire’s leather mitted hand burrowed between Ruby’s thighs, attempting to push her labia aside. It was crude but effective. Ruby was so aroused it didn’t take long for her to cum again. They fell asleep in each other’s arms for a second time.


11: Cackling Brooks and Waterfalls

Day 7: Sunday Afternoon

The new day didn’t bring any respite for Ruby. It was to be another day in full tack under the whip. Toby had taken her out again in the morning. It had been cool and they were caught in a brief shower of rain. He had kept to the woods this time, liberally and gleefully whipping Ruby up the hills, finding a new clearing to stop and fuck her hard. She had been so aroused again that she had welcomed it, screaming her head off with no one else around to hear it.

Directly after lunch, Angelina took her back to the paddock. Right from outside the stable Angelina had closed Ruby’s blinkers, making her take every step between the shafts blind, even making her gallop sightless, which was utterly terrifying. Ruby put her trust completely in Angelina, responding immediately and exactly to the reins and the whip.

Angelina was very pleased with her and made a great fuss of her afterwards. Ruby basked in the praise and attention, loving every minute of Angelina’s hands on her body (except for her agonizingly sore bottom – how could Sapphire and Diamond live every day of their lives this way?) Despite the vigorous fucking she had received in the morning, by the time Angelina had finished with her, Ruby was desperately horny once more, she wanted to scream in frustration and need.

What a pony wanted or needed didn’t matter though. For a while, she was put back in her stall, on her knees, facing the back wall, so close her nipples were touching it. Her hips were in constant motion, trying to get as much stimulation from the plugs inside her as she could, feeling very much the animal she was portraying.

But she was soon back between the shafts of the sulky, ankles hobbled, outside the stable block. She was left standing in the courtyard a long time. The wind had gotten up again and Ruby was cold, shivering. She could feel the drool dropping in strands from her chin onto her breasts, something that she still found humiliating even though she had been doing it for three days now.

Eventually she heard steps approaching but couldn’t see who it was until they stepped right in front of her. It was Tatyana. Ruby turned even colder at the prospect of being a pony under the control of the sadist. That icy smile, not quite a smirk, but almost. Her face almost a sneer, but not quite. Ruby took the briefest of glances before keeping her eyes staring forward at the farmhouse.

The Russian’s hair was down, the sides tied behind her head to keep it clear of her pale face. She was dressed more like she was going for a motorcycle ride than ponygirl carting, wearing tight leather jeans and a designer biker jacket that fit her like it was custom made. She had it fully closed, zipped right up to her shoulder. She was dressed all in black.

She spent a lot of time handling Ruby, feeling her up, checking every buckle, tightening some.

“I think this is where you belong, yes? In the shafts of a pony cart. Once you have a mane and some proper tits you will look spectacular!”

She pinched Ruby’s nipples, tugged directly on the clamps, then she stroked Ruby’s thigh, high up, just below her hip.

“And of course, your brand here! I’d like to see that!”

Her hand slid down to the inside of Ruby’s thigh, right against the crotch strap, where Ruby’s leaking sexual excitement was drying.

“And here’s the proof that you enjoy it and can’t deny it!”

Tatyana slapped the back of Ruby’s thighs in turn.

“No muscles though! You need a lot of training!”

She bent down at the side of Ruby and removed the hobble from her ankles. Then she cupped the nearest buttock.

“Your butt looks so sexy, beaten black and blue!”

Ruby squealed as fingers pinched a welt, but she managed to stay still.

Finally, Tatyana climbed into the sulky.

When the Russian directed Ruby across the courtyard and onto the driveway, she thought they would be repeating the route of yesterday, up the meadow she had found such a challenge. Her buttocks were cringing already at the thought of the punishment they would take. But they trotted past that turn-off, continuing up the driveway, coming within sight of the big iron gates. Ruby felt a flush of embarrassment at the realization that anyone passing by would be able to see her, but at that moment a painful tug on her right nipple and the bit had her turning sharply and she could see a narrow gap in the foliage.

This trail clearly wasn’t used much. There were branches and leaves hanging across the track that Ruby brushed aside – one spray of leaves hit her right in the face. It was dark and damp, the ground soft and not so easy to pull through. A fierce snap of the whip to the top of a buttock rid Ruby of her hesitancy and brought tears to her eyes, but as the ground began to rise it became firmer and the wheels moved freely again.

The path hadn’t been flattened like the other. There were humps, ruts, dips and tree roots to contend with, as well as fallen branches. Ruby’s ankles were taking a pounding, though the pony boots provided a lot of support, especially around the joint, preventing an injury. She fought the collar, desperate to be able to look down and see where she was directly stepping, but it was useless and she was forced to focus on the ground someway ahead and try to anticipate where to place her feet.

Again, Tatyana picked up on her hesitancy and Ruby heard the whip fizzing through the air. The expected explosion of pain on her buttocks didn’t happen though, instead the leather bit into her shoulder, the tip curling over the top and nipping her just above her breast. She wailed in both surprise and pain.

“Trot on!” Tatyana barked the instruction.

Eyes wide, Ruby pressed on, blowing hard. Gradually it was getting steeper and it was a relief when the trail curved to the right quite sharply and the path ahead levelled out. The tree canopy thinned out, giving more light, too. At least Tatyana kept her at a trot, not making her canter for long periods as Toby had done, but still, this was her third run of the day and she tired quickly.

The whip was continually flicking her thighs now to keep her moving fluidly. They weren’t full-blown lashes but hard enough to sting abominably and keep Ruby weeping. As always, it was horribly effective at keeping her performance up. She would never have believed she could have covered the amount of ground she had today.

They started downhill and Ruby saw the gleam of water ahead. It was a stream, only about three feet wide, but the slope to their left was steep, so the water was moving fast. Tatyana reined Ruby back to a walk but the pony didn’t dare balk this time and pranced straight into the brook. The water first covered her feet and she felt the immediate chill, then it was above her ankles, but only for a couple of steps, then she was out the other side.

The sulky wasn’t so straight-forward, however. It needed a big pull to get through. The whip hit Ruby’s opposite shoulder and she shrieked, lunging forward, dragging the cart out behind her.

“Good girl!”

A few steps, then it was Ruby’s left nipple that was in agony as Tatyana directed a hard turn. This was steep, the steepest hill she had been forced to climb so far. She gave it everything she had but the whip struck her repeatedly, full force across her already raw buttocks, propelling her upwards. She squealed in distress, gasping for breath, sobbing, slobbering drool everywhere, legs finding some more stamina to escape the lash.

After about twenty yards the ground levelled off into a little grassy clearing right next to the stream. Tatyana pulled Ruby to a stop. The shafts of the sulky shifted violently as the Russian dismounted flamboyantly. A hand on the side of Ruby’s head petted her like a dog.

“Khoroshaya devushka!”

Ruby was panting, weeping and dribbling. Her backside felt like it had been skinned, her hips jerking to try and relieve the pain and assuage her raging sexual need. She tried to pull herself upright, thrust out her chest. She was wild-eyed. Tatyana terrified her and excited her in equal measure. The Russian stroked the exhausted pony, hands all over her while she waited for Ruby to recover.

Ruby was unhitched from the cart. Tatyana grabbed the pony’s bridle and pulled her clear of the sulky, effortlessly controlling the helpless ponygirl. Ruby’s blurry vision saw that there was a little waterfall - no more than two feet high – that fell into a pool. The pool itself was maybe eight feet by six feet alongside the level ground, then the water spilled over the edge as the terrain dropped away again. The water tinkled over the rocks as it ran down the hill. The farm actually had a cackling brook!

Tatyana unfastened the front of Ruby’s crotch strap. Her hair really did have an unnatural looking translucence that was quite beautiful, but it really did give the Russian an ethereal aura, like she was some kind of supernatural demon or succubus. As far as Ruby could see, Tatyana had no make-up on at all today, which only served to highlight how strikingly attractive she was.

Ruby remembered how Tatyana had dominated Kara so comprehensively on Wednesday night. She remembered worshiping her arsehole, the taste of it, the humiliation of performing the act. Her arousal surged.

Tatyana peeled back the crotch strap, drawing the dildo out of Ruby’s pussy with a squelching sound. Ruby hummed at the delicious feeling, but as soon as it was out, she wanted it back in, empty without the comfort it provided, even though her pussy was so hot and wet the fresh air initially felt good. Tatyana detached the dildo from the strap.

Ruby gasped and squirmed as Tatyana’s hand pressed against her vulva, rubbing vigorously. She squeaked as the action continued, her hips spasming.

“From trot to hot!” Tatyana laughed at her own joke.

The hand left Ruby’s mound and grabbed her bridle, tugging the ponygirl down onto her knees. Tatyana unfastened the bit and removed it from Ruby’s mouth, much to her delight. Words couldn’t express how she detested that tongue plate.

Tatyana made a noise of annoyance as she looked at the bit.

“They are so soft on you! This is a play bit. Soon you will get a real bit that rotates, with a port – you won’t like it, but it will make you more responsive. If I had my way it would be spiked! Nothing controls a pony better than a spiked port!”

Pulling a tissue from her pocket, Tatyana cleaned away the drool from Ruby’s lips and chin. On her knees in front of the Russian, Ruby felt the humiliation, like she was a little baby.

“You remember your lesson from Wednesday, yes? Worship me respectfully!”

Ruby came so close to falling into Tatyana’s trap and speaking an answer. From somewhere, something made her bite her lip at the last moment. The collar and bridle prevented her from moving her head at all, so she couldn’t nod. She bowed in acknowledgement of the PA’s words which Tatyana accepted. Ruby nearly peed herself! What would have happened if she had forgotten the cardinal rule and spoken?

Still holding the dildo and the bit in one hand, Tatyana Grabbed the bridle in the other and pulled Ruby’s face into her leather clad crotch. Her jeans fitted so tightly there was the faintest trace of a camel toe. Ruby fervently pressed her lips to the cleft, drinking in the aroma of the leather. Then Tatyana stepped back and bent Ruby right over, pressing the pony’s mouth to her shiny black boot.

“Show me how much you respect me!”

Ruby showered the boot in kisses. It was a standard riding boot with a low heel, but immaculately clean. She didn’t hesitate in working her lips across every part of the boot. When Tatyana was satisfied, she pulled her foot away and replaced it with her other. Ruby dutifully started again.

“On your knees kissing my feet. This is where you belong, yes!”

Eventually, Ruby was lifted back up onto her knees, feeling the straps of her bridle pressing hard into her head as Tatyana continued to control her with it.

“Good girl. Now clean this for me!”

