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Prologue

Barney Potter’s waist had said goodbye to 30 inches at the age of 18. It had said goodbye to 40 inches in his thirties. But that didn’t stop him from being a mad keen cyclist. His yellow, carbon fibre framed bicycle was made-to-measure, his wrist wore the latest gadget for monitoring his body’s vital signs and his performance, and he was wearing his favourite genuine replica ‘Tour de France’ Lycra suit – coloured pink, black and yellow. His rather large backside dwarfed the saddle it rested on and stretched the material of the suit to its limit. His hunched forward posture was an attempt to make his wide form streamlined and hid a beer belly that threatened to burst out of the Lycra. Barney glanced at his time on his wrist as he sped down the leafy country lane and pedalled harder. That one action proved to be costly.

His attention elsewhere, if only for a couple of seconds, combined with the Rolls Royce motoring so quietly, meant that Barney only heard the rumble of the tyres a split second before the limousine came speeding around the bend in front of him. The gleaming white car held the middle of the road and Barney found himself straight in its path!

His eyes grew huge, his face pale. Images of his wife and two kids flashed to the front of his mind. He turned hard to the left and waited for the impact. But it never came. The back wheel of his bicycle missed the front of the Rolls Royce by inches. But before he could stop, his front wheel dropped into a ditch, sending him flying over the handlebars. He bounced once and landed face first in the muddy ditch water. By the time he lifted his drenched face, spluttering, the Rolls Royce was already out of sight.

Barney never got to see who was driving. He never got to see who was seated in the back behind the privacy glass. If he had, he would probably have fallen off his bicycle a second time.




“Idiot!” The lady in the rear seat muttered as she glimpsed his massive pink and black Lycra buttocks launching into the air.

Her voice had an accent that was hard to place, it certainly wasn’t British. She had a curtain of straight, long, white hair that draped around her shoulders, and a long face that was nonetheless beautiful. It was hard to judge her age – at first glance, many would guess mid-fifties – but if one looked carefully at the tell-tale places, her neck for instance, or the skin around her top lip, a sharp eye would conclude it was closer to seventy, but she wore it well. She was wearing a white leather catsuit and her svelte figure could still carry it off. It contrasted strikingly with her black kidskin gloves and knee-high boots.

“There are just too many of them about these days, Ma’am.” The chauffeur remarked.

She was much younger – mid-twenties – tall and athletic, an imposing figure behind the wheel. Her uniform cap hid most of her hair, but around the sides and back the blonde hair was razored so short it was almost stubble. Her eyes were hidden behind masculine, mirrored sunglasses, and her lips were painted bright red. Her uniform was also of leather, a dark grey and tightly tailored to her form.

The lady in the back didn’t reply, but glanced down at the figure kneeling at her feet. It was a young woman, that much could be ascertained, though not much more. She was almost entirely concealed in black latex. A catsuit covered her completely except for two small, circular cut-outs at the tips of her extraordinarily large breasts, revealing nipples pierced with heavy gauge steel rings. She was wearing matching boots with incredibly high needle heels such that only a tiny triangle of the sole could actually make contact with the ground if she were standing up. The boots were laced all the way up her legs, terminating just below her crotch.

She was laced into a short ‘waspie’ corset that dramatically pulled her waist into a narrow hourglass shape. Her gloved hands were cuffed together and fixed to the back of the corset. A matching neck corset was laced around her throat, ensuring that she knelt stiffly upright. Finally, a helmet was laced tightly over her head, concealing all her features except her mouth. Swollen, puffy lips projected out of the hole in the rubber in an exaggerated pout, glossed in scarlet lipstick. Just above the mouth, two small holes aligned with her nostrils. They were the only features breaking the smooth latex that shone like wet tar, moulding to the shape of her face, ensuring that the wearer couldn’t see and remained an anonymous female figure.

An electrical wire was clipped to the ring in each nipple, which were thrust out extravagantly towards the lady by the woman’s enforced, stringent posture. The wires trailed to a box that sat on the pristine white leather seat next to the lady. The lady’s lips upturned into an enigmatic smile as she pressed and held down a large button on the box. A red light came on for the duration of the time she held the button down.

The latex clad figure jerked rigid as the electrical charge reached her nipples. Her head pushed back against the neck corset fruitlessly and she thrust her breasts out further towards the lady, a helpless reflex that gave the appearance of welcoming the agony from the shock and wanting more. Her gloved hands, bound behind her at the waist, pulled frantically at the short chains that held them. Her fingers stretched out, splayed, in their gleaming rubber prison, as if attempting to throw the pain out using her palms. Her lips, however, remained in a closed pout. Only a faint humming sound passed through them.

When the button was released and the red light went out, the figure’s chest rose and fell with heavy breaths, the movement exaggerated by the size of her breasts and the restriction of the cruel corset underneath them.

The lady reached out a leather clad hand and gently massaged each breast in turn, making sure to flick the nipples occasionally. Then her hand moved up to the figure’s head and stroked the rubber like one would casually ruffle a much-loved pet.

The lady looked out of the window again as the Rolls Royce slowed and turned off the lane into a driveway, stopping before a pair of iron gates at least 10 feet tall. The gates were painted black and featured intricate ironwork in swirling, curving patterns against the straight vertical bars. Behind the barrier, the driveway cut a black line through the shrubbery and trees. The foliage throwing the tarmac into the shade until it disappeared around a bend.

After a few moments, the gates silently opened up and the limousine’s V12 engine growled gently as the car glided between the two pillars that supported the iron. Immediately, the gates closed again behind them. On the left-hand pillar was a large black plaque, again in iron, with individually forged letters mounted on it.

The sign read Cacklebrook Farm.


1: Curiosity and Cats

She knew she was on private property. She had seen the sign, but the barbed wire had come away from a post enabling her to slip through the fence with no problem. Kara picked her way carefully through the foliage to a point where the ground fell away gently to reveal a high, stone wall. She could see trees beyond the wall, but she turned to her left. From this vantage point at the top of the slope was the prize she was looking for – the windmill.

Perfect.

No trees blocking her line of sight, the sun behind her and the mill rising grandly against the backdrop of the spectacular Downs. The rounded hilltops pushing gently into the skyline. The sails, broken and peppered with holes in places, still possessed the elegance and majesty the designer had intended a century or two before. Matched with the white, weather beaten boards of the mill itself, the image reminded her of a much-loved elderly relative – past their prime, relic of a bygone age, but still radiating dignity and class in a benign retirement. She could imagine the pleasant but musty smell the building would possess, should she ever have the chance to enter it.

Kara slipped the rucksack off her back and found a spot under a small silver birch to settle, her back resting on the trunk and the branches above providing shelter from the sun. She pushed her black hair back from her face in annoyance. She normally kept it tomboy short, but she hadn’t had it cut in ages and now it had grown past her chin. Every time she let it grow out, she regretted it, it was a nuisance.

She took a couple of pictures of the view with her phone, thinking she might want to paint it at some stage. Then, her sketch pad open, resting on her knees, she started reproducing the view before her onto the paper, fingers working swiftly and skilfully. Other than the occasional bird, the only sound was the scratch of her pencil. It was a perfect day to catch the image.

It was some minutes later the tranquillity was broken. First she heard a voice, quite distinctly the words ‘giddy up’. It came from the other side of the wall. Then the sound of footsteps, heavy and rapid…but strange, she couldn’t identify them. They certainly didn’t belong to a horse, but they didn’t sound like human footsteps either. They got louder, before receding and soon the quiet had returned. She continued with her drawing.

Twenty minutes later Kara heard the footfalls again. She stopped drawing and looked at the wall in bewilderment.

SNAP. Surely that was the crack of a whip!

“Keep your speed up!” The male voice could be heard quite clearly.

This time, as the quiet returned, she found herself unable to concentrate on her sketch anymore. Her curiosity had been piqued. Most of the work on the sketch was complete – did she have enough to be able to finish the work at home? Probably not. In the end she succumbed and put the sketch pad back in her rucksack. Slinging the bag over her shoulder she moved down the bank to the wall, wandering along its length to see if there was a feasible way to get passed it. There was only one way that she could see, a tree close enough that its branches passed over the wall.

Are you mad! I haven’t climbed a tree since I was a kid!

She fixed her backpack properly and found that it was easier than she had thought to swing on a branch and get her legs up to a foothold. She clambered up until she reached a level above the wall.

To her disappointment there was nothing to be seen from there, only trees and undergrowth on the other side of the wall. She noticed for the first time that there was broken glass cemented on to the top of the wall. There had already been the barbed wire fence earlier, now this. Conversely, these deterrents left her only more intrigued. Why these measures out in the countryside, in the middle of nowhere?

What caused the impulse, the compulsion that led to Kara making the decision, she would never really know. She was by nature neither impulsive nor compulsive. She reflected afterwards that maybe a life of boredom and over caution inevitably reached such a point of radical, reckless overcompensation, the need to do something outrageous, silly or dangerous. Or maybe there was a greater force at work, this was destined to occur, but she didn’t believe that. Anyway, she could have done the sensible thing, climbed back down the tree, finished her sketch and gone home. Instead, she decided that she could shuffle along the branch, swing from the branch and land safely the other side of the wall.

Some part of her remained rational, waving and calling from the back of her mind – that branch might possibly not hold your weight! Risk assessment!

It’ll be all right.

Her legs dangled below the branch, she lifted them to clear the wall. The branch sagged. The branch snapped.