The dildo was still glistening with Ruby’s pussy juice. The Russian squeezed Ruby’s cheeks, forcing her mouth open, and slid the phallus inside. Ruby had tasted herself before, but only tiny amounts, now her mouth was full of her own vaginal fluid and she found the idea repellent. Yet she sucked on the dildo as if it was an ambrosia lolly, probing under the imitation glans with her tongue to lap up every drop, demonstrating the eagerness of her obedience.

She swallowed her own pussy juice, working her way down the silicon plug that had been such an intimate companion for the last three days. Tatyana eased the dildo in until the tip hit the back of Ruby’s throat.

“Khoroshaya devushka. Swallow it down!”

Ponygirl Ruby tried to remember how Kara had managed to deep-throat on Tuesday and Thursday – the only times she had ever undertaken the act before. Her first two attempts had her retching and spluttering, but she persevered, determined not to give an excuse for the Russian to hurt her and the third time she got it down. It was big, she felt it stretching her throat open. She felt the flesh of her neck caught between the dildo and the all-encompassing collar, which was highly disconcerting. She worked her tongue, cleaning the phallus right down to its root.

Tatyana left it there for quite a while. Ruby’s eyes were starting to bulge by the time it was withdrawn, but she was very pleased with herself – she hadn’t panicked and tried to pull away and challenge the PA’s authority.

“Inexperienced, but you tried so hard! Good girl!”

The Russian cupped Ruby’s cheek, her thumb stroking over the bridle strap and the pony’s skin. Then she stepped back and unfastened the black and chrome belt looped through her jeans. She wiggled her hips and pushed the jeans down over her buttocks. They eventually bunched just below her knees where they met the top of her riding boots. She wore a tiny black leather thong underneath. That soon joined the jeans. She widened her stance as far as the half-discarded clothing allowed.

Ruby stared at Tatyana’s vulva right in front of her face, she could just glimpse the metal piercing the clit hood.

“Worship me!” The Russian repeated, grabbing the bridle at the back of Ruby’s head and pressing the ponygirl’s mouth against her labia.

Ruby kissed the lips three times, then pushed her tongue inside the wet pussy, drawing it gently up and down the length, before pressing harder and reaching as far inside as she could, caressing the vaginal walls. Tatyana sighed, stroking the back of Ruby’s head.

“Khoroshaya devushka.”

The pony kept her tongue buried deep until it ached, then moved on to the clit hood and its metal bar. For the first time, Ruby got a reflexive spasm from the pussy and a shudder of pleasure from Tatyana.

“Yes!”

For a couple more minutes, Tatyana was happy to let Ruby’s tongue eagerly pleasure her, then she suddenly pulled Ruby’s head away and spun around,

Tatyana’s buttocks were quite heavily marked, to Ruby’s surprise. There were six cane welts very close together right at the bottom of her cheeks and they looked reasonably fresh – no more than two or three days old. Higher up, the lines were fainter, fading, but there were a lot of them. As Ruby watched, The Russian parted her labia and inserted the dildo into her own pussy. She sighed as it largely disappeared from Ruby’s sight.

Stepping back, Tatyana’s buttocks touched Ruby’s face. Ruby puckered her lips once more, starting to cover the cheeks in kisses. Tatyana wasn’t still. Though Ruby could no longer see, she could feel the Russian pumping the dildo up and down, her hips swaying and twitching, verbal exclamations proclaiming her pleasure. Ruby continued to kiss ardently.

“Now…my…arsehole!”

Tatyana shifted back further, pushing Ruby’s nose between her buttocks, grinding her backside on Ruby’s face. Ruby kissed the bumhole pressed against her mouth.

“Tongue!” The PA screamed.

Ruby instantly obeyed, tonguing the rosebud, then pushing her tip through the sphincter, curling the end to tickle Tatyana’s bowel. Tatyana howled. This really was the woman’s fetish, Ruby reflected.

Just as suddenly, Tatyana pulled away again, turning quickly to face Ruby once more. She then stepped over Ruby, leaving the ponygirl on her knees between Tatyana’s legs. The Russian’s hand brushing Ruby’s face as she continued to fuck herself with the dildo.

“Looking at you, prissy little girl, tacked up as a pony! Pulling my cart!...On your knees before me! It is one of the most erotic things I’ve ever seen!” Tatyana’s voice was excited and loud.

Tatyana continued to thrust the dildo in and out of her pussy with increasing force and speed. Ruby was so close that splatter from the frenzy of movement was hitting her face. The woman screamed as she climaxed, hips writhing, a hand came behind Ruby’s head, pushing the pony’s mouth against labia distended by the phallus lodged between them. Ruby kissed and kept kissing as Tatyana squirmed and moaned until eventually she was still.

“Such a good pony! So attentive and respectful and submissive!” Tatyana stroked Ruby’s head.

She withdrew the dildo from inside herself.

“Clean me up.”

Ruby dutifully licked up all the mess from Tatyana’s mound and labia, swallowing the Russian’s copious juices. Tatyana stepped back, a huge smile on her face of a type Ruby had never seen before as she pulled her jeans back in place. Then an arm wrapped around Ruby’s head, pressing it against a leather clad thigh and a hand ruffled the pony’s hair extravagantly.

“Good pony! Good girl!”

The moment was over very quickly. When next Ruby was able to catch a glimpse of Tatyana’s face, the coldness was back. Once again the dildo was presented to Ruby’s mouth.

“Open.”

Once again Ruby licked the dildo clean, only this time her mouth was full of the taste of Tatyana rather than her own secretions. Again she had to take the phallus down into her throat – more successfully this time. Then Tatyana pulled Ruby back onto her feet, fixed the dildo back onto the crotch strap and re-inserted it inside Ruby, locking it in place. Ruby welcomed its reintroduction, she almost regarded it as part of her ponygirl persona. She flexed her hips, finding comfort and pleasure as the plug moved inside her.

She wasn’t so pleased to have the bit put back in her mouth.

“Come.”

Holding Ruby’s reins close to the bit, Tatyana led the ponygirl the short distance to the pool, then into it. With the water just above her ankles, Tatyana stopped.

“Walk on.”

Tatyana played out the reins as Ruby kept walking. It got deeper quickly, soon it was above Ruby’s knees. The water was icy, the cold immediately penetrating through her boots. A sharp tug on the reins brought the ponygirl to a halt, a continued tug on the left rein turned Ruby around so she was facing the Russian.

“Let’s cool you down. Kneel.”

Ruby immediately obeyed, but she squealed in shock as the water rose above her waist, her knees landed painfully on rocks and her well-whipped bottom stung like fury as it sunk under. Tatyana drew in the reins until they were taught, compelling Ruby to lean forward, bending at the hips. She gasped as the tips of her breasts touched the water. The PA stepped deeper into the pool, then her foot pressed on the back of Ruby’s collar, pushing the ponygirl’s head down even further.

Ruby’s face hit the water, but the boot kept its downward momentum, pushing the pony’s entire head under. First there was the physical shock of the cold. When that had passed, Ruby realized she hadn’t taken a deep enough breath before being submerged, but Tatyana’s foot stayed on her neck, holding her under. She began to panic and struggle, but the Russian let her up only when she chose to.

Coughing and spluttering, Ruby gulped down air, frantically pulling at her bound arms, shivering and weeping.

“Once more, yes?”

This time Ruby grabbed as much air as she could.




Day 7: Sunday Evening

As usual, the other three ponies finished the evening meal before Ruby, but she was much closer to matching them than she had been. She was lapping water from the lower trough when Tosh came back for her. She still felt humiliation that her face was plastered in mess and had to be wiped like she was a baby.

Tosh took her to the washing alcove for the nightly teeth cleaning and mouth washing. Having her teeth brushed by another person was an effective way to reinforce her dehumanized, helpless state, but Tosh was very careful and gentle.

After the day she had experienced, Ruby was physically shattered. Despite the background hum of her unsated arousal, she just wanted to rest and free herself from the pain and discomfort in sleep. She wondered what was in store for her tonight.

She had been dreading the journey back to the stables from the brook, but it had actually turned out to be very close by – the trail had been a loop and they were more than three-quarters around it. It was only a couple of hundred yards and all downhill. Never-the-less, Ruby’s backside was so tender every tiny movement of her legs sent forks of pain across her buttocks.

Tonight, she wasn’t taken to another stall. Tosh put her down on her back in her own stall, the top of her head almost touching the back wall. Her shoulders and back were on the mat, which was comfortable, but her buttocks were lying on straw which scratched and pierced her flayed bottom, bringing fresh tears to her eyes. Her hoof-booted legs lay on the bare concrete towards the door.

Two metal rods about a foot long were locked to her halter at the bottom of her cheeks, the other ends were locked to rings in the wall either side of her head. This left her able to move her head only a few inches either way and hardly able to lift it at all.

Each of her mitted hands were pulled into the corners of the stall and cuffed at the wrist. The cuffs were attached via short chains to the wall. Then her ankles were similarly cuffed and attached to posts either side of the door at the front of the stall, leaving ruby fixed in a crude X shape.

Tosh knelt beside Ruby, her eyes sparkling and her lop-sided grin promising more torment for the ponygirl. Initially, she played with Ruby’s breasts, gently moving them about and squeezing them. She rolled the pony’s terribly tender nipples between her fingers, making them rock hard and stick up, despite the pain.

Then the groom moved lower, dragging her hand across Ruby’s belly and pinching, squeezing her labia, teasing her. Fingers slipped inside, finger fucking her, rubbing her clitoris. It didn’t take long to get Ruby excited and squirming.

But then the fingers withdrew, leaving her in full blown arousal. Ruby whined pitifully, her sexual need easily overriding her sense of shame. Tosh laughed. From behind her she produced a can. At first, Ruby thought it was whipped cream – it had the same shape and the same type of nozzle. Tosh shook it violently for quite a while, before pressing the nozzle against Ruby’s nipple and squeezing the trigger.

It wasn’t cream, but a very dark chocolate mousse. Tosh drew expanding circles around Ruby’s nipple until the mousse was about four inches wide across the top of her breast, cone shaped, rising to a swirly peak at the centre. It was cold, ensuring Ruby’s nipple stayed rock-hard underneath. Tosh repeated the treatment on Ruby’s other breast.

Shifting further down Ruby’s body, the groom spread the ponygirl’s labia apart and filled the gap with more mousse before covering the whole of her mound, creating another chocolate cone.

“Don’t yer dare move a muscle!” Tosh’s tone was serious and threatening.

She move back up to loom over Ruby’s head, blocking out most of the light.

“Tongue out!”

Tosh squirted a dollop onto the pony’s tongue. Ruby drew it back into her mouth. After three days of eating nothing but the oatmeal mix from the trough and hot pussy, the taste was like magic in Ruby’s mouth. The mousse was rich, with a full, slightly bitter, plain chocolate flavour, not too sweet. She savoured the creamy texture as it slowly melted away.

The groom then covered Ruby’s lips with the mousse – much more sparingly, this time – following the shape of her mouth, so it looked like she had puffy, chocolate-coloured lips. Then Tosh stood up, squirting the mousse into her own mouth as well. She grinned at Ruby and left the stall, leaving the door open, however.

Within a couple of minutes she returned. Ruby could hear the clop of horseshoes on the concrete floor, really loud in the small stable area. Tosh led Diamond into Ruby’s stall. The racing pony was so tall in the spring-loaded advanced hooves that she towered above Tosh. With Ruby strung out across the floor it was really crowded in the small space. The chain in Tosh’s hand led to Diamond’s nose ring.

The eyes of the two ponies met. Then Diamond looked up and down Ruby’s bound, chocolate enhanced form and she smiled. She had very white teeth (both Sapphire and Diamond had bleached teeth – but Diamond’s darker skin tone made them more noticeable on the racing pony.)

“Down!” Tosh snapped.

Diamond immediately dropped elegantly to her knees on the straw. Her white mane was loose, tumbling about her spectacularly. Tosh locked the ponygirl’s nose chain to a ring on the wall right above Ruby’s head, maybe two inches away from her. The chain actually draped across Ruby’s face -it was about four foot long so there was a reasonable amount of slack, giving Diamond some freedom of movement.

Tosh ruffled Diamond’s mane, making it look even more wild.

“Enjoy!”

She left, latching the door shut this time.

Ruby was excited. Diamond was stunningly beautiful and she fancied the pony madly. She would love to spend the night with her. But at the same time, Diamond was tall and powerful, looming over Ruby, who was truly helpless. Ruby was in fear of her, especially after the difficult night she had experienced with Belle. She was so vulnerable and at the mercy of the racing pony.

Diamond’s arms were free – though of course, like Ruby, her hands were mitted. Other than that, the only thing she wore were the hoof boots. Ruby had noticed before that when Diamond was training or pulling a cart, she would wear her racing boots, which were lighter, more nimble. But at other times, she would be in the same boots as Sapphire, where the front of the sole would spring downwards when off the ground. They were taller than the racing boots, and much heavier.

Putting her hands either side of Ruby’s head, Diamond leaned right over Ruby’s face. Her mane fell forward across Ruby’s forehead and eyes, temporarily blinding her. The racing pony gently removed the chain that draped Ruby’s features, tucking it out of the way. Her tongue came out and she began to lick the chocolate mousse from Ruby’s lips. She must have liked it because she licked it all up. Then she kissed Ruby. It was a lovely chocolate infused kiss, but much too short for Ruby.

Diamond had the taste for the mousse and moved on to Ruby’s breasts. This freed Ruby’s eyes of the hair, but she still couldn’t see what the pony was doing, her mane forming a curtain that hid her face and Ruby’s breasts. But she felt Diamond’s tongue taking big, long drags over her nipple and shuddered with pleasure. When the licking stopped, Ruby’s nipple was sucked into Diamond’s mouth and pummelled by her tongue. Finally, Diamond bit the nipple, but it was playful, not malicious. She moved across to Ruby’s other breast. Ruby sighed with delight.

The serenity of the moment was broken suddenly when Diamond moved urgently, lifting a leg over Ruby’s prone body. It made Ruby jump and cry out. The pony sat herself high on Ruby’s chest. She tossed her head in a very pony-like fashion, clearing her mane away from her face. Her eyes burned with passion. She shifted forward, pushing her vulva against Ruby’s mouth.

Ruby could smell Diamond’s arousal. The ponygirl squirmed, widening her thighs, opening her pussy up and engulfing Ruby’s mouth. Ruby’s tongue came out, exploring the hot and wet interior, all taste of the chocolate quickly dissipated by the amazon’s musk. Ruby’s tongue probed deep into Diamond’s vagina, licking the walls. The spread-open position of the vulva drew the wetness into Ruby’s mouth more than was usual, she had to swallow it down.

Diamond pushed more forcefully against Ruby’s lips, grinding her pussy on Ruby’s mouth, hips gyrating. Her rock-hard buttocks started to bounce on Ruby’s chest. Ruby did her upmost to give the ponygirl the best experience she could. After avoiding Diamond’s clit deliberately, she began to focus on it, causing Diamond to get very vocal and increase the intensity of her jouncing.

The clitoris under Ruby’s tongue felt extraordinarily large, bigger than any other she had eaten so far and seemed to be commensurately sensitive. Ruby couldn’t resist nipping it with her teeth. Diamond went crazy. Ruby pummelled the nub relentlessly, speeding Diamond on to her orgasm. The ponygirl neighed – like a horse – as she came, writhing, dragging her vulva across Ruby’s face, covering it in fluid.

Eventually, Diamond leaned back, supporting herself on her hands behind her. Ruby’s eyes looked up the pony’s flat stomach and washboard abs. Her breasts rose and fell as she got her breath back, her nipples were standing out like door-stops. Ruby’s nose was pressed into Diamond’s pussy, drinking in the scent with every breath.

Diamond made an 180o about turn, so her back was facing Ruby. She pressed her buttocks back against Ruby’s chin and bent forward to start eating the mousse still in place on Ruby’s mound. Ruby squirmed in satisfaction as Diamond reached the bottom of the swirl and her mouth made increasingly greater contact with Ruby’s pussy. Ruby tugged at her bound ankles and wrists, tried ineffectually to lift her head, enjoying her enforced helplessness.

The dark-skinned pony began to drag the mousse out from inside Ruby’s pussy, causing Ruby to squeak and squeal. In response, Diamond shifted back a little, placing her buttocks over Ruby’s mouth, but she was only teasing.

Diamond began to eat Ruby out in earnest. She was so skilled with her tongue – which was pierced – Ruby was in ecstasy. She screamed into Diamond’s bottom, repeatedly kissing the welted buttocks, before reaching a slow-building climax that Ruby savoured. She fought uselessly against her bonds and the pony on top of her, gurgling like a happy baby. She wanted to hug Diamond, but that simple, intimate act was denied her.

Turning around again, Diamond had a big smile on her face. She kissed Ruby again. Ruby was now getting very familiar with the taste of her own pussy. This kiss lasted a long time, she could feel the stud on the top of Diamond’s tongue, quite close to the tip, the ring piercing her septum that lay against her top lip with its connected chain fixing the ponygirl to the wall. The chain was trapped between their lips, barbaric but sexy.

When Diamond broke the kiss, she snuggled up against Ruby, her lips on Ruby’s cheek. Their respective left breasts pressed against each other, nipples brushing. An arm went around Ruby possessively. Diamond smelt wonderful and her warmth eased Ruby’s aching body. A thoroughly exhausted Ruby soon fell asleep.

She awoke once, just as the sun was beginning to rise, faint light filtering through the high window in the stall. Once again, Tosh had covered them in a blanket at some point. She felt very emotional – maybe something she had been dreaming – and her eyes began to fill. She was so sore and stiff but she felt such a calm and a peace, feeling the rise and fall of Diamond’s chest against her own as the other ponygirl continued to sleep.

She was so confused. The preceding three days had been so hard, agonizingly painful, acutely physically discomforting, emotionally challenging and momentous – in many ways horrendous. Yet she felt a fulfilment that contradicted and transcended it all. Something about it just felt so right even though it made no rational sense.

Ruby managed to move her head just enough to give Diamond a half-kiss on the cheek (only half her mouth was able to make contact.) After a few minutes, she fell back to sleep.


12: Plump Cheeks and Sodomy

Day 9: Tuesday Evening

The only sound was the whistle of Kara’s breath through the air tube in her mouth. It was slow and regular, a sign that she had been alone and bound in position for a considerable time. She was half-asleep, her heart pounding initial excitement had ebbed away as the evening had passed with nothing further occurring.

They had put a vibrator inside her – only a small one, the size of Kara’s ring finger – but the battery had died a while back. It hadn’t been very powerful, designed to titillate and tease, not bring her off (and that was before the vibrations had petered away to nothing.) It had kept Kara simmering for an hour or so but denied her any satisfaction.

Much earlier, shortly after dinner, she had been sent to the servant’s quarters. There, Kara had been dressed in the latex catsuit again, the one she had worn for the torrid night she had spent with Tatyana. It zipped up the back to the top of her neck, covering her completely except for her crotch, buttocks and breasts.

Again, she had been laced into the matching helmet that fitted skin-tight to her skull. The only break in the rubber was for eye, nostril and mouth holes. It burned uncomfortably on her face and scalp, heating up inside the longer she wore it. She had also been blindfolded. Heavy pads pressed against her eyes tight enough that she couldn’t even open them.

For the first time, she wore an inflatable gag. She found this particularly unpleasant. Lily had expanded it further than was necessary in Kara’s opinion. It was shaped to fill her mouth, so when inflated it puffed out her cheeks, making her feel like a chipmunk. It put a strain in every direction, making her jaw ache, leaving her tongue pushed to the bottom of her mouth and trapped, unable to move at all.

To make matters worse, Polly had spent a couple of hours with the gag stuffed up her pussy. Before Kara had been blindfolded, she had to watch the scullery maid pull the fiendish device out of her vagina and accept it straight into her mouth, saturated in Polly’s pussy juice. She could still taste it now.

At least she had been spared the awful ballet boots. She was wearing the knee-high red stiletto-heeled boots that Angelina had gifted her. She was also laced into a brutally tight corset. They seemed to fit the corsets tighter every time they put her into one. Latex gloves had been put on her hands.

Then they had taken her down the service stairs to the middle floor – blindfolded! That had been scary, despite the fact that both Lily and Polly had been supporting her. She loved walking in the catsuit, though. It was such a sensual experience, feeling the rubber sliding across her skin, flexing and stretching to her movements, caressing her all over!

When she realized she had been taken to Angelina’s bedroom, her excitement went into overdrive. She recognized the scent of the room – everything about that first amazing night she had spent with Angelina was indelibly etched into her consciousness, frequently replayed when she masturbated. She hadn’t dared believe that she would get another night with Angelina. Her heart was thumping in her chest.

She had climbed blindly onto the bed, sat back on her heels when asked to. Another hateful collar had been locked around her neck. It felt like a pony collar, holding her head rigid and tilted slightly backward.

Lily and Polly had spent several minutes polishing the latex before fastening her into place. Two chains from the bedhead fixed to either side of the collar held her head in place, the top of her skull pressed into a pillow at the top of the bed. Her arms were stretched out and fastened to the top corners of the bed.

Bolster pillows were put under her waist, lifting her bottom high. Then a strap behind each knee was looped back to the edge of the bed and pulled, spreading her knees wide apart, uncomfortably so, before being tied in place. Finally, her ankles were pulled together and cuffed.