Her arms flailed, seeking desperately for something to grab. Briefly her fingers fumbled around another branch, then her downward momentum took the lifeline away and with a jolt she landed on the top of the wall. She grabbed at the stone as she felt herself falling backwards and agonizing pain shot through her hands as the broken glass ripped at her palms. This stopped the backwards slip, but instead she found herself falling forwards.

It was a slow fall. Her jeans were held momentarily on the glass, but her weight was too great and the fabric tore, the glass lacerating her buttocks. Instinctively she tried to claw on with her hands, which only damaged them more as she dropped.

She landed in a thicket of ferns that broke her fall somewhat, though she didn’t appreciate this at the time. Kara lay still, enveloped in pain. Gradually, she worked out that her ankle hurt the most.

She began to cry, panic and fear overwhelming her. How could she be so stupid as to have done this! She had known it was foolish, but did it anyway!

Why? WHY?

Eventually, she sat up. Afraid of what she would see, she turned her palms up to inspect them. This calmed her somewhat. They weren’t cut open and bleeding profusely as she had expected. There was blood, and deep scratches that stung acutely.

Her attention turned to her ankle. Gingerly, she climbed to her feet, her face screwing up with pain whenever she put any weight on her left leg. She stumbled out of the undergrowth onto a dry dirt path. She tried to walk it off and it improved a little. Now that the initial shock was over, her panic was subsiding. She put her hands to her bottom. Her jeans and panties were torn in places. She could feel her bare skin. She looked at her fingertips. There was no more blood than on her hands as far as she could tell.

What to do?

The sound of running feet made her mind up for her. They were coming again! She hobbled behind a tree, dropped to her knees, then her belly, and shuffled into the undergrowth where she could still see out to the path. After all this trouble, she vowed she was going to get a good look at this mystery. She peered up the dirt track, hearing the footfalls get louder, but could see nothing. It took her several seconds to realize her mistake and she twisted around to look in the opposite direction.

What she saw stunned her, temporarily evaporating all her pain. She felt her jaw dropping in a comedic but genuine expression of astonishment.

A man was sitting in a tiny little cart, dressed in a full horse-riding rig with the red jacket and the peaked black hard hat. In his hand a small whip danced in the air. What took the sight from just plain bizarre to shocking was the cart not being pulled by a horse, or any other animal for that matter, but by two women.

They were virtually naked, wearing some elaborate harness of black leather, their arms behind them and their heads wrapped in black straps that held bits fastened in their mouths and blinkers either side of their eyes to restrict their vision. Knee high, heavy footed boots thumped down on the hard earth as they ran. It was these that created the peculiar footfalls that had so puzzled her initially.

As they raced past, she twisted around to watch them from behind. Their arms were folded wrist to elbow and strapped tight, their buttocks littered with weals from the whip. As she looked, she saw the whip flick out and catch the thigh of the woman on the right, leaving another fresh mark.

The cart disappeared around a bend and the figures were gone as quickly as they had appeared. She lay still in her hiding place, dumbstruck. Her heart thumped in her chest. Could Kara really believe what she had just seen?


2: Ferns and Buttocks

“Good Girls! You’ve both run your hearts out, I know”.

The driver had taken his hat off and unbuttoned his jacket. Now he had dismounted the cart, it could be seen he was close to six feet tall, his lean body set just the right side of skinny. His short, black hair was swept back from his face, the first signs of grey visible at his temples. Beneath dark eyebrows even darker eyes had a cruel aspect to them, softened somewhat by a full-lipped mouth that currently bore a disarming smile. From his coat pocket he produced two sugar lumps and proceeded to squeeze them into each of the women’s mouths around the bits lodged between their teeth.

“And you deserve your reward!”

He petted each of them on the side of the head.

Both women had been drooling from their stretched mouths, strings of spittle covering their chins, dribbles still falling onto breasts that rose and fell as they breathed deeply to recover from their exertions. Their faces and bodies were covered in a sheen of sweat that made their skin glossy.

The man had stopped the cart in a little clearing and detached both women from the traces. He had led them away from the cart on elaborate rein arrangements that ran from their nipples, through rings in the bridle that held the bit in place, to his hand. Fastened as they were, each woman was helpless to prevent being moved exactly as the man wanted. One woman had pierced nipples and the reins were fixed to her rings, the other appeared to have clamps screwed to her nipples from which the reins depended.

The breasts themselves were fastened into a harness of black leather straps that bound them tightly and held them high. The man now took hold of one breast from each woman, gently squeezing and caressing them, thumbing the nipple. Both women emitted low moans.

“Unfortunately, only one of you can have the extra reward of servicing me, so I propose a little competition to discover who is most deserving. I shall whip you, one stroke each in turn, until one of you emits a sound. The first pony to make a noise loses and the winner gets a major seeing to. Farts aren’t included, you can break wind as much as you like!”

The man led the two human ponies across the clearing. They walked quite differently. The woman with the pierced nipples, blonde haired, wore a very strange pair of heel-less boots that snapped back below the ankle every time the foot was lifted, so the toes pointed straight to the ground. In order to get her foot flat again, she had to lift her leg high and drop the foot at the correct angle so that the sole hit the ground first and her bodyweight forced the sole flat on the ground. Even then the height of the heel kept her foot in an acute arch.

Strange to say, but the boots really did make her feet look like horse’s hooves. Especially as from behind, when the boot was raised off the ground, it could be seen that the soles were shod with real steel horse shoes – although these were of a narrower, more elongated shape than those used on a real horse. The boots also forced her to prance in a very horse-like way, something that was more noticeable when she was walking than when she was running.

The second woman, a brunette, didn’t wear that type of boot. Though it was hoof shaped and steeply arched, missing a heel, her boot allowed her to take relatively normal steps. Such was the grace and ease with which both women moved in their boots that neither of them looked at all ungainly as they walked.

The man started to fasten the reins of both women to the branch of a fallen tree that encroached into the clearing. The nipples of both were stretched as he used the reins to bend them over from the waist. Because of wide, corset-like waist cinches that were a feature of the harnesses they wore, they were restricted in how far they could bend. When the reins were tied off, they were bent over as far as they could go, but not enough to relieve the tension of the reins on their tortured nipples. Both women’s faces were contorted with suffering.

“Right, let’s see which one of you randy fillies want the pleasure of my dick up them the most!”

Without further ado, the man unclipped his whip from his belt and slashed it across the left buttock of the blonde.

“Felt that alright did you, Ivory?”

Ivory’s hips gyrated as best she could manage. She stamped her feet. The long blonde tail that protruded from her bottom shivered and swayed.

The whip whistled through the air and landed with a resounding smack on the left buttock of the brunette. She stamped her feet as well, shaking her head, but remained silent. The next stroke landed on Ivory’s right buttock, but she accepted it without a sound.

Just a few yards away, hidden in the undergrowth, Kara watched the unfolding events in wide-eyed disbelief. Because of the large preponderance of ferns that made up the foliage, she had been able to crawl really close to the participants in the bizarre scenario unfolding before her. The greenery provided a virtually silent carpet to mask her slow progress. She lay on her stomach, propped up on her elbows, her injured hands folded up and pressed to her chest.

As stroke after stroke fell onto the women’s buttocks and thighs, she watched them writhe in agony, strings of drool leaking from their mouths. They were both panting. She couldn’t understand why they were putting up such a fight to win. All they had to do was cry out at the first stroke and they would avoid both the whipping and the prospective rape. With dawning realization, she was forced to accept the fact that it would not be a rape. Both women wanted the man inside them. Not only that, but wanted him so badly they were prepared to accept the most excruciating pain in an effort to be the one that would accommodate him. She found the idea stunning.

Both women had been struck six times and neither of them could stand still any longer, both fidgeting and squirming, caught in the terrible conundrum of desperately wanting to straighten up, but every time they rose it pulled intolerably on their nipples forcing them to bend over again as far as possible.

The man stopped the flogging temporarily, his face flushed.

“This is a jolly good show! I’m most impressed with both of you!” He declared in an almost pompous manner.

“It seems a shame that one of you has to lose, but rules are rules!”

His free hand pressed against one bottom, then the other. His fingers prodding the fresh wheals he had just created.

“Just think, one of you is voluntarily accepting all this suffering and all for absolutely nothing! Most amusing!”

His next stroke was noticeably harder, and with a much higher back lift. Ivory stumbled and almost fell over. Her shoulders heaved as she began to sob. As the next stroke whacked into the brunette, she took a step forward to steady herself but held her balance.

“To go this far and then to lose would be a terrible shame. You might as well hold out for the win now whatever the cost – give me the chance to whip your hides to kingdom come!”

Each woman took three more strokes. Then, as Ivory puffed and stamped over her latest infliction, the brunette nearly took off as a deep upward stroke caught her right in the under hang of both buttocks, causing her torso to snap up violently and pull extra agonizingly on her clamped nipples. Something between a grunt and a groan escaped her lips. Not very loud, but loud enough.

“I heard that!”

The man repeated the stroke and the brunette, knowing the game was up, gave full volume to her pain and howled. It was an incredibly distressing sound.

“That’s better! Now just one more for luck, Belle, and for losing!”

Again, he repeated the stroke, right under both buttocks. Belle howled again, tossing her head and stamping her feet.

The man re-hitched his whip to his belt. He was slightly out of breath. Moving right up behind the brunette, he cupped her livid buttocks into his hands.

“You’ve got a right warm pair there, Belle. I could cook an egg on them! And all for nothing! There’ll be no meat for you today, my beauty!”

He began to knead her bottom cheeks and she moaned; a pleading whine as best as could be made out from behind the gagging bit.

“You’ve done very well, a real improvement, girl. It’s the first time you’ve given a trained pony like Ivory a run for her money. You’re going to make a fine filly!”

He crouched then and planted a kiss on each of Belle’s butt cheeks. A strange, affectionate act after his brutalities of the last few minutes. As he got up, he smacked her.

“Don’t go away now!”

Belle looked a forlorn sight as she sobbed quietly to herself. Tears had run down her cheeks and mingled with the saliva dribbling from her mouth. Now her nose was running too and there was nothing she could do to wipe herself. The leather of her harness groaned as she leant forward to take some of the strain off her nipples.

“To the victor go the spoils, my leggy lovely!”

The man now took Ivory’s bottom into his hands and kneaded the flesh like he was making bread. Her head bobbed and she hissed at the harshness of his touch on her enflamed skin.

“Bit sore as well, eh!” He remarked as he moved around to stand in front of the blonde.

He playfully twanged the taut reins pulling at her nipples, a broad smile on his face.

From his pocket he removed a paper tissue and wiped away the drool and tears from her chin, mouth and bit, just discarding it carelessly on to the ground when he had finished. Holding her chin in one hand, he gently caressed her cheek with the back of his fingers of the other.

“What a beautiful pony you are. This will be a great pleasure!”

He unfastened the bit at one side of her mouth and drew it out from between her teeth, letting it drop so that it hung from its fastening on the other side. It was a thin rubber tube with a flat rubber extension protruding from the centre at the back, which was taken into the mouth as the bit was fitted, trapping the tongue under it.

Reaching under her chin, he undid the strap that was used to close the mouth tightly around the bit. Ivory flexed her jaw and peeled her lips back to reveal a perfect set of teeth, trying to work life back into muscles that hadn’t been used for some time.

“Down!” The word was said sharply.

It brought an instant response from the blonde, who dropped to her knees so her face was level with his white clothed crotch. The new position allowed the reins to hang slack, giving her abused nipples some much needed relief.

“Get me up, Ivory, good girl!”

From the hiding place in the undergrowth, a pair of eyes watched what followed with wonder. If Kara hadn’t of seen it for herself, she would have struggled to believe it could be done at all, let alone with the speed and ease with which the blonde accomplished it.

With only her mouth to use, Ivory succeeded in unfastening first the man’s belt, then his trousers, then lowering his fly. She buried her face into the revealed boxer shorts and emerged with his pride and joy sucked fully into her mouth. He groaned in pleasure and grabbing the straps that formed part of her head harness, pulled her face hard into his groin. She was held there for several minutes, her head bobbing as her mouth worked eagerly. The man stood with his head back, a huge grin on his face.

Then he pushed the blonde away, pulling his fully erect and pulsing member from her mouth.

“Up!” He barked.

With a grace that didn’t seem possible given her bound state and the peculiar boots she wore, Ivory immediately lifted herself back onto her feet. The man’s movements were urgent now and he wasted no time in unbuckling the crotch strap of her harness and letting it fall away. Her shaven mound was clearly distended and as he tugged out a plastic dildo – with a slurping noise – it could be seen just why.

Squeezing her cheeks to force her mouth open, he inserted the dildo deeply, until Ivory’s head jerked as she gagged involuntarily.

“Suck on that, my beauty!”

He moved quickly around behind her, his wand tumescent and waving in front of him like some hungry triffid. He pulled something from the pocket of his trousers and tore at it with his teeth. It soon became apparent it was a condom. He hastily rolled it on to his erection and without any preamble, he pushed aside the dangling crotch strap and tail and entered her. Both figures let out long groans as he sunk in to the hilt.

A smack reverberated around the clearing as the man brought his palm down hard on Ivory’s right buttock.

“Come on girl, giddy up!”

While the man stood still, Ivory began thrusting her hips back and forth, slipping up and down the hot instrument inside her. Another loud smack broke into the tranquillity of the woodland quiet.

“Harder! Faster!”

Ivory increased her gyrations, throwing her body weight behind each downward thrust, her face contorted from both the effort and the rising wave of pleasure that was consuming her. The man reached around and groped at her breasts, squeezing them before turning his attention to her nipples. He pinched them viciously, causing the blonde to cry out around the phallus stuffed in her mouth. He tugged at her nipple rings, twisting them. Ivory let out a low desperate moan, her face flushed bright red. The blonde was in a frenzy of pleasure and pain now.

The man was also losing his self-control and could no longer stand still. Grabbing Ivory tight around the waist, he began thrusting in time against the blonde’s thrusts. Their bodies clashed together, separated, clashed together, in an increasingly violent coupling, while beside them the forlorn figure of Belle stood arched forward and motionless.

Ivory came first, shrieking around the dildo and tossing her head in an orgasm that seemed to go on and on. Moments later the man cried out and his thrusts slowed and eventually stopped. Head now down, Ivory continued to thrust, but her movements were languid and exhausted.

“Steady girl, steady!”

The man withdrew from the blonde as she stopped moving. His hand slammed down on to her buttocks again with a painful crack and she gave a pitiful moan.

“Good ride, good girl!”

The man turned away and walked towards a nearby beech tree, his rapidly shrinking tool flopping about and looking far less grand than it had a few minutes before. He tossed the used condom into the undergrowth. After pissing, he closed his trousers and returned to Ivory. He put his hand down between her legs and his fingers began to probe, causing her to fidget and moan.

“Can never get enough, can you Ivory? You fillies are all the same! Well, you’ll have to make do with this gobstopper for now.”

He eased the dildo out of her mouth. Holding her nether lips apart, he carefully re-inserted it into her tunnel. The blonde shivered, lifted her head back, but remained silent as the instrument disappeared inside her. The crotch strap that dangled between her legs was then drawn up to be fastened to the waist of her harness, ensuring that the phallus would remain firmly embedded.

“Let’s get you bitted again. Having your bit out on a run, whatever next!... Your Mistress will never forgive me! I get into trouble when I spoil you fillies, you know!”

As soon as he lifted the bit, Ivory opened her mouth to accommodate it without any prompting, and with practised ease he fastened it back into her bridle. He quickly tightened the chin strap, ensuring she couldn’t move her jaw at all.

“Good girl!”

He slapped the blonde once more, this time on her thigh.

“In fact, you’ve been so good I think you deserve another sugar lump!” He popped it into the corner of her mouth, around the bit.

“Right, back to work now!”

He unfastened the reins from the fallen tree and led both girls back towards the cart, where he put them once again between the traces. Both girls had to brace themselves as he climbed onto the seat and the traces took his weight.

“One more circuit and then you’ll get your rub-down. No slacking mind, or you’ll both kop a good hiding in the stables tonight. Giddy up!”

He slapped the reins onto their shoulders and both women leaned forward, legs working, the cart moving. The whip whistled through the air once more and caught Belle on the outside of the thigh. The stroke was repeated on Ivory and the cart picked up a steady speed as it disappeared back into the woods.

The undergrowth rustled and Kara’s head appeared above the level of the ferns, glancing nervously around, before the foliage parted and she hobbled out into the clearing. She stood and looked at the fallen tree, at the discarded tissue lying in the grass, at the damp stain at the bottom of the beech tree. All proof that what she had just seen had really happened. Her eyes closed and she shook her head. It seemed every emotion in existence was whizzing around her head at the same time. Shock, astonishment, fear, excitement were just a few and she couldn’t begin to make sense of them. The only thing she knew for certain was that she had never been so turned on in all her life.


3: Stalls and Names

The stable door was open.

And Kara found herself drawn to go in.

It wasn’t that she was thinking in an irrational muddle, her thought processes were logical and coherent now. What she should do was follow the driveway to the front gate, get out and back to her car, drive home and count herself lucky to escape mostly in one piece. Yes, she was tired. She had been limping through the woods all afternoon trying to find a way back across the wall and her ankle wasn’t getting any better, but now she had a possible exit. She had found the house, with the yard and outbuildings – and the cars, which meant the tarmac driveway must lead off the estate. But she had climbed the tree after deciding it was a stupid and dangerous thing to attempt, and now she was going to have a look in the stable, which she knew was a dumb thing to do. Something was overriding that risk assessment faculty; it had slipped down her priority list.

It had a classic stable door with two separate halves. The top half was fixed fully back against the wall, the bottom half was almost closed but had been left ajar, leaving just enough room for Kara to squeeze through without having to open it further.

She pressed herself up against the wall, her heart thumping in her chest, waiting to hear voices or footsteps on the cobbles outside. She remained there a minute or more before leaning forward to peer across the yard to the house. It was very old, with small leaded windows she hoped were as difficult to see out of as they were to look into. Nothing stirred and she relaxed a little, turning her attention inside.

There was tack hanging everywhere, tentacles of leather and chain dangling lifelessly and tangled, so it was impossible to establish what each piece was for, yet their dormant power was inescapable. On one wall was a rack of more than a dozen different whips. In many ways it looked like a conventional tack room, but things were not quite the same. The longer and harder she looked the more obvious the differences became. She recognized a whole line of the waist cinches she had seen on the women earlier in the afternoon. There were several pairs of the strange boots she had seen, including two in vivid blue leather. The smell was pungent, an odd mixture of leather and disinfectant.

Something rustled behind her and she spun around, her face drawing into a grimace as pain laced up her leg. It had only been a small sound and if she hadn’t been so wary she would hardly have noticed it. The noise came from the area where the stalls were located, a corridor running off from the main tack room.

Kara had picked up a stick in the woods to give support to her injured ankle. She leant on it as she hobbled slowly towards the stalls, eyes darting nervously about. Again the rustling. The first stall she could see was empty, its door was open. But the second stall was closed and the noise had clearly come from there. She eased closer. The door was only four feet in height, she would easily be able to see over it. She hesitated a moment. One step. Another.