Kara couldn’t move at all and her buttocks and crotch felt acutely vulnerable, exposed and on display. She shivered with fear and excitement. As the two maids left, the vibrator was slipped inside Kara’s pussy. And that had been it.

She had tried to wriggle her hips, but they had stretched her so tight it was never enough to scratch the itch. She could do nothing but wait on the whim of Angelina. And wait she did. The adrenalin, the excitement, the expectation, all gradually diminished as she lay bound in place, listening to her breath whistling through the hard plastic tube in the centre of the deeply unpleasant gag. Nothing but a rubber slut awaiting her mistress.




Kara had reappeared on Monday morning, finally released from the stables after three days and nights as ponygirl Ruby. She had been both happy and sad. It had been an ordeal – too much for her at times – but she had loved it at times. It had been crazy and she couldn’t get her head around it. She found herself missing it almost immediately, though. She was officially a full-blown shameless pervert.

Every single miniscule part of her ached or hurt. Her bottom was raw, painful every time she moved. But there was something about being a ponygirl that was so easy. There was no need to think at all, just obey. Everything was taken care of. At last she could see the attraction. But at the same time it was a brutal life. And then there were the long hours doing absolutely nothing, usually in very uncomfortable bondage.

She had found it tough to get back to work, especially on Monday. It was a different mindset. They had trained her to think one way (or actually not to think at all) and then she had to switch back. But in the past two days she had managed to get a lot done. Both the big picture and the smaller pieces of Sapphire were all virtually finished. She would be able to start on the Diamond artworks on Thursday.

By the end of Monday she was very weary and stiff. It was a relief that she was sent to the servants quarters for the night. She was in bed by half-seven and asleep almost immediately. This time, the maids did wake her when they came off duty. She ate out Polly once more, then Lily and spent the night entwined with Lily in her narrow bunk.

The weather had been good today, allowing Kara to have Sapphire posed as required for several hours. The remaining work she could complete in her makeshift studio tomorrow.




It was several hours before she heard the door open and close. Then she heard the occasional rap of stilettos on the floor, other noises. Even then, it was still a long time before Kara’s existence was acknowledged. But her excitement and fear had kicked into gear once more, anticipation of what was about to happen.

She finally sensed that someone was close to her moments before a finger and thumb grabbed one of her nipples which hung underneath her, brushing the duvet, easily accessible with her hips raised so high. Her nipples were still sore from spending three days in clamps, but the discomfort was more than offset by the pleasure as it was rolled, tugged and squeezed until a hard pinch turned enjoyment to pain in an instant. Kara squealed into her gag.

“If you only knew how sexy you look!” Kara’s arousal surged at the sound of Angelina’s voice.

The fingers began to lightly slap Kara’s breast, making it wobble. Initially it was pleasant, but it soon became uncomfortable.

“I can’t believe I haven’t flogged these yet! You are so charming you are making me soft!”

Eventually Angelina tired of that game. Her hand moved up to stroke Kara’s latex covered back above the corset.

“I want to take your anal cherry tonight. Fuck that fantastic arse of yours!”

Kara shivered, very scared and a little thrilled at the prospect.

“Stick up one finger for no, and two fingers for yes.”

Kara didn’t understand why Angelina was giving her the choice. She thought her consent was given when she allowed herself to be place here on the bed. Angelina was free to do whatever she wanted with Kara’s body.

“Good girl!”

Angelina stroked Kara’s rubberized head in response to her answer.

“Let’s warm you up first!”

There was a long pause.

Splat!

Fire erupted on Kara’s left buttock, the burning growing in intensity for several seconds after the hit.

Splat!

This time on the right buttock. It was a broad, flat implement. Flexible. Kara was sure it was a strap. Kara’s buttocks were still very sore from her weekend as a pony, even the touch of her skirt on the welted skin was still uncomfortable. She cried out into her gag, instinctively tugging at her restraints, desperate to avoid more punishment. But there was no escape.

The blows rained down in quick succession, three on one buttock, then three on the other, the stinging growing and growing in ferocity, her backside a sitting duck, presented ideally as a target. Another four – two on each cheek. Kara was screaming, but the gag was suitably effective at reducing her shrieking to a muffled mumble. Her hips could barely squirm. She couldn’t attain the slightest relief from the agony.

Another three one side, three more on the other. Kara sobbed, tears pouring from her eyes. It felt like her bottom was literally on fire. There was a pause and a hand stroked the buttocks that felt like they had swollen to twice their normal size. The touch was like glass paper on a raw wound. Kara struggled ineffectually.

“A sore bottom is very good for you, Kara. Helps to remind you of your place. It keeps you humble and submissive, as you need to be.”

The strapping restarted, a volley to one buttock, then the other.

“It also enhances anal sex, I’m told, to have a cooking backside as you are sodomized!”

Again and again the leather tanned her bottom, the strapping continued relentlessly, Angelina pitiless. Kara sobbed and squirmed, utterly helpless, praying for the beating to end.

Eventually, she became aware that she couldn’t hear the crack of the strap contacting her flesh anymore. The pain was so overwhelming that she had lost the ability to distinguish the impact of any individual stroke some time ago. She felt the mattress give. Once more hands were on her beaten globes, cupping them, squeezing, pushing the muscles apart and back together again. Kara sucked on the foul-tasting gag, consumed with pain and arousal in equal measure.

Then fingers were rubbing her labia. Kara tried to shake her head, but she couldn’t even manage that, so overloaded with conflicting sensations, struggling to separate the pain and the pleasure. The fingers pushed inside her, burrowing deep, pulling out the dead vibrator. Next the vibrator was pushed against her rosebud, sliding into her anus, the wetness of her own arousal assisting its access. It was used to fuck her bumhole for a while, the friction on her sphincter felt good.

Two fingers worked their way back into her pussy, rubbing on and around her clit. Kara squealed again, rotating her hips as much as she could, driven crazy with lust, desperate for a firmer touch. But that never happened. The fingers pushed up her vagina, crooking, dragging back, pulling fluid down and out. Then the fingers were on her rosebud, rubbing the natural lubrication into it, sliding inside. It felt exquisite. The action was repeated twice more.

Kara felt the tip of a dildo prod against her labia. Fingers spread the lips wide open and the dildo sank inside her and kept going. It was big, stretching her as it reached its full girth. She gurgled, relishing the feeling of being full. She felt Angelina’s hips press against her burning backside as the strap-on reached its root.

Angelina’s hands grasped Kara’s ruthlessly corseted waist. There was a momentary pause, then Angelina began to fuck her forcefully, pulling back and thrusting forward, using her grip on Kara’s waist to get maximum traction. It felt fabulous to Kara, who was acquiring a passion for being fucked hard. Her excitement grew rapidly. She rode a wave of ecstasy that rapidly came to an end when Angelina pulled out completely without any warning. Kara screamed in frustration – at least the awful gag allowed her the freedom to vent her emotions.

“You are such a slut! Who would have guessed on the day I first met you!”

But her buttocks were being separated and she felt the tip of the dildo press against the centre of her sphincter.

“This will hurt at first but give it time. You’ll enjoy it, I promise you.”

A few weeks ago, Kara would have freaked-out at anyone trying to get into her back passage. But a week of butt plugs, enemas and euphoric hedonism made the prospect thrilling as well as scary.

The head forced its way through her rosebud, which stretched wide and kept stretching as the imitation glans entered her. The pain was excruciating, it felt like she was tearing, but Kara trusted Angelina completely – she wouldn’t let that happen. Her rosebud contracted slightly once the glans was fully inside her, closing around the shaft of the phallus.

Angelina kept pushing forward, sinking the dildo ever deeper into Kara’s bowels. As she did so, Kara could feel her intestines stretching to accommodate the beast. It was the strangest feeling – very disconcerting, like she was being penetrated to the core of her being - as well as extremely uncomfortable.

Again she felt Angelina’s hips press against her so tender, throbbing buttocks as she took the strap-on to the hilt.

“Good girl!”

A finger pushed back through Kara’s labia and stroked her clit again. Kara squirmed, feeling her bowels twisting against the dildo. She felt utterly controlled and powerless and it thrilled her.

Slowly, Angelina pulled back until only the glans was left inside Kara. The feeling as the shaft passed back out of her sphincter made Kara shudder. Pleasure, discomfort, pain and humiliation, she felt them all at the same time. She just let herself absorb the sensations. Putting her hands on Kara’s hips and gripping firmly, Angelina pushed deep once more, firmly this time.

“So tight! You are a delight!”

Angelina began to fuck Kara’s arse in earnest, slowly escalating the speed and hardness of her thrusts. It remained uncomfortable for Kara, with frequent stabs of real pain. But the friction on her bumhole felt wonderful and she was thrilled to be giving her anal virginity to Angelina.

The whole bed began to move with the force of the thrusts, Kara was rocked back and forth in her bonds and a peculiar joy engulfed her. This felt like a profound submission to the power of Angelina. Kara pulled on the straps that bound her wrists, knees and ankles, fought the chains holding her head in place. She felt acutely the restriction and discomfort of the corset, the collar and the helmet encasing her head, the ache caused by the gag in her mouth.

She was aware of the latex enveloping her body, slick with perspiration on the inside, moving and caressing her skin in a million places as it flexed with her motion. The pain of her abused buttocks, aggravated every time Angelina’s hips smacked into them as her stretched open bumhole was assaulted, her intestines plundered. The sensations were overwhelming and so numerous, her psyche and body being played like a violin. And it was all beyond her control!

Kara climaxed powerfully, hips spasming violently. She screeched into her gag as the euphoria took her out of herself. The orgasm had come without her pussy being touched at all – she would never have thought it was possible, yet it was happening. She struggled fruitlessly, savouring the experience, conscious of everything being done to her body and mind.

The cum slipped away slowly, she still felt ecstatic as Angelina continued to pound her bowels hard with the strap-on, Kara’s bottom lifted and presented for her mistress’ pleasure and amusement. She wanted this moment to never end. Eventually, Angelina came too, and collapsed on top of Kara, hips pressed against the bottom she had beaten and ransacked, the dildo fully embedded up Kara’s arse.

Kara felt her bumhole gaping long after Angelina had withdrawn the phallus. She was left as she was for a while, Angelina gone from the bed. But she was quite content, feeling at peace, calm and fulfilled. She didn’t know why, but everything felt right. There was no other place she would rather be. Her life had found meaning where there had been none before. It wasn’t worth analysis, that’s just the way it was and she wanted to celebrate her good fortune of stumbling onto Cacklebrook Farm that summer’s day.

Finally, the straps were undone, freeing her ankles, knees and wrists. But her hands were immediately pulled behind her and cuffed together. She felt a heavy chain connected to her collar underneath her chin before the two lighter chains were removed. Then she was pushed off the pillows that held her bottom high in the air, landing on her back on the duvet, her head on a pillow - the new chain giving her more freedom to move from the bedhead, if not to move her neck.

The blindfold and the gag were to remain. Kara felt the mattress dip as Angelina climbed back onto the bed. A hand stroked Kara’s rubber covered scalp. Fingers squeezed her bulging cheeks playfully, then moved down to her wantonly displayed breasts and nipples.

“You look fantastic in rubber, Kara!” Angelina’s tone was wistful.

She tugged on Kara’s nipples, squeezed each breast in turn.

“I really must find the time to beat these. You will find it very instructive! If I haven’t flogged your tits by next Wednesday, you will come find me and ask me to do it. I know you will, you’re such a good girl!”

Angelina’s hand ran over the rubber surrounding Kara’s exposed breasts.

“You’ve done so well! I’m so pleased with you!”

Then the hand was between Kara’s legs, cupping her mound possessively. Kara gloried in having Angelina hold her so intimately. She lifted up her hips, pushing her labia hard into Angelina’s palm. Already her arousal was starting to grow again.

Angelina laughed.

“Shameless slut!”

A finger pushed inside Kara’s pussy, teasing her.

“Listen to me. If you want to be ponygirl Ruby again, you have to ask. The next move is yours.”

The finger brushed over Kara’s clitoris, causing her to moan into the gag and her hips to spasm.

“But if you do, I want to get your hair fixed first. Not a mane, not yet. But coloured bright red. And extensions to give you length, so you would look like Ruby should. Think about it.”

Kara felt Angelina’s lips on her plumped cheek. A kiss. Then she heard the click of a light switch. Angelina didn’t speak again, but she snuggled up against Kara. Kara felt the warmth of her body. Her hand remained covering Kara’s mound.

Kara swallowed hard. She whimpered. It was going to be a long night.


13: Errors and Consequences

Day 22: Monday Morning

The buzzer on Angelina’s desk phone broke the silence in her office. She flicked the switch.

“Tatyana?”

“Your mother is at the gate, My Lady?”

Angelina made a sound of annoyance.

“I wish she wouldn’t just turn up unannounced! Show her in immediately she arrives, Tatyana.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

There was a time, only a couple of weeks ago, when this occurrence would have sent Kara into a panic, but she remained calm at this news, if a little curious. The farm didn’t seem to her to be the kind of place to entertain one’s mother, but it wasn’t her concern. She continued to obey Angelina’s orders, keeping her lips pressed to her boss’ pussy, her tongue gently working inside. She had been instructed to worship and pleasure Angelina without exciting her too much or bringing her to a climax.

This wasn’t how Kara had envisaged her first time eating out Angelina. She had dreamt it would be a big occasion, as when Angelina took her anal cherry, full of psychological and physical symbolism after an evening of huge anticipation, in Angelina’s bedroom. But instead, she was on her knees under her boss’ desk and her boss was actually working, apparently ignoring Kara and her ministrations completely.

Angelina was now officially Kara’s boss. A short while earlier, Kara had signed a contract to become the permanent, full-time artist and graphic designer for Angelina. Angelina had wanted Kara to go away for a couple of weeks to think over the implications fully before signing, as had happened with the first contract. For the first time – and likely the last – Kara had stood up to Angelina. She had no need of the two weeks, she knew already that she wanted to sign; she had never been more certain of anything in her life.

“Act in haste, repent at leisure!” Angelina had teased.

She had pointed out clauses in the contract that gave her complete control of Kara’s appearance, up to and including modifying her body. Kara knew this. She was stepping forward with her eyes wide open. She had never felt so alive and so fulfilled. She would not throw away this opportunity. So the contract was signed.

Angelina had immediately ordered Kara under her desk. Angelina’s office chair had a removable section in the seat. It was just wide enough for a head to fit. Her leathers had a panel over her crotch that unlaced and dropped down.

For the first time, Kara saw her mistress’ pussy. It was full-lipped, the inner labia just pushing forward enough to be visible. Symmetrical and perfectly shaped. There was a neatly trimmed triangle of hair above, pointing directly at the sacred trove. It was beautiful and Kara couldn’t wait to worship it. She felt honoured, despite the circumstances.

But she was still nervous as she kissed it. To be found disappointing physically pleasing her mistress would be a crushing blow. The labia were soft. Kara kissed them at the centre, then worked all the way up and down, reverentially pressing her lips. At last she found the courage to push her tongue inside, to taste Angelina for the first time.

Angelina’s hand on the back of Kara’s head pushed her more intimately into the crotch. Thigh’s closed around Kara’s ears, holding her in place. Kara extended her tongue as deep as she could up Angelina’s channel, caressing the vaginal walls, pleased to hear a sigh of pleasure.

“Good girl, that’s right!”

That was the last time Angelina had acknowledged Kara’s presence, more than quarter of an hour ago. Angelina was quite wet now and Kara’s mouth full of her strong, exotic, unmistakable taste. Kara was wet herself. Being between Angelina’s legs, her leather clad thighs gripping Kara’s head, While Kara pleasured the amazon was the stuff of Kara’s fantasies. She was burning with lust, despite the discomfort she was in.

Kara had just spent her third weekend as ponygirl Ruby. Tosh had released her from the stable this morning. Her bottom and thighs were covered in welts from the whip and the crop. Every slight movement of her hips sent forks of pain across her buttocks, exacerbated by the graze of her skirt over her tender cheeks. But the pain only brought back memories of her time between the shafts of the carts, which was just more fuel for her arousal. She was already addicted to being a ponygirl.

Also this morning, Kara’s corset had been laced even tighter. Angelina actually had a machine for tightening corsets and Kara had been placed in it to get her waist down to twenty inches. It really ached, a constant, unrelenting pressure reshaping her body. It was bad enough to wear when standing, leaning forward on her knees created even more pressure and shortness of breath.

Unable to bend from that waist, Kara had to use her hips to get her head low enough to reach Angelina’s pussy, which meant her hips needed to be further back from Angelina and at a sharper, more uncomfortable angle. She would have to lace down to twenty inches every day now, they had taken in her gymslip and it wouldn’t fit her unless her waist was the required size.

Kara hadn’t known what to do with her hands. She dared not let them touch Angelina. The only way to keep them safely out of the way was to clasp them behind her back – they might as well have been bound there.

The door to Angelina’s office opened suddenly and emphatically, in a manner that none of Angelina’s staff would ever attempt.

“Mother! So nice to let me know you were coming!”

“I was nearby, I have some free time. How are things?”

“Very good. How are you?”

The pleasantries continued as if Angelina didn’t have a glass topped desk which showed Kara on her knees between her boss’ legs, mouth glued to her boss’ pussy. Kara continued to suck and lick Angelina’s vulva – she hadn’t been told to stop.

“Don’t get up on my account, I wouldn’t want to interrupt!”

That was the first acknowledgement of the situation. Kara guessed Angelina’s mother was familiar with her daughter’s lifestyle, she hadn’t batted an eyelid.

“Oh, you aren’t interrupting anything. I’m just giving her a little treat as she signed her contract this morning, as well as checking on the progress of her oral skills. Stop now, Kara! Clean me up and close me up!”

Kara immediately focussed on licking clean Angelina’s labia.

“So this is the new slut that paints?”

“Indeed! I’ll show you what she’s produced for me in a while. Shall we have a coffee first?”

“That sounds wonderful, I had an early start and I’m just about ready for one.”

The panel in Angelina’s leathers was not a quick thing to close, there were nearly a dozen eyelets that had to be laced. Kara worked as fast as she could.

“So how is her mouth?”

“She’s making good progress – very fast learner, but not quite there yet.”

Kara was disconcerted at this news, she thought she was getting good – she’d certainly had enough practice in the last three weeks, including two evenings fixed in the queening chair.

“I’ll wait until she’s fully up to speed before I’ll try her out!”

“As you wish. She is, of course, available any time you want.”

As soon as Kara had finished the lacing, tying a neat little bow, Angelina spun her chair sideways and snapped her fingers.

“Out and up! Present yourself to my mother!”

Kara wasn’t capable of being shocked any more. Under Angelina’s authority she held a calm, balanced demeanour, an inner peace. She now accepted things as they came, good or bad. The fact that Angelina’s mother was sat in Angelina’s office in a skin-tight white leather catsuit, holding in a gloved hand a chain that led to sturdy nipple rings belonging to a figure completely encapsulated in latex and kneeling at her side, well, that was the world she belonged to now.

“It’s an honour to meet you, Ma’am.”

Kara dropped her deepest curtsy, despite the pain it caused her. She stood as straight as she could, feet together, hands behind her back, thrusting her chest forward, aware that she was being scrutinized, conscious that her lips and cheeks were glistening with Angelina’s pussy juice. She didn’t consider wiping it without Angelina’s say-so.

“Is that some Japanese I can see in her?”

“Korean.”

“Hmmm. She’s cute, a touch of the exotic. She’ll need some work. I love the school uniform! Very sexy and constantly reinforcing her status – nice touch!”

“Kara, you obey any instruction from my mother as if it came from me, absolutely no exceptions! Do you understand?”

“Yes, My Lady.”

“Your tie is crooked, Kara!” The lady had a penetrating gaze that caused Kara to shiver. Mother and daughter both had the same amazing violet eyes.

Kara immediately straightened the tie and pulled it up tight to her collar. She should have checked it as soon as she had stood up; crawling around and bending under the desk had left it untidy.

“I’m sorry, Ma’am.”

“Sorry is not good enough! If you represent the Aella family your presentation must be immaculate at all times. Your appearance reflects on us!” She had a strange accent that Kara couldn’t place, Mediterranean?

“She’s a bit of a dreamer, still. Attention focused on her own needs, not on mine. We’ve been trying to rectify the issue! Time to teach her a lesson that will stick, I think.” Kara could hear the annoyance in Angelina’s voice. Kara hated disappointing Angelina, and she had done it in front of her mother. She knew she would pay a price for that.

“You’ve always been too soft on your girls! I don’t know where you got it from, certainly not from me!”

Angelina’s mother was still a beautiful woman and the resemblance between them was clear, but her face was longer, giving her an aristocratic air. Her eyes had that slightly sunken look that a fine bone structure took on with the arrival of middle-age. Her hair was a thin white veil, worn loose, that almost fell to her waist.

Her figure was remarkable for her age, the catsuit revealing there was not a trace of fat on her body. She wore knee high, needle heeled boots in gleaming black, a matching wide belt and gloves with gauntlets that covered her lower arms, all the black a stunning contrast to the white leather. This lady would stand out in any crowd.