After the experiences of the afternoon, she thought she would be prepared for what she saw, but as she took that final step and looked down over the top of the door the sight before her stunned her anew.

A woman was curled up in a pile of straw in the corner, her arms folded wrist to elbow behind her back and strapped into place. Apart from a pair of the strange boots laced tightly up to her knee, she was naked. Her buttocks and thighs were covered in whip marks, especially the area at the bottom of the right buttock, which was a dense mass of wheals in several hues of red.

Because of the way she lay, her front and face were hidden. A head of long dark hair rested in the straw. High up on the wall behind her, two narrow straps were locked to a ring, descending into the straw and hanging loosely, but it couldn’t be seen what their purpose was. The woman moved a leg, causing another rustle of the straw. She was having trouble keeping her hips still, they were moving virtually continuously.

She watched the woman for a long moment. She guessed it must be Belle before she noticed that a plate beside the door displayed the name. She moved down to the next stall.

The plate beside this door read Ivory. She could see Ivory without having to peer over the door. The blonde was standing face against the wall at the back of the stall. Ivory had a striking presence in such a confined space, with a tall, athletic frame, her hair now loose and spilling over her shoulders and down her back. Because she still wore the strange hoof-like boots that lifted her up by at least six inches, she was standing well over six feet – her legs seemed to go on for ever. Like Belle she was now naked and her well whipped bottom was displayed in full view, the lower left buttock particularly heavily marked.

She stood in a strange position with her hands hidden in front of her and her arms sticking out like chicken wings. It took a while before the realization came that she was fastened to the wall by her nipple rings and that she was using her hands to lift her breasts, thus reducing the strain on her nipples. She didn’t move at all while she was being watched.

The next stall was empty.

The final stall in the line, the door was shut. The nameplate read Sapphire. More confident now she stepped straight up to the door… and found herself looking straight into a pair of eyes that stared straight back at her. She froze, waiting for Sapphire to speak or scream. As the seconds past she realized it wasn’t going to happen, and at the same time her mind began to register more fully exactly what she was looking at.

Sapphire knelt against the back wall, her back straight and her head abnormally high, held this way because a thin strap fixed to a ring high in the wall was connected to the thick ring that pierced her nose through the septum. The strap had been drawn cruelly tight so the only way she could prevent the strap tugging at her nose ring was to hold her head as high as possible. As with the others, she was naked and the way she was positioned served to thrust her large breasts prominently forward. Each nipple pierced with a thick ring.

Her hair was the most remarkable feature of all, coloured a violent electric blue it had been shaped like a mane, shaved completely bare on both sides of her head so that only a three-inch-wide strip remained across the middle of her skull. Unrestrained, it spilled down her back with some wild strands having fallen forward to settle around her breasts, one hanging across the corner of her face.

She would have looked like some kind of crazed punk rocker except that she had the most placid eyes that seemed at odds with her appearance and at odds with her current activity as well.

Her hands were laced into thick leather mittens that prevented her from using her fingers, but this hadn’t prevented her from spreading her knees wide and using the side of the mitten to rub herself between the legs. As she stared at the stranger peering at her over the stall door, she did not pause in her masturbatory act at all. In fact, after a few moments she stretched her knees further apart and made a small, plaintive whining sound.

As Kara stared at this frightening, bizarre vision she had to grab the stall door for support, her legs feeling unsteady, her stomach in knots. But despite this she was unable to turn away. As she watched, Sapphire lifted herself up on her knees and thrust her shaven crotch towards her. The woman’s whine was this time louder and her eyes pleading, the meaning beyond doubt.

Finally, Kara’s body and mind reached agreement.

Get the hell out of here now!

She turned.

Too late Kara saw the figure hurtling towards her, and then she was down, rugby tackled on to the floor, landing heavily. Her head snapped back and cracked on the concrete. For a moment she saw stars, struggling to breath as the wind was knocked out of her. By the time she managed to gasp a breath she had been turned onto her stomach and her arms were behind her in an arm lock. She was being lifted to her feet. She struggled futilely, but dazed and hurting all over she could offer no more than a token resistance.

“What have we here, then?” It was a female voice, spoken quietly into her left ear. “Trying to interfere with our ponies?”

“Please, I was only looking.”

What an idiotic thing to say! Why did I say it?

“Please let me go, I don’t mean any harm!” Kara choked back a sob.

“Save your excuses, it’s the Mistress you’ll have to answer to!”

She was pulled backwards, into the empty stall next to Sapphire’s. She cried out.

“Be careful, I’ve hurt my foot!”

She was ignored, manhandled back down onto her knees. She heard the rattle of chains, then felt her wrists being bound together. A wave of panic ran through her. The woman let her go, but almost immediately her wrists were pulled up, forcing her head down. She twisted her head around. Her hands were bound to a chain that rose to a ring in the ceiling, passed through and came back down to end in the woman’s hands. The chain was being tugged, drawing her bound hands higher and higher, forcing her head lower and lower, wrenching painfully on her shoulders. Kara shrieked.

“Please! No!”

The woman tied the chain off to a ring in the wall.

“No you don’t!”

Kara had been trying to get back on her feet to relieve the strain, but was knocked off balance as the woman shoved her. Then she felt a cord or strap being tied around her shins, pinning her legs together as well. Tears started spilling down her cheeks as the fear became too much. She had never been so terrified in all her life.

“Please don’t hurt me anymore!”

She could see the boots of the woman beside her head. She heard her sigh.

“What are we going to do with you?”

Then they turned out of her eye line and she heard them leave the stall.

Kara began to sob.

What have I done? Why?

She lay her head down onto the floor to try and take as much strain off her shoulders as she could. Her whole body was shaking.

“Let her up!”

Kara had only been left alone a couple of minutes, now there were three pairs of boots in the stall with her. She twisted her head to try to see more.

The chain was slackened and she was able to lower her arms. She was lifted to her feet and the strap around her legs was removed. She looked nervously around as her wrists were unfastened.

The man Kara had seen in the woods earlier stood beside a second woman, tall and imposing. She had long black hair and was astonishingly beautiful, radiating an aura that made her the centre of attention. She was the one who had spoken. The woman who had trussed her up was behind her, holding her.

“Let’s have the bag.”

Her rucksack was pulled free of her shoulders and handed to the woman.

“Are you a thief?”

“No!”

“Let’s have a look, shall we?”

The bag was opened and the contents emptied onto the concrete floor.

An A3 sketch pad, pencil case, purse, mobile phone, pack of wet wipes and a pair of sunglasses in a PVC case.

“I’m an artist! I was drawing the windmill and I fell out of a tree onto your wall and that damn broken glass cut my bum, and then I hurt my ankle when I fell off the wall, and I’ve been trying to find a way off your property, but I can’t.” The words came out in a rush.

The woman ignored her, flicking through the sketch pad she had picked up. The woman behind Kara – her original assailant - released her and stepped forward to pick up the purse. She was surprisingly small, though muscular. Her bare arms showing that she worked out. Severely short dark hair and dark, intense eyes presented an intimidating image, further enhanced by the tight black leather she was wearing. Riding breeches tucked into knee high riding boots, a sleeveless top that looked like a strange hybrid of waistcoat and corset, laces drawing her waist in tight and forcing her small breasts into a cleavage around the low-cut neckline. If she wanted to present herself as a tough nut, she succeeded. She opened the purse.

“Hey!”

The protest was ignored.

“Kara Lee.” Her name was read from her driving licence.

“Well, Kara Lee!” The tall woman looked up from the sketch pad, her eyes holding Kara’s like a rabbit caught in the beam of a car’s headlights. “It appears you are telling something of the truth – and you are good too!”

She handed the open sketch pad to the man and stepped right up close to Kara.

At five foot eight, Kara was a fair height, but the woman towered over her. Even taking into account the steepled heels of the boots she wore; she would have been significantly taller and Kara had to tip her head back to maintain eye contact.

Her eyes were ethereal, a violet colour that Kara had never seen before, endlessly deep and mesmerizing. She could not look away from them.

“Our property doesn’t begin at the wall. It is fenced off well before the wall. You were trespassing, weren’t you?”

“I didn’t mean any harm. I only wanted a good view of the windmill.”

Kara was trembling. She was aware that her legs were visibly shaking – her knees literally knocking.

“But you heard and saw something you weren’t supposed to see, didn’t you?”

She felt fresh tears spring onto her cheeks.

The woman grasped Kara’s chin between a thumb and forefinger, cupping the chin in the palm of her hand. She was wearing kid gloves, something Kara didn’t consider at the time, though whenever she remembered that moment – which she would do regularly – the gloves would always be an important part of the experience. Wearing gloves on such a warm day. The grip was firm and controlled, not painful.

Kara didn’t even think of pulling away. The woman leant in even closer. The subtle but distinct aroma of her perfume was another thing that Kara would never forget from that moment.

“Answer me!”

“Yes.”

“So, you tried to get over the wall to see some more, and hurt yourself trying?”

Any plans Kara had to feign innocence had evaporated.

“Yes.”

The man spoke for the first time. “How did you get over the fence, it’s barbed wire?”

“The fence was down. Anyone can walk straight through.”

“Are you sure about that?” he persisted.

“The fence is your responsibility Toby, check it out.” The woman released Kara’s chin and turned to the man. “Now!”

“What, all of it? I don’t know where the breech is!”

The woman indicated the sketch pad in his hand. “That picture should give you a pretty good idea. Get it sorted!”