As would the woman kneeling beside her chair. She knelt stiffly upright, assisted by a waspie corset that gave her a remarkably small waist (even by the standards of Cacklebrook Farm) and an uncomfortable looking posture collar. All in black, she was wearing a latex catsuit and helmet. The only parts of her body that were visible were her nipples and areola, revealed by two circular, two-inch diameter cut-outs in the rubber. Each nipple had a heavy gauge metal ring pierced through it to which a bifurcated chain was attached.

The woman’s breasts were huge (again, even by the standards of Cacklebrook Farm) and out of proportion to her slim frame, the latex wrapping around them like it was custom-made. Kara couldn’t see the anonymous figure’s arms – they were behind her back – but guessed they must be bound stringently by the way her shoulders were pulled back and her chest pushed forward.

The helmet covered her head completely. There were two little grommeted holes under her nostrils and a plastic tube sticking out a couple of inches where her mouth should be. Kara could hear the faint whistle of each breath passing through it, she also recognized the bulging cheeks of a heavily gagged mouth pushing against the latex. Where her eyes should be was just smooth, polished rubber.

Like mother, like daughter!

“Kara, set up your commissions for viewing in the dining room, we’ll be along later. And do not wipe your face!”

“Yes, My Lady.”

Kara was dismissed.




As Kara passed through the hall, she stopped to look at herself in the large three-quarter length mirror fixed to the wall. With her bright red, full length hair and heavy make-up she doubted even her best friend Chloë would recognize her if they passed in the street. She looked as different as she felt.

Although the hair was the most striking thing about her appearance now, for Kara it was her eyes that were most noteworthy, because the change she could see in them went beyond the superficial. They were sultry – part of that was the make-up, but part was also the profound change within her. They glowed with a passion she had never had before. Eyes that had known the deepest, most intense, sensual experiences possible, witnessed the unlocking of the most powerful, primeval emotions of her fundamental humanity. She had discovered and embraced her true nature.

Angelina had been true to her word (she always was) and once Kara had asked for her ponygirl training to be continued, she had received the most extravert of hairstyles. Every other Friday a hairdresser came to the farm to look after the ponies manes. On her second Friday at the farm, her hair had been coloured a vivid red, loud and brash.

Kara thought it was more scarlet than ruby red, but then Sapphire’s vivid mane was brighter than sapphire blue, so she should have guessed what to expect. The extensions meant that when it was loose it fell almost to her waist. She looked spectacular and flamboyant, the complete opposite of her introverted personality.

When in her uniform she had to wear it in two braids – keeping up the schoolgirl motif – placed where her ponytails had once been. At the tip of each braid she had to entwine a broad red ribbon tied into a bow. She found the long hair a real nuisance – there was a reason she had kept it relatively short.

When in braids it was at least shorter, but still hung down her back and was quite heavy, swinging around quite violently as she moved around, getting in the way when she bent forward. When loose, it fell across her face continually, blinding her, dangling in the way. It took an age to wash and dry and braid every morning. It was labour intensive.

As she scrutinized herself, she saw her tie still wasn’t perfect. She adjusted it again. It was so trivial. Her lipstick and gloss were smudged from her cunnilingus session, Angelina’s secretions were drying to a glaze on her lips and around her mouth, yet her tie was the problem!

Her waist was so narrow it seemed unreal. She wrapped her hands around it. It hurt her and it was a torture device but it did give her an amazing shape. She smoothed her skirt which had got slightly wrinkled while she was under Angelina’s desk, then she moved on.

Outside, there was a huge white Rolls-Royce parked close to the front door of the farmhouse. It appeared that Angelina’s mother didn’t regard subtlety as a virtue.




Kara only had one easel but two large paintings to display. In the end, she had decided to mount the portrait of Diamond on the wall.  Angelina had several enlarged erotic photographs mounted on the walls of the dining room. It was impossible to escape the aura of sexual decadence that pervaded the farm, everywhere you turned there was something to incite you to lust, just in case your mind had somehow suffered a distraction. Kara had taken down one of the photos.

It was a close-up of a pair of buttocks of a woman on her knees. There were six cane welts, evenly spaced, freshly burned into her bottom. They looked livid and Kara remembered all too well what that felt like. There was a glass butt plug in the process of being removed from her bumhole. The sphincter was distended, being tugged outward as it resisted the largest part of the plug being removed. The glass of the plug was crystal clear and refracting the light passing through it, showing a flash of a rainbow. Underneath, a string of arousal was hanging off her labium. Kara found it exhilarating.

None of her artwork was framed yet, but she had managed to get the portrait suspended on the mounting hooks of the photograph. It would do temporarily.

The portrait of Diamond had been a challenge. Kara was reasonably pleased with the result, though not entirely satisfied. Capturing the racing pony’s musculature had been difficult. Her muscles were so pronounced it was easy to make them look cartoonish, or overcompensate and not do them the justice they deserved. When she studied it, she could see all the compromises she had accepted. But she had done the best job she could and she was sure most viewers wouldn’t see the struggles she had gone through in specific places on the canvas.

Kara thought she had captured Diamond’s facial features and personality successfully. Angelina seemed to think so too, which was what really mattered. The ponygirl was in her formal race-meet harness, which was white leather studded with chrome and boots to match. The contrast of Diamond’s dark skin against the white looked striking, especially with her tail and mane to match.

Her lead foot was off the ground as if she were bounding forward. In reality, the pony’s foot had been resting on a sloping block of wood in order for Kara to get the shapes of her ankle and leg muscles correct. Just looking at the picture brought the scent, taste and warmth of Diamond to Kara, memories of treasured intimate times she had spent with the ponygirl.

Meanwhile, Kara was completely happy with the portrait of Sapphire. It had turned out better than she could have hoped. She had really captured the grace, beauty and personality of the show pony, as well as the harshness and cruelty of the condition she lived in. Sapphire looked magnificent in her ostentatious show tack, proud and poised. Kara’s arousal went into overdrive whenever she looked at it and she cherished the occasions she had spent with this ponygirl. She would have liked to have kept the picture for herself.

As Kara had arranged the four smaller pieces on the dining table, movement in the garden had caught her eye. She glanced through the French windows to see Polly walking across the lawn to the flowerbeds at the very back of the garden. Her grey latex uniform gleamed in the sunlight. It looked like flowing liquid as the long skirt rippled and swung with each step.

All along the back of the garden, beyond the flowerbeds, was a thick line of stinging nettles. Kara had watched Polly step behind the last flowerbed and cut a large bunch of nettles – she was wearing thick gauntlets to protect her hands. Holding the nettles like they were a bunch of flowers, the maid walked back across the lawn towards the kitchen and out of sight. Kara shuddered as if someone had just walked over her grave.

The four smaller pieces of artwork had originally meant to be drawings, but Kara had enough time to expand the concepts somewhat. What had at first been decided as a close-up sketch of Sapphire’s face had become a small, airbrushed piece (the airbrush was one of Kara’s favourite mediums to work in.) She had been particularly pleased with how she had captured Sapphire’s eyes in that one, sparkling with passion between the blinkers, their blue depths matching the colour of her bridle, her lips peeled back by the bit being pulled deeply into her mouth.

Angelina had liked it so much she had asked Kara to do a similar piece for Diamond. She had been pleased with both. The remaining two pieces were drawings as first intended. One of Sapphire pulling her dressage sulky some distance away from the viewer against the backdrop of the lower meadow. The second was of Diamond galloping in the paddock. Both had Angelina seated in the sulky.

Kara stood back from the table, glancing at all six pieces that she had created in the last three weeks. She was proud of them and of herself. She had done herself justice and - most importantly - satisfied Angelina requirements. She heard the tapping of stiletto heels approaching and turned towards the door.




Ten minutes later, Kara found herself in a very different situation. She was now one of the objects on display, bent over the centre of the dining table, the smaller artworks of Sapphire to the left of her, those of Diamond to her right.

The skirt of her gymslip had been lifted to her waist, exposing her bare, whip welted bottom and thighs. Each of her ankles was cuffed to a leg of the table about thirty inches apart, which was quite uncomfortable for Kara in five-inch heeled stilettos. She couldn’t draw her feet any closer, but could widen her stance further if she chose, though that would only increase her discomfort.

Her red leather thong had been removed and pulled over her head so that the damp and sticky inside panel was pressed against her mouth. She could smell and taste her own arousal.

Around her neck a thick collar had been buckled. A chain at the rear held her wrists cuffed together high up her back, arms twisted awkwardly. Another chain at the front led to the edge of the table and then underneath it, where it was fixed in place, holding Kara down flat on the table, breasts and nipples squashed under her.

The pièce de résistance was a hook and chain arrangement that held Kara’s head pulled up and backwards. A large metal hook had been inserted into her anus. From that a chain passed up her torso and over the top of her head to a square leather pad that sat on her forehead. Two much narrower chains were drawn down from here to either side of her nose. These also terminated in hooks, though much smaller. Each of these hooks was inserted into one of Kara’s nostrils.

The chain had been tensioned very tightly, pinching Kara’s bumhole, pressing the oval shaped end of the hook against the side of her bowel. At the other end, Kara’s nostrils were pulled savagely back and her head pulled up so she could see the ceiling of the dining room.

It was a perfidious position. If she bent her head back as far as possible, she could relieve some of the strain on her anus and nostrils, but in turn, this hurt her back, shoulders and neck and she couldn’t sustain it for any length of time before she had to let her head drop as far forward as it could, pulling agonizingly on her bumhole and nose. Her nostrils hurt like hell and she couldn’t stop her eyes from watering.

This had all been done to her by a gleeful Tatyana and an impassive Lily. Then they had left, leaving Kara alone. A few minutes passed before Kara heard the tapping of stilettos once more – a single pair this time. Polly came into view in front of Kara. The maid placed a clear glass vase onto the table right under Kara’s chin. Kara felt a chill spread across her body, almost in slow motion. The vase was full of the stinging nettles she had watched Polly harvest a short while ago.

Their eyes met briefly. The scullery maid was nervous. She offered a sympathetic face and then she was gone.

Kara had quite a while to resign herself to her fate as she waited. She had wriggled and squirmed in a vain attempt to slip the chain, but that only inflicted more discomfort on herself. Eventually she heard voices, the rap of multiple stilettos.

“Now that is a well whipped backside!” The unmistakable - if undefinable – accent of Angelina’s mother.

“She spent the weekend as a pony.” The more familiar sound of Angelina.

A gloved hand cupped one buttock, then the other. Kara couldn’t help but flinch, her bottom was raw and the hands weren’t gentle. She gasped several times as the touches reignited the throbbing pain from the welts.

“Does she take good whip?”

“Very responsive. Textbook example of its effectiveness.”

“She has a beautiful arse. It must be tempting to find any excuse to beat it!”

The lady finished her groping by spanking each cheek hard. Then she tugged on the chain connecting Kara’s bumhole to her nose, pulling ruthlessly on her nostrils, forcing her head back even further. Kara yelled into the thong covering her mouth.

Angelina appeared in front of her, looming over her. She tugged the triangle of leather covering Kara’s mouth aside.

“Why are you in this position, Kara?”

“Because I failed to present myself to the required standard, My Lady.”

“Well, I would add again to that sentence. You have repeatedly been found wanting in this area. The strap doesn’t appear to teach the lesson effectively, so we will try something different.”

Angelina moved out of eyeshot, back around the table.

“Would you like to do the honours, Mother?

“I would welcome the opportunity to put the negligent slut in her place!”

An arm sheathed in skin-tight white leather with a black gauntleted hand reached over the table beside Kara’s head and lifted a handful of nettles from the vase.

“Slovenly appearance disrespects me, Kara. It is especially disrespectful when we have visitors. As an employee you represent me and my values. What are you saying about me when you present a scruffy appearance to a guest?”

Angelina leaned over the table, her face right beside Kara’s. Kara could feel her mistress’ breath on her cheek.

“It was not my intention to disrespect you, My Lady.”

“And yet you did! Answer the question!”

“That you don’t have high standards, My Lady.” Kara whispered.

“Exactly! Pleasing me, meeting my standards, these are your number one priorities. Your sexual preoccupations are secondary, always! You will not indulge yourself at my expense and forget why you are here!”

“I beg forgiveness, My Lady!”

“Not granted!”

Angelina dragged the panel of the thong back into place over Kara’s mouth. She pushed it inside, partially gagging Kara. Then she stepped back.

A hand - full of nettles – cupped Kara’s left buttock. It was like a thousand needles had been pressed into her tender, welted bottom cheek. The hand gyrated, grinding the nettles into her skin. Kara screamed, eyes nearly popping out of her head, grateful that the thong muffled her noise somewhat.

The hand moved onto her right buttock, repeating the action on her tortured flesh. Kara howled. Tears poured out of her eyes, she fought the hooks in her nostrils. Instinctively she pulled at her bound ankles, trying to draw her legs closed. Her hands tugged uselessly against the cuffs holding them. She could do nothing but wriggle helplessly.

The nettles moved down across the back of her thighs right to her stocking tops. Kara squealed.

“All your focus needs to be on pleasing me, Kara. Everything else is incidental.”

The pain continued to escalate, the stinging was agonizing. Kara continued to sob, to writhe and squirm, desperate for any relief she could get. There was none to be found.

For the moment Kara was forgotten, the two women turning their attention to her artwork.

“Impressive. She’s really captured the essence of Sapphire!”

“They get along very well. I thought it was important that Kara got intimate and familiar with her subjects to gain insights that would come across in the art. She’s perceptive and subtle and that comes across in the finished pieces. I suggest adopting a similar strategy if you want her to work with Excalibur.”

“Stable her as Ruby with Excalibur, you mean?”

“I would encourage that before she starts work. A week in your stables would be good for her.”

“She has versatility. I do like these. Is that an airbrush?”

Kara was panting, gasping in pain, still squirming frantically. Through blurry eyes she saw Angelina’s mother step in front of her to get a close-up look at the Diamond portrait hanging on the wall.

The lady was an imposing woman, but not as statuesque as her daughter She was still holding the chain to the rubber covered woman’s nipples, dragging her blindly along behind her. She had taken the slack from the chain, keeping a constant tension on the nipples and forcing the anonymous figure to stay close to her shoulder.

The latex clad figure’s arms were bound behind her in an extreme reverse prayer position, elbows touching just above her waist. Her hands, pulled up behind her neck, were in round little pouches. Lower down there were two oval cut-outs over her buttocks, revealing the bare skin of her bottom. The nettles that had been used on Kara were now wedged into the rubber catsuit so they were pressed across the exposed part of each buttock, perpetually stinging the unfortunate woman.

She was trying to stand stock still, but her hips were instinctively flinching and squirming, though she was controlling herself much better than Kara was.

“Exquisite! She has managed to capture that glow that Diamond has. She really is very talented!”

The older lady spun around and looked directly at Kara, her eyes sparkling with excitement and cruelty.

“You have all the accoutrements, Kara, you just need the training. A few weeks with me would sort that out.”

Turning slightly, she unzipped the crotch of the rubber figure beside her. Kara’s head was pulled too far back to see exactly what she was doing, but she heard a slurping, squelching sound. The lady held up a dildo covered in pussy juice. It was soft and flexible, not strong enough to stand upright, lolling over like a half-erect cock. It had very pronounced ridges circling the shaft, a concertina type structure that caused it to wobble and flex.

In different circumstances, Kara would have liked to experience the thing up her pussy, but she had too many other issues to deal with at the present time.

“Open wide, slut. Let me give you a flavour of Booboo, so you know what a fully trained pet tastes like!”

The lady pulled the thong from between Kara’s lips. Kara had to stretch wide to accommodate the dildo. As it was pushed into her mouth, the ridges all came together, solidifying the shaft. The heavy musk of Booboo filled Kara’s mouth and she didn’t find it pleasant.

“Can she deep-throat yet?”

“Pretty well, a little more work to do.”

The dildo was pushed right to the back of Kara’s throat and she managed to swallow it first time – much to her own surprise. The angle her head was held at made access easier than it could have been. She could feel the lateral grooves scraping her throat, a horrible and invasive sensation.

“Look at that! You can see her neck bulging! The shape of the dong!”

Pulling the dildo back out again wasn’t so easy as it expanded lengthwise and lost its structural rigidity. For a moment Kara thought it was stuck, but it finally dislodged, though it left her with a sore throat.

“Not a bad effort.” The lady remarked.

“She’s very willing, it’s her naiveté that is often her downfall.”

Leaving the dildo in Kara’s mouth, the lady placed the leather handle of her leash into Kara’s hand, wrapping the chain multiple times around it until it was so short that Booboo was bent over the table, her latex covered breast pressed against the side of Kara’s face.

“Look after Booboo for me for a moment, Kara. Don’t let her wander off! And make sure you lick all of her nectar off that dildo!”

Booboo’s breast was warm and soft against Kara’s cheek. It moved up and down significantly with each breath – the woman was breathing quite heavily. It whistled through the breathing tube in her gag. Kara could also feel her body twitching faintly as she continued to be stung by the nettles held against her buttocks. Angelina’s mother had moved out of Kara’s eyeline again.

“Ryan Pascoe is pencilled in for a portrait of Summer Flower when she has completed her transformation. If you could pass the word around I’m sure there’ll be more interest in Kara’s artistic abilities.” Angelina said.

“I think so. This has good potential.”

“And Excalibur?”

“Oh, yes. Most definitely. I know just where I could mount the portrait! Send Kara to me in the new year when her training has reached an acceptable level. I assume you are getting her tits enhanced?”

“As soon as can be arranged.”

“Then she’ll start to look the part! May I finish her punishment?”

“Of course, you know you needn’t ask, mother.”

The white clad arm and black gloved hand reappeared to Kara’s right, grasping the remaining nettles from the vase under Kara’s chin. Her eyes grew wide in despair.

The nettles dragged across Kara’s buttocks once more. At least with the dildo in her mouth she could scream without restraint. Down the back of her thighs once again, but this time they moved inside and were crushed against the sensitive skin of her inner thighs. Kara shrieked, writhing uselessly. But they continued up to be ground into her crotch, into the crevices where her legs met her torso, into her mound, into her labia.

Kara continued to shriek into the phallus in her mouth. She moved spastically, frenziedly, trying to climb onto the table to escape the assault, which was ridiculous, she was bound tight, utterly helpless to escape the cruel punishment. The hand corkscrewed, pushing her labia aside, mashing the nettles inside her pussy. It was the worst thing Kara had ever experienced. When would it stop?

Please stop!

It went on for long seconds before the nettles were withdrawn. But even then the pain and stinging continued to increase. Her pussy was on fire, her whole nether regions right down to her stocking tops. She writhed desperately, struggling against all her restraints, screaming and screaming, racking sobs making her chest heave, but could do nothing to alleviate the colossal torment, only increasing her pain from the hooks in her arse and nostrils.

“I think she felt that alright!”

“Thank you, Mother.”

“An absolute pleasure, Angie. I’m so glad I stopped by! But I do have to get going, I have an appointment to keep.”

Kara’s shaking head and blurry, tear filled eyes saw the white and black form of Angelina’s mother back in front of her. The leash to Booboo’s nipples was removed from Kara’s hand and the anonymous woman straightened up. The dildo was removed from Kara’s mouth – she assumed to be replaced inside Booboo.

The chain connecting Kara’s bumhole to her nose was pulled savagely from behind, pulling her head right back. Kara cried out, it felt like her nose would be ripped open.

“What have we learnt, Kara?” Angelina’s tone was stern but calm.

“Slovenly appearance disrespects you, My Lady!” Kara gasped.

“So?”

“I must present myself immaculately at all times, My Lady.”

“Good.”

The chain was let go.

As Angelina’s mother led Booboo out of Kara’s eyeline, Kara watched her buttocks flexing as she followed her mistress, the nettles contracting and stretching with each step, stinging her comprehensively and perpetually with every movement. She remained silent, though, except for the tap of her stilettos and the snap and crackle of her latex catsuit.

Kara was left alone again, but it would be a long while before the stinging and burning would abate in the slightest. Kara continued to sob, to squirm ineffectually, to pull futilely at her bound ankles and wrists.


Epilogue

Day 22: Monday Afternoon

The scarecrow in the vegetable garden was in operation again. The arms and legs of the cross moving on a random setting, sometimes waving arms, sometimes legs, sometimes all four limbs together.

Fastened onto the cross, her back facing the vegetable patch, was a young woman in a bizarre parody of a schoolgirl uniform. She wore a dunce’s cap on her head, an inverted cone held in place by a strap under her chin. Two thick braids of vivid red hair hung down her back, a large red bow weaved into the tip of each. They swung back and forth as her splayed body was moved by the mechanism of the wooden cross.

The skirt of her red leather gymslip had been raised to her narrow, tightly corseted waist and belted to hold it in place, displaying a bare bottom that had an underlying colour that was close to beetroot. She was wearing a pair of pretty little red boots, slightly above ankle height, with towering five-inch stiletto heels and smoky black seamed stockings that reached partway up her thighs.

Above the stockings, her thighs were an angry red, dotted over with white spots and little lumps, mottled skin that had been subject to a massive amount of stinging from nettles.

The buttocks had suffered similarly, but the number of welts from a whip on her bottom was immense, the combination of both gave the cheeks the full spectrum of red colours, from purple to pink, topped by a carpet of little white bumps and pinpricks.