It appeared the woman had the same effect on Toby as on Kara, as he scuttled meekly away to obey. Looking back at Kara, the woman gestured with her fingers.

“Turn around. Let’s see how badly you have hurt yourself.”

Kara shuffled around awkwardly. She felt the leg of her jeans being pushed up; her sock being pushed down. She couldn’t help flinching when she felt the woman’s gloved hand on her calf, even though it wasn’t a severe or painful hold.

“Calm down, we are not going to harm you – you seem to have been doing a good enough job of that all by yourself!

You have whipped women chained up in this building by their nipples and their nose!

“You have some bad swelling in that ankle. You’ve ruined your Jeans too! Ripped them open, and your knickers.”

Kara squealed as hands probed through the tears in her jeans, touching the bare and lacerated skin of her bottom.

“Some bad scratches there.”

“On her hands too!” The small woman spoke.

“These need to be seen to. Bring her to the house, please Tosh.”

The woman stood up, stepped round to face her again and offered her hand.

“Well, it’s a strange way to make your acquaintance Kara Lee. You can call me Angelina, for the moment.”

For the moment! What did that mean? Kara tentatively offered her hand in return, ensuring that her damaged palm avoided contact.

“I haven’t forgotten that you are a trespasser, or a voyeur – we will have to have words about that! But for now, luckily for you, my maid used to be a nurse and she will be able to tend to your wounds.”

Kara wasn’t sure what to say. In the end she said nothing as Tosh took her arm over her shoulder to support her, then led her out of the stall.


4: Counterpanes and Curtsies

The room was small. The low ceiling and tiny window served to give the impression that it was smaller still, but there was room for a double bed, just. Kara lay on her front on an intricately embroidered counterpane with a floral design, her face half buried in the cotton, which smelled of flowers too - freshly laundered. The curtains framing the window were made of the same material. The floral print wallpaper was a close match.

It was so perfectly conventional, so incongruous to all that had happened that afternoon. The thought only lasted for a few moments as the normality was shattered by the arrival of a woman dressed in a maid’s uniform.

Again, Kara stared, dumbfounded.

The maid bobbed a curtsy.

“If you please, Miss, My Lady has asked me to tend to your injuries.”

She kept her eyes lowered to the floor and stood as if waiting for Kara to speak to her.

Kara continued to just stare.

It was an old-fashioned uniform, like something from the Victorian era. Tight fitting above the waist, while below it voluminous skirts spilled to the floor. Her waist was the tiniest Kara had ever seen. The material was a strange, shiny substance that reflected the light. It was like looking at a polished black snooker ball and it made odd snapping, flapping noises with every movement. It gave off a strange, sweet odour that filled the room immediately, though Kara didn’t find it unpleasant.

The maid was holding a tray with hands gloved in the same material. In fact, the dress had a collar that came high up her neck topped with a delicate white frill, and long tight sleeves terminating in similar frills, so the only part of her body that was visible was her face. The rest of her head was under a white cap that was secured under her chin by two wide ribbons tied in a large, flamboyant bow. The edge of her dark hair was just visible at the front of the cap. Her white apron was equally elaborate, falling to her ankles in front only, with larger frilled edging. A front panel covered her bodice, with wide frilly straps passing over her shoulders.

After a long moment, the maid realized that no response would be forthcoming from the girl lying on the bed and she bobbed another curtsy.

“If you please, Miss, I’ll get started.”

She rustled forward to place the tray on the bedside cabinet and was now standing no more than eighteen inches from Kara. The skirt rippled like a black and white waterfall and she wanted to reach out and touch it, but did not have the courage. The smell was acutely strong now.

Side on, Kara could see how prominently her bust was displayed by the uniform, her breasts lifted high and thrust out, seemingly unnaturally large for her small frame. The costume also had a bustle, causing the back of the skirt to flare dramatically out from the waist. It was one of the reasons that the Maid’s waist looked so small. Kara briefly wondered how one could sit down wearing such an outfit.

She thought the woman was probably in her mid-twenties. She had a very pretty face, with delicate, small features that were perfectly proportioned. Though her manner was acutely deferential, she was not at all nervous or timid. To the contrary, each movement was exquisitely graceful, controlled and confident. Still, she kept her eyes lowered, refusing to look directly at Kara.

“I’ve hurt my ankle.” Kara said eventually.

“Which one, Miss?”

She curtsied again, before moving down to the bottom of the bed, a place too awkward for Kara to twist around and watch her. Kara dropped her head to the pillow again, able to hear every tiny movement the maid took.

“The left. Be careful, it’s very tender!”

“Yes, Miss.”

With great gentleness, Kara felt the laces loosened on her trainer and then the shoe was eased from her foot. Even so, a stab of pain caused her to wince. Her sock soon followed, leaving her foot bare. She felt the strangely clad fingers exploring her ankle.

“Ow!”

“I’m sorry Miss, I need to see if anything is broken. Can you show me how much movement you have?”

Kara drew circles with her toes, flattened her foot.

“Very good Miss. Is it hurting to do that?”

“Only a little, the biggest problem is putting my weight on it. That really hurts.”

“I can’t be absolutely certain until the swelling has gone down, Miss, but I don’t think there is any major damage. I’ll put ice on it, and later a support bandage.”

Kara briefly buried her head in the pillow in exasperation. How was she going to get out of here!

“It could be much worse, Miss. You could have seriously hurt yourself. If you had broken something in the fall, you could have been stuck in the woods and no one might ever have found you!”

Kara hadn’t thought of that. She had been so stupid, lost all reason!

The maid moved around the bed, her clothes snapping and crackling. Kara felt her fingers on her bottom, pulling at the tears in her jeans to assess the damage.

“You have some nasty scratches, Miss, but denim is tough stuff, it protected you from some serious cuts.”

“My hands, too!”

Kara stretched out her arms, opening her hands to show her palms.

The maid took the hands in her own as she examined them. Her gloves were an incredibly tight fit, one for which the term second skin was entirely appropriate. They literally wrapped every contour. Kara could even see the fingernails perfectly outlined underneath. The substance felt strange to the touch, slightly clammy, and she couldn’t work out if it was warm or cool – it seemed to be both at the same time. It wasn’t as slippery as it looked.

“Nasty.” The maid said, referring to the scratches on Kara’s palms. “I shall need to clean them and put on antiseptic, Miss.”

Kara made a noise of assent. Tentatively, she took the maid’s hands in her own, reversing the position, so that the gloves were displayed palm up in her hands, fingers splayed. The material was taut, not a wrinkle visible. A glossy black membrane that seemed alive.

“Is this rubber?”

“Yes, Miss. Latex.” The maid seemed obliged to curtsy every time she spoke.

“Your whole costume is made of this?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“It must be unbearably hot to wear in this weather!” Kara noticed the faint sheen of perspiration that covered the girl’s face.

“It is hot, Miss, but not unbearable.”

Releasing the Maid’s hands, Kara reached out towards her skirt.

“May I?”

“Of course, Miss. You don’t need to ask; I am at your disposal.”

She took a fold of the skirt in her fingers and was surprised at how thick and heavy it was. She rubbed the latex against itself, fascinated by the noise it made.

“Is it comfortable, when it’s not too hot?”

“No Miss, it is never comfortable.”

“I can’t imagine why you would wear it, especially in summer!”

“It’s my uniform, Miss. I have to wear it.”

“I’d change jobs, if I were you!”

“I’m pleased to be in service to My Lady, Miss, and proud to wear My Lady’s uniform.”

What an odd thing to say, Kara thought. The girl almost sounded indignant.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to offend you.”

“I don’t take offence, Miss.”

“Can I ask your name?”

“Lily, Miss.”

“I’m Kara, Lily.”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Please call me Kara.”

For the first time, Lily appeared to lose her poise and looked flustered.

“What on earth are you doing to my maid?”

Angelina stepped into the room at that moment, prompting Lily to drop a particularly deep curtsy.

“You have no idea how much training goes into creating a good maid, you cannot go around telling her to break the rules!”

Angelina looked even more imposing in the smaller space of the bedroom. She loomed over Lily.

“I’m sorry-!” Kara started to speak, but found herself ignored by Angelina.

“You will not dare to address Miss Lee by her first name, Lily!”

“No, My Lady.”

“And to remove any doubts you might have, when your shift has finished, you will write out the following phrase fifty times in your best handwriting, and leave the lines on my desk first thing in the morning. Repeat after me - I will always treat My Lady’s guests with the highest of respect and remember that my place is to serve them.”

“I will always treat My Lady’s guests with the highest of respect and remember that my place is to serve them, My Lady.”

“Correct! As usual you will use unlined vellum and a fountain pen.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

“You will also come and find me later; I believe you are in need of something extra to help you focus.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

“Now, what are you doing to assist Miss Lee?”

“I need to get some ice for the swelling, My Lady.”

“Good, be quick about it!”

“Yes, My Lady.”

During the whole conversation, Lily had kept her eyes on Angelina’s feet, continuing to curtsy every time she spoke, bobbing up and down like a bizarre life-sized automaton, accompanied by the intermittent rustle of her rubber skirts with each movement.

Then she was gone in a snap, crackle and pop.

Kara’s eyes darted about nervously. She felt herself beginning to tremble again.

Angelina perched herself on the edge of the bed beside Kara. She placed a gloved hand on her shoulder.

Kara drank in her perfume for a second time, found herself attracted to those bewitching eyes again.

“Kara, my dear. This is a formal household and I simply cannot have my servants encouraged to be familiar in that way. Please respect our way of living while you are our guest.”

“I’m sorry, I didn’t realize.”