Over the top of all this, spread liberally across both buttocks, both thighs, into the crevices of her groin, labia and inside her pussy was a coating of honey that shone in the sunlight. The honey was very good for the skin. It had healing properties.

Tiny moving shapes peppered the honey covered exposed skin. On closer examination, these proved to be live creatures tucking into an unexpected free meal. Flies of all kinds – bluebottles, greenbottles, horse flies, dozens of tiny little ones all buzzing around and crawling over the sweet-smelling tenderized skin. Wasps for some reason were more attracted to the rich odours emanating from her pussy, buzzing and crawling around her labia.

As the afternoon moved on, a couple of bees investigated and at one point a particularly intrepid mouse managed to get onto the cross and grab a quick feast off the young woman’s thigh.

What an interesting time it could have been for entomologists, should they have been invited to watch the spectacle.

She could feel the creatures roving over her stinging, burning skin, feel the vibration of the buzzing wasps wings as they burrowed between her labia. She shuddered repeatedly, sobbing forlornly, continually pulling uselessly at the straps that held her against the cross, but this did nothing to disturb the insects.

The young woman was left there for the entire afternoon. Later on, the sky clouded over and eventually there was a heavy shower, completely drenching her.

Despite this terrible experience, the awful pain and discomfort, the humiliation (even the rain shower) the young woman remained certain of one thing, there was no other place in the whole world she wanted to be other than here, at Cacklebrook Farm.
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INVERSION

Swot Turns into Slut!

Part One

Oona Calista




Student Charlotte Cain is in the midst of a personal crisis and deeply unhappy. She becomes obsessed with Crimzon, a leather clad Exotic Performance Artiste who she notices in a coffee bar, and in who she sees an outlet for her latent submissive fantasies. Crimzon is at first scornful that the studious, dowdy and shy Charlotte understands the true implications of giving herself to the cruel and dominant redhead, and challenges her to get a job as a topless waitress at the club where Crimzon is the star performer.

So, a game begins, with Charlotte dared to give total obedience to Crimzon. The initially cynical Crimzon takes total control of the young woman’s life, changing her inside and out, controlling how she dresses and presents herself. She sets a succession of harsh emotional and physical challenges in an attempt to break Charlotte and get her to flee. 




Charlotte is sent to live with Magenta, a waitress at the club, whose job is to train her to pass the interview to work at the club. Under Magenta’s guidance and Crimzon’s orders, Charlotte is transformed from a wallflower into a blatantly sexual woman.

Crimzon is relentless in Charlotte’s sexual objectification, but still Charlotte does not break. Increasingly, Crimzon is forced to respect the strength of her submission, her ability to accept excessive cruelty, humiliation and sexual use. Charlotte continues to fight to be accepted fully by Crimzon - her one and only goal, but can she crack the rock-hard carapace that Crimzon has erected to stop her heart getting broken ever again?

The first of two volumes charting Charlotte’s life-changing adventure features more than 61,000 words. 

Main theme is lesbian domination. Explicit sex, F/f, M/f, public humiliation, body modifications, exhibitionism, leather and latex fetishism, bondage, use of canes and belts.

[Excerpt]

The bouncer smiled at her and waved her through. Steps led down, curving around. There was a box office with a bored looking bleach blonde in a PVC bra behind the glass. She smiled at Charlotte as she passed. As the daylight faded, so the heavy base of dance music got louder. At the bottom was another set of double doors, this time black and opaque. Taking a deep breath, she pushed through and entered the club.

It was an immediate assault on the senses. The full blast of the music, darkness, yet the bright flashing lights, different colours and the stink of alcohol and sweat. There was a stage at each end of the room with a pole. The nearest one was empty, the spotlights switched off. The farthest one had all lights flashing, bathing a naked woman in alternating colours as she spun around a pole. Along the left side was the bar. There were no more than ten customers in the place, most clustered around the active stage. A couple of men were sat at the bar, watching from further back.

A nearly naked woman approached Charlotte, she was wearing a bizarre waitress uniform all in pink. Her long blonde hair was held back by a headband that glowed in the dark. Around her neck she wore a collar – like a shirt collar, but without the shirt – and from it a tie fell between her bare breasts. High heeled ankle boots, fishnet stockings and a little apron around her waist completed the outfit. Charlotte took a few moments to recognize her, but the waitress had also been at the coffee shop yesterday, she had been the one dressed conventionally in jeans and a T-shirt.

She flashed Charlotte a false smile.

“Hey! Follow me.”

She turned and headed for the bar, placing one foot in front of the other, swinging her hips exaggeratedly, suggestively. Charlotte saw that under the apron the waitress was wearing a tiny black latex skirt that hugged every square inch of her bottom. Across her buttocks, in pink fluorescent writing were the words Spank Me! The shape of the words flexed with each step, drawing even more attention to them.

Charlotte felt sorry for the woman, having to wear such a degrading outfit.

They walked right past the bar, which had a barmaid in the same uniform, except her headband and tie were yellow, and Charlotte followed the waitress through a swing door. Things were very different here. The floor was unburnished concrete, the breeze-block walls hadn’t been plastered, but they had been painted white once, which had turned to a dirty pale yellow with age. The corridor was lit with a bare bulb. The waitress held open the first door on the right and nodded Charlotte through.

“Thanks, Mage!” A voice called from deep in the room.

It was a big, long space. All down the right side were tables with brightly lit mirrors and stools. On the left of the isle were endless racks from which hung lingerie and costumes in gaudy colours, under which was the most bizarre collection of footwear Charlotte had ever seen.

There were three women in the room. One at the very far end, with coal dark hair, was standing looking bored, her arms folded across her prodigious chest. Charlotte’s arrival seemed to spark a mild curiosity as she turned towards her. She was wearing a porno parody of a schoolgirl uniform, her midriff bare and the skirt so short it barely covered her crotch. The nearest woman, with a big, platinum blonde hairdo, was sat buck naked on one of the stools, using the mirror to apply make-up to her face.

Crimzon was behind her, sat on another stool, leaning an elbow on the table. It was she who had spoken. Today, she had her hair in a single ponytail and was wearing a red leather waistcoat that laced up the front, her huge breasts threatening to burst out of the top of it at any time. Her skin-tight leather trousers were laced up at the crotch. She looked stunning, genuinely taking Charlotte’s breath away.

“You actually showed up! You surprised me! You’ve got some balls; I’ll give you that!”

She stood and walked towards Charlotte. In her knee-high stiletto boots, she towered over the student.

“Come!”

Crimzon took hold of Charlotte’s hand and led her out of the dressing room, down the corridor, around a corner and up some stairs.

“We can use the boss’ office for now.”

This room was plush. One wall was all glass, looking out into the club – one of those see out but can’t see in things.

Crimzon pushed Charlotte onto a huge couch and then sat astride her, her bottom resting on Charlotte’s thighs. Her leathers creaked and groaned as she settled, her breasts almost engulfed Charlotte’s face.

“So, the nice little posh girl wants to play with the white trash slut!” Crimzon spoke quietly, her eyes flashing with humour. Crimzon studied Charlotte for a few moments.

“Do you think you are the first to be infatuated with me? I’ve a queue a mile long, boys and girls both, all goggle-eyed, creaming their pants at the thought of getting into mine. I’m sex on a stick. I’m the ultimate object of desire, everybody wants me!”

“I would guess so. So why did you invite me here?”

“To give you a chance to prove yourself. Everyone deserves an opportunity, even though you will fail, like so many before you. If you are what you seem, a nerd looking to get her teenage rocks off before running back to mummy and daddy with her tail between her legs, back to her safe comfortable life, you won’t get very far with me.”

“My old life is what I want to escape! And for the record, I’m twenty.”

Crimzon laughed.

“How many boys have you fucked?”

Charlotte felt herself colouring at the personal question.

“Three.”

“More than I thought! How many boys have you sucked off?”

Charlotte looked down, hesitating before answering.

“None.”

“And you are an anal virgin?”

“Yes,”

“And how many women have you been with?”

“I’ve kissed two, including you.”

Charlotte squirmed in embarrassment.

Crimzon cupped Charlotte’s cheek in her hand.

“You are sweet, and you are naïve, and I am not a nice person. I would want to do bad things to you. You should go before you get hurt.”

Crimzon lowered her head and kissed Charlotte gently. Charlotte kissed back more forcefully, her hands rose to take hold of Crimzon’s head but the redhead pulled away and pushed Charlotte’s arms down.

“You don’t touch me without permission! You don’t do anything without my permission.”

“I’m sorry…”

“I do things to you and you accept them, that’s the way it would be. Total obedience. It would be nasty.”

“Maybe I want nasty!”

Crimzon laughed again.

“Baby, you don’t know what nasty is!”

She kissed Charlotte again. This time it was an altogether different kiss, like the one in the coffee shop; forceful, penetrating, dominating. Her hands wrapped Charlotte’s face. Charlotte wanted to reciprocate, to grab Crimzon, but she didn’t dare.

When Crimzon eventually broke the kiss, Charlotte was breathless. She had never felt so alive and excited in her life.

“You’ve made an effort. You look good. I appreciate that.”

 Crimzon’s hands moved down from Charlotte’s face, brushing across her collarbones. She pushed the dress off Charlotte’s shoulders, tugged it down until her breasts were revealed. Charlotte hadn’t worn a bra. At her age and with the size of her bust, she didn’t need one with her LBD.

“Small, but delightful!”

Crimzon cupped each one in a hand, gently stroking them, flicking her thumbs across the nipples occasionally. Charlotte quivered, pushing her chest forward to increase the sensations. She couldn’t prevent a whimper escaping.

“What would mummy say if she could see what her daughter is getting up to? Half-naked in a strip club, making out with an erotic performer!”

“I don’t give a fuck what my mum thinks, she’s a homophobic bigot!”

“What about when she turns the taps off, how will little CC fend for herself without the bank of mum and dad?

“I would get by.”

“Uh huh!” 

Crimzon pushed Charlotte right back hard against the sofa and dropped her head to take a nipple into her mouth. Charlotte squeaked.

One of Crimzon’s hands slipped into Charlotte’s dress where it had bunched at her waist, her fingers rubbed Charlotte’s crotch through her tights and panties. The student thrust her hips forward in response, grunting.

“Can’t deny that you are hot to trot! Your knickers are soaking already! I bet you’ve been diddling yourself off thinking about me, haven’t you?” Crimzon spoke as she moved her mouth to Charlotte’s other nipple.

“Yes!” Charlotte gasped as Crimzon’s fingers pushed her panties between her labia.

Crimzon raised her head.

“Yes, Miss Crimzon!” She corrected.
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