Kara lowered her eyes, feeling shy and upset that Angelina was displeased with her again. Her insides were churning, a strange feeling eating away at her. A feeling she had never experienced before. She wanted to run, yet she relished the physical contact of Angelina’s hand and didn’t want it to be broken.

That hand now stroked across Kara’s back in a consoling gesture.

“You are a whole handful of trouble, young lady!”

There were a few moments of silence as Kara studied Angelina from beneath her lowered lashes. She had to be the most beautiful woman she had ever seen, impossibly beautiful. She wore a tight fitting, sleeveless black t-shirt that displayed her toned arms and shoulders, as well as her curvaceous bust and slim waist, which was tucked into equally tight-fitting leather jeans. Her effect on Kara was almost hypnotic – though she was sure she should be afraid of Angelina, she thought she was more afraid of not seeing her again.

“What’s going to happen?”

“Well, Toby has found the breach in the fence – it looks as if it has been down for some time – so your story holds up. I am sure you did not mean any malice, but your behaviour was out of order. You’ve hurt yourself and it serves you right!”

“I’m sorry.” Kara repeated.

“I’m quite sure you are.”

Angelina was silent a moment, her eyes boring into Kara’s as she considered her next words.

“I know you have seen some sights this afternoon that might be shocking and disturbing to you, but everyone has happily consented to what is happening here. You can believe it or not, but it is true!”

Kara wasn’t sure she could believe it.

But then…

“We appreciate our privacy, as you can see, so I would rather not make a big issue out of this. If you can be discreet about what you have seen, I see no reason to involve the authorities about your illegal actions.”

“As simple as that?” Kara’s tone betrayed her scepticism.

“It can be as simple as that, if you want it to be.”

“And I’m free to go?”

“I would rather you stayed a while and met everyone, so you could satisfy yourself that they want to be here, and so we can patch you up. You are not fit to walk or drive at the moment.” Angelina lifted her hands up, fingers spread wide. “If you are determined to hobble out of here, there is no one who will stop you. You are welcome to call yourself a taxi.”

Kara was silent. She believed Angelina when she said that. She didn’t know why she believed her, but she did. She was absolutely helpless, these people could do anything they liked to her, there was no need to trick her.

“It is nearly seven o’clock. I would like you to spend the night here and see how you are in the morning”

“Oh, I couldn’t put you to so much trouble!” Kara exclaimed.

“Nonsense, we have people staying over all the time! I will get Lily to bring you a phone up so you can contact whoever you need to, let them know what is happening! Your mobile will not work here, I am afraid, we are down in a hollow, surrounded by higher land and have never been able to get a signal.”

Kara was about to say that she didn’t need to contact anyone, no one was waiting for her and no one had known she had gone out for the afternoon, but she kept quiet. Angelina didn’t need to know that. Besides, against her better judgment, the idea of spending more time here excited her – and scared her too.

Even the fear is exciting. Am I going mad!

“Toby found a blue Ford Fiesta up there, is that your car?”

“Yes.”

“There was no key with the rest of your stuff?”

“It’s in my pocket, why?”

“If you give the key to Lilly, we can move it down here for you.”

Kara looked into Angelina’s amazing violet eyes, trying to read her.

“Thank you. You are being so kind.”

Angelina’s gloved fingers reached out to brush some strands of Kara’s hair away from the corner of her eye. The softness of Angelina’s kid clad finger brushed across Kara’s forehead, making her skin tingle.

“You have beautiful hair!” This comment made Kara blush furiously.

“Thank you.”

At that moment Lily re-entered the room and curtsied deeply. Angelina stood up.

“Rest Kara. Lily will get you anything you need, don’t hesitate to use her, it is what she is here for. In the morning we will have a talk.”

After she was gone, Kara could still smell Angelina’s perfume, feel her leather finger on her forehead. She was experiencing the oddest of sensations…. and a complete lack of control. And then she was looking at Lily…. Is this what happened if you couldn’t say no to Angelina….

Lilly bustled and rustled around the bed, removing Kara’s other trainer and sock. She helped Kara remove her jeans, taking exquisite care with her injured ankle. At Kara’s request, Lily removed her car key from her pocket. As she folded the jeans neatly and placed them on the dressing table her back was to Kara. There was nothing to be seen of her but black and white latex. The straps of her apron fell from her shoulders, crossing over her back to meet the narrower straps coming around her waist in a huge bow that draped across the top of her bustle. The maid looked like an alien life form, she sounded like it too when she moved.

When she turned, Kara could see the car key sat neatly on top of the jeans. Lily picked up a pair of surgical gloves from the tray on the bedside table and snapped them onto her hands with some difficulty. It was strange to see another set of gloves cover the existing pair she already wore.

Removing Kara’s panties was less straightforward. They had to be peeled off, literally, as they had stuck to the lacerations on her bottom with her blood. She let out a long moan. This was the start of an agonizing few minutes for Kara. First an ice pack was wrapped around her tender ankle, then the gashes on her buttocks were cleaned. This created a fiery sting that caused Kara to cry out and bury her head in her hands. She squirmed into the counterpane, her bottom trying to escape from the torment.

After Lily had applied the dressings, she thoughtfully covered Kara’s naked lower half with a sheet, something that Kara was grateful for, as being so exposed before a stranger was discomforting even though it seemed a small thing in relation to her self-inflicted injuries.

Lily asked Kara to turn to her side so she could work on her battered hands. She dropped to her knees beside her. Though the action was as graceful and controlled as all of Lily’s other movements had been, Kara noticed for the first time how upright and rigid the maid’s posture was, as if bending was a problem for her.

As Lily leant over Kara’s hands, her face drew so close to Kara’s own that they were only inches apart, and Kara could see how heavily and immaculately her make-up had been applied. The foundation gave her skin the texture of velvet, her eyebrows fastidiously plucked into narrow arches, eyelids thoroughly coated in black shadow and tipped by exquisite curling lashes that had to be false. Broad eye-pencil lines had a 60s style to them and her lips were painted a deep red, precisely defined even to the Cupid’s bow at the centre of her top lip.

The look both complemented and was enhanced by the black and white luminosity of her uniform. More than that, it appeared to be part of it, serving the same purpose as the uniform, removing her identity, her individuality. Kara tried to imagine what Lily would look like without the make-up.

“Ahhh!”

Kara gritted her teeth and tried to keep quiet as Lily swabbed her hands with antiseptic. She had never been able to handle pain well.

“Nearly finished, Miss.”

Lily, unable to curtsy, still managed to bob her head deferentially. Was she even conscious that she had done it? There was a sheen of perspiration across her forehead and down the sides of her nose. Kara briefly wondered how often Lily had to touch up her make-up on a warm day like this.

“How long have you worked for Angelina, Lily?”

“I have been My Lady’s maid for nearly three years, Miss. Before that, I was the scullery maid for a year.”

“Could you just leave if you wanted to?” Kara wanted to know.

“I am indentured to My Lady for five years, Miss.”

“What does that mean?”

“I signed a contract to enter My Lady’s service, Miss, when I became My Lady’s maid. I have more than two years left to serve. I am expected to honour it, Miss.”

“Do you want to leave, Lily?”

“Oh no, Miss. It is my sincere hope that My Lady will ask me to sign a new indenture when this one expires.”

“What would happen if you did leave?”

Lily stopped what she was doing, suddenly still.

“It would be the end of the world.” She whispered.

“I don’t understand?”

With incredible grace, the maid rose back up onto her feet. The noise her costume made was sublime.

“This is my world now, Miss. I could never go back to your world. If I broke my contract, I would be excluded from this world completely, and that would be more than I could bear.”

As Lily turned back to the tray on the bedside table, removing the surgical gloves, she once again revealed her dramatic profile - Big wide skirts bolstered by the bustle, below her tiny waist, which was below her large bosom. Kara wanted so much to reach up and run her hands over the woman’s latex wrapped body. The rubber fascinated her. It seemed alive. She looked away.

Stop!

“I will not put dressings on your hands, Miss. The skin on our palms is really tough. They are not so badly hurt and the air will help them to heal quicker.”

“Thank you, Lily, you were very gentle with me.”

“If you can try to lie still, Miss, get some rest, it will speed your recovery. I will be back in a short while with some tea for you.”

With an extra deep curtsy, the maid picked up the tray and turned to leave.

“Lily!”

The maid spun back around.

“Yes, Miss?”

“Could you please look at me for a moment?”

“Yes, Miss.”

For the first time, Kara got to see clearly Lily’s placid blue eyes as she raised them.

“I’m sorry that I got you into trouble. Please forgive me.”

“Yes, Miss.”

And then the bizarre maid was gone, leaving Kara with her wounds still smarting, enveloped in the smell of antiseptic.


5: Wheels and Weals

Kara felt the powdered latex slide across her body, clasp her, as Lily ran the zip up the back of the suit until even her neck was enclosed. The rubber was pulled taught across her torso, compressing her breasts against her chest, so that it hugged her in the same way as the arms and legs of the suit already wrapped her limbs. She felt the latex caress her skin, stretching and moving with every breath she took.

Angelina tugged her nipples so they protruded from the two small holes in the suit at the tip of her breasts. The holes snapped tight around the base of the nipples, causing them to swell and throb. Kara watched Angelina lean forward to suck each nub into her mouth in turn, capturing them between her lips and stretching them almost painfully. Almost. A wave of intense pleasure caused Kara to groan.

“No noise, Kara.” Angelina ordered.

Lily was pulling the helmet of the suit over her head. There were several seconds of panic as Kara couldn’t breath, then the nose holes were correctly aligned. The rubber gag attached to the inside of the helmet was eased into her mouth, the hole through the centre whistled like an asthmatic owl as she breathed out heavily. Then her entire head was gripped by the helmet as Lily zipped and laced it tight. It quickly became cloying and hot, intensely uncomfortable.

Now completely blind, Kara found her other senses became acute. The latex moved against her skin as if it were alive, her nipples felt huge, the smell of the rubber overpowering and intoxicating. The wedge in her mouth tasted foul, but the more she moved her tongue in an attempt to expel the intruder, the more she could taste it.

She felt something soft rubbing against her, working its way across her body and limbs, even her head. The suit was being polished. It seemed the cloth was pressed especially hard against her breasts, crotch and bottom. She pushed back against it, savouring the sensations it produced inside her. As it crossed her nipples, catching them and mashing them she couldn’t hold back a cry. Held in by the gag and helmet, it reverberated through her head. Even her feet were lifted and shined. She imagined what she would look like when Lily was finished.

“Isn’t she beautiful, My Lady!”

It was difficult to hear. Lily’s voice sounded far away and every tiny movement of her head caused the rubber to flex and rustle noisily around her ears. Next, she recognized Angelina’s voice.

“Just look at her nipples! She is enjoying this! What a slut!”

Kara jumped as her nipples were pinched. She bit into the gag as a spasm of euphoria sent her to a momentary heaven.

“Nothing but a dirty little pervert! Bend over, Kara, we are going to spank your bottom!”

Hands forced her head down, bending her right over so her bottom was the highest point and the latex was drum tight across her buttocks.

“I’m going to smack your right cheek, Kara, and Lily will smack your left, taking it alternately. While we are doing this, you are going to frig yourself off to show us just how deviant you are!”

Kara felt the second zip of the cat suit, the one that ended just above her crotch, being lowered. It felt good when her vulva, steaming in its hot and humid prison, was exposed to fresh air. She quivered, gasping into her gag, as she felt fingers brush across her labia, teasing her. Then her own rubber encased hands were taken and pushed into the gap in the suit.

A palm slammed into her left buttock and Kara had to take a step forward to steady herself. She widened her stance and braced her legs.

“Bring yourself off, Kara, now!”

A palm slammed into her right buttock.

“Now!”

As the fire of the two smacks dissipated into a warm glow, that glow moved straight between her legs and she immediately began working her rubberized fingers between her lower lips.

Then the spanking began in earnest, with each cheek being struck in turn, incessantly. Inside her latex shrink-wrap, Kara rode an ever-increasing wave of pain and pleasure. She squirmed helplessly, two of her fingers rubbing her labia furiously, then burying themselves as deep as they could go while her thumb started pummelling her clitoris, becoming increasingly desperate to achieve release. Everything about her slipped away, until there was only her crotch in existence, and the thud and sting of the palms on her bottom, and the only goal was the attainment of an earth-shattering orgasm.

Higher and higher the wave rose, harder and more furiously her fingers worked, an endless ecstatic vista surrounded her, centred on her clit.

“Cum, you filthy slut!”

As she reached the crescendo, she ground her thumb into her abused nub, losing all control. Her hips gyrating wildly, her head tipped back and shaking to and fro. She dropped to her knees. She howled into the rubber helmet, floating in rapture…

The way down was slow, the euphoria dissipated gradually, until she was left with complete fulfilment, total peace…

Kara opened her eyes. For several moments nothing made sense. As reality began to edge its way into her consciousness, she experienced the terrible disappointment of accepting it hadn’t happened. Every minute detail had been so clear to her, every moment so authentic. She stared up at the low beams that stretched unevenly across the ceiling. Her body was still humming from the sexual thrill.

She was propped up on pillows and the sheet had slipped down to her waist. The fingers of her right hand were gently massaging her right breast. Her weight was partially on her lacerated bottom, causing the mild pain she felt. The desire to squeeze her own nipple became irresistible and her fingers found their way to her stiff nub.

She closed her eyes again as her desire began to flame anew, but just as her left hand was creeping lower, down over her belly button, she stopped herself.

What was happening to her? Where were these feelings coming from? She should be scared by what she was fantasizing about, worried by all that she had witnessed, yet all she felt was the desire to experience more.

I didn’t know it was possible to get this turned on!

She tried to separate the imagined from the real. She remembered that she had been brought a phone and that she had called her empty flat and left a message on her answer phone. That had given her some reassurance. She remembered eating some egg sandwiches. She remembered being offered a herbal drink to help her relax. She remembered waking up once before. It had been dark and she had been hot and drenched in sweat. She had pulled her remaining clothes off.

She opened her eyes again. Sunlight streamed through the small panes of the leaded window, casting a square of latticed brightness across the bed. Her discarded bra and t-shirt lay beside her. She turned to look at the window but found her eyes drawn instead to the gleaming figure dressed in black and white standing by the door.

Squealing, Kara grasped for the sheet and pulled it up over her shoulders, mortified.

What had she seen?

“Have you never been taught to knock, Lily!”

Kara felt herself reddening, her hand came up to cover her eyes, as if this would cover her embarrassment as well.

“Yes, Miss.” Lily’s curtsy brought her latex uniform crackling to life. “Please Miss, I am sorry, but I did knock and there was no answer and My Lady had told me to check on you.”

“You need to knock harder!”

“Yes, Miss. Sorry, Miss”

There was an awkward silence. Kara tried to convince herself that with all that must go on at this house, what Lily might or might not have seen wouldn’t make her blink. She tried to put on a brave face, dropping her hand and looking directly at the maid.

“If you please, Miss, I will check on your ankle?”

“Yes, of course.”

Lily glided to the bottom of the bed and peeled back the sheet.

“What time is it?”

“A little after eleven, Miss.”

“Eleven!” Kara exclaimed. “It can’t be! I never sleep that long. What was in that drink you gave me?”

“Only lemon balm, Miss. Your body needed the rest. The swelling has almost gone, Miss.”

Gently, Lily manoeuvred Kara’s foot about, testing the joint. The feel of her rubber-clad fingers was strange, the sensation of the maid’s elastic palm holding her heel caused Kara to shiver.

“Is this hurting at all, Miss?”

“No.”

“You will probably still have a little difficulty walking, Miss, but in a day or two I believe you will be right as rain! I will put a support bandage on for today.

“If you will excuse me a moment, Miss.”

While Lily was gone, Kara reflected on her earlier thought. Given all that seemed to happen in this bizarre place, even if the maid had watched her writhing in a wet dream, it would have been an unexceptional sight. It still didn’t stop Kara cringing at the thought, however.

With her now familiar slithery rustle, Lily returned. Upon entering the room, she stopped, turned directly towards Kara, curtsied, and then moved back to the bottom of the bed. In her hand she held an elastic bandage, which she used to start binding Kara’s ankle.

Kara found the sight of Lily very erotic and she had to fight the desire to play with her nipples again, her body still buzzing with sexual arousal. The Maid’s movements caught the late morning sunlight, which reflected so brightly off the highly polished rubber of her uniform that it appeared to be generating its own silvery light.

While the outfit looked absolutely stunning, it was difficult to imagine how it could be more uncomfortable and restrictive. Although Lily hid it well, Kara could see she was unable to bend over to tend to her foot in the way that would have been most convenient. She appeared to be under complete physical and psychological control, dressed completely at the will of another, while her every movement and spoken word seemed to have to conform to a prescribed set of rules that reinforced her place as a lesser person than those around her. It was so wrong, and yet somehow thrilling. Kara felt a pang of guilt at her own ambivalence.

Lily bound the ankle very tight.

“All done, Miss.”

Kara wrapped her sheet protectively around herself as she shuffled to the edge of the bed and put her feet tentatively to the plush carpet. She felt a slight twinge in her ankle as she stood up. She took a couple of experimental steps, as Lily stood close by in case she stumbled. It hurt when she put her weight on the injured ankle, but not badly.

“How is it, Miss?”

“Much better, thank you.”

Kara felt relief that she was no longer quite so helpless.

“I really need the toilet.”

“Of course, Miss. If you would like to follow me, I will show you the bathroom.”

Outside the bedroom the carpet gave way to a wooden floor, suddenly each of Lily’s steps was accompanied by a sharp retort that reverberated off the walls, like a pistol being fired. It was clear that Lily was wearing stilettos under her skirts, which swayed hypnotically as she made her way along the landing.

Directly ahead of them was a door, which Lily opened before standing aside to reveal a large bathroom, the central feature of which was a stand-alone, old fashioned, roll top bath.

Kara stepped inside, not realizing that Lily had followed her in until she heard the different timbre of her heels striking the tiles of the bathroom floor. She turned around in surprise as the maid slipped past her, the heavy folds of her skirts brushing against Kara’s calf, a sensation that caused her to quiver, as if the touch had been in a more intimate place.

“There are towels and flannels in the cupboard, Miss.”

Lily opened the cupboard to show her.

“Toiletries in the cabinet.”

She crossed the bathroom to open the cabinet.

“Please help yourself to anything you need, Miss. Should you require any assistance, please pull the rope.”

The maid moved back towards the door and put her hand on a red silk rope that hung beside the light cord. She turned back towards Kara, standing close to her.

“It would be a please to be of service in any way you require, Miss.” She spoke quietly, eyes cast down at the floor, dropping another curtsy.

Kara felt herself flush again, sure of the implication of the offer, glad that the maid could not see her embarrassment.

“I’m sure I will manage, thank you, Lily.” Her voice was thick.

“Yes, Miss.”

One final curtsy and she was gone, pulling the door shut behind her.

Kara searched for a lock and couldn’t find one. Of course, how could the maid attend when you rang for her if the door was locked? She turned, pressing her back against the door and closed her eyes.

She wanted to call her back. Pull on the rope. Ring for the maid! She could still smell her peculiar perfume, still hear the distinctive noises she made with every tiny movement. She had a crazy compulsion to kiss those vividly painted red lips, a desire to feel those rubber clad fingers stroking her nipples.

This wasn’t her; she didn’t have thoughts like this, ever! Especially about a woman!

I’m not a lesbian…am I?

But Lily was so deferential and accommodating, she would do anything asked of her, whatever Kara wished. Hadn’t she just said as much! All she had to do was pull the rope.

She wasn’t thinking straight, she had read far too much into the moment, her perverse imagination running away with itself. It was just plain wrong and she had no right to be thinking this way. What she needed was a pee and a splash of cold water.

Her eyes opened and looked at the rope, but it remained untouched.

In fact, it soon became clear that Kara was in genuine need of Lily’s assistance. Her hair really needed a wash, but the palms of her hands were still sore and raw from her fall yesterday and she didn’t dare smother them in shampoo. She wasn’t able to do it for herself. Her resolve held. She didn’t pull the rope.

She gave her body a thorough wash, used some delightful scented oils and felt much better for it. But as she stood naked in front of the mirror, she was aware that she was scrutinizing herself critically, which was something she was never normally prone to do. She wasn’t self-conscious about her appearance in that way. She hardly ever bothered with make-up, and only minimal amounts if she did. This was a strange experience for her.

She didn’t consider herself beautiful. She was an oddity. Skinny, lanky even, she had narrow hips and small breasts. She had inherited her pitch black, straight hair from her Korean father (whom she had never known), and her pale skin from her white English mother, and her facial features from both of them. This gave her an exotic, not quite Asian, not quite European appearance. She had been teased unmercifully at school – that den of cruelty – as not being human, but an alien from Star Trek. Some wag had called her ET and the name had stuck throughout her school years. The racism to which she had been subjected had made her an outsider to this day. Kara didn’t have a high opinion of the human race and tended to avoid it as much as possible. Sure, there were a load of guys who found her exoticism ‘mysterious’ and fancied her for a notch on their bedpost, but she had received her fill of quips as to whether her vulva pointed east to west instead of north to south.

So now, here, today, Kara was having a bad hair day – the first in her life if her memory was correct. She had fluffed it, brushed it, and fluffed it again. It still hung tired and this time it bothered her. She didn’t want to analyse why. When had she ever cared what strangers had thought of her hair?

Searching through the cabinet, she found a product that promised ‘wet look shine’. It wasn’t something she would normally use, but she tried a bit and thought it looked ok. She finished up applying it liberally, slicking her hair back away from her face and behind her ears, close to her scalp. She turned her head from side to side while studying herself in the mirror. It was a bold look, but she was happy with it.

Wrapped in the sheet once more, she returned to the bedroom. The first thing she observed was a bright red dress draped across the bed. The next thing she noticed was that her clothes were gone, all of them except her trainers, which were neatly placed together on the floor at the foot of the bed. There really was no doubt about the implication this time. This was what they wanted her to wear.

Kara picked up the dress as if it would bite her. She never wore skirts. She lived in her jeans. The last time she had worn a dress was for her Mother’s funeral. That fact aside, this was no ordinary dress. For a start it was a brilliant crimson, like a traffic light on red. While it had a full skirt that fell below the knee, it was backless above the waist. There was a strap that buckled across the back and another that buckled around the neck to hold up the front. It left the arms and shoulders bare.

Kara felt the material. It was extraordinarily soft and tactile, but strange. It had a slight sponginess that reminded her of chamois leather, but it wasn’t, and was perforated with thousands of holes. They were too small to show anything, but big enough to make you wonder if you could. The quality was exquisite. Kara didn’t know much about fashion, but this was an expensive garment. Mega-bucks.

She was hesitant to try it on. It was not her in so many ways! Extrovert, opulent, girly – she didn’t do any of those things. She glanced to the head of the bed. Beside it was a red rope identical to the one in the bathroom. Would she really summon Lily and demand her clothes back? She was kidding herself.

Dropping the sheet, she stepped cautiously into the dress, pulled it up over her hips. It wasn’t until she had fastened the buckle around her neck that she realized the bodice had a vertical slash in the material, from high on her chest to below her breasts. While the rest of the dress fitted, it had been designed for someone with a bigger bust than she possessed and much to her relief this ‘style feature’ didn’t function as intended. Instead of parting slightly to reveal the inside slopes of her breasts and the valley in-between, the material closed together, protecting her modesty, unless she leant forward – she would have to remember that.

Smoothing everything into place, she stepped into the line of the mirror fixed on a wardrobe door, her eyes raised anxiously to view herself.

She took a sharp intake of breath.

This house is very old, Kara reflected, as she negotiated the staircase. The steps were shallow and narrow, so she had to tread carefully to keep her balance. With her injured ankle, this was causing both difficulty and pain. She held tightly to the banister, but this was hurting her hand as well.

On the floor in the bedroom she had found a pair of flip-flops, which she had assumed were for her to wear (even Kara couldn’t bring herself to wear her trainers with that dress) and the slap of the sandals against the soles of her feet denoted her slow progress down the stairs.

This rather took the wind out of her sails. She had been stunned by how good she had looked in the dress. It had done wonders for her confidence, and now she was progressing with all the style of an arthritic octogenarian. She had thrown caution to the wind, but self-doubt now loomed behind her, threatening to tap her on the shoulder

What, am I crazy? I really want to make such a fool of myself? I really want to flaunt myself in a lust filled frenzy in a stranger’s house? A really peculiar stranger’s house!

Yes, she did. She was scared, but she was excited and she didn’t want it to stop yet.

And I’m not even wearing any underwear! What kind of a woman doesn’t bother with underwear?

Deal with it.

As the staircase twisted round, she could see the bottom. The little woman who had tackled her yesterday (had they called her Tosh?) walked past, carrying a large wicker hamper, her muscular arms well defined by the weight of her load.

Kara stepped off the last stair and stood for a few seconds, glancing about her. The front door was wide open. She was relieved to see Lily coming across the hall. She was carrying two large blankets.

She stopped dead, curtsied.

“Just in time, Miss, we are nearly ready.”

“Ready for what?”

“My Lady suggested, as it is such a beautiful day, Miss, that you might enjoy a picnic lunch in the high meadow.”

A picnic! Well, she hadn’t expected that.

“What has happened to my clothes?”

“They are in the wash, Miss, except the jeans. We thought that they were not worth repairing, Miss, but if you still require them, I can retrieve them for you?”

“Yes, I better have them back.” Kara wasn’t quite sure why she had said that. “Not this moment, obviously, but when it is convenient.”

“Yes, Miss.” Bob. “If it would please you to follow me, Miss?”

Kara followed Lily out through the front door, to be confronted by the sight of the two harnessed women she had first seen yesterday, but this time hitched to a bigger cart that was parked right in front of the house. They both stood motionless, almost like they were standing to attention.

The cart was of a similar design, a tubular lightweight frame with bicycle wheels. The bench seat had room for two and behind this was a short platform to which Tosh was fastening the wicker hamper. She glanced at Kara, scowling at her, and Kara felt a prickle of fear – she still felt the bruises from her rough treatment by the woman yesterday. She quickly looked away.

“Hurry with the blankets, Lily!” Tosh growled.

She had a northern accent, Kara wasn’t sure if it was Lancashire or Yorkshire, she often had trouble telling them apart.

“Yes, Miss.”

Lily handed over the blankets to Tosh and then turned back to Kara.

“If it would please you to get aboard, Miss.”

She indicated the seat with her hand after bobbing yet another ubiquitous curtsy.

Kara hesitated, trying to work out the easiest way to climb up without putting her weight on her bad ankle, but it proved an easy manoeuvre in the end. Though she struggled to find a comfortable seating position, the bench was short and the footboard too close below it, forcing the knees unnaturally high. It made her acutely conscious that she wore no panties as the air circulated around her nether regions. The seat back was not high enough to provide satisfactory support. It was cramped. The whole cart was much smaller and lower than a conventional horse drawn cart would have been, Kara’s eyes were level with the shoulders of the two bound women in front of her. The sight of the white skin strapped tight in the black leather of the harnesses sent a shiver of trepidation and excitement down Kara’s spine. Not for the first time she questioned her own sanity.

“Steady, steady.”

At first Kara thought Lily was talking to her, but the maid had moved in front of Belle and Ivory as they had taken the strain of Kara mounting the cart. Her rubberized fingers flitted about, touching the heads and faces of the human ponies affectionately, before moving lower, out of Kara’s eyeline. Whatever her hands were doing caused Belle to gasp and Ivory to whine plaintively.

“Beautiful ponies!” Lily exclaimed, cupping a cheek of each woman in turn and planting a kiss on each bitted mouth.

“Lily.” Tosh barked.

The maid immediately moved to the rear of the cart.

“Yes, Miss?”

“Up here, now!”

“Yes, Miss.”

To Kara’s surprise, the maid climbed up on the platform behind the seat, squeezing in beside the hamper. The increase in weight at the rear of the cart tipped it back. The two ponygirls at the front both grunted and the muscles of their shoulders and arms tightened as they gripped the shafts and brought the vehicle level again.

Kara turned her head to see Lily inches away from her, directly behind the empty side of the seat, her tiny waist level with Kara’s eyes. The maid’s perfect hourglass figure was clearly defined, the outline of an agonizingly tight-laced corset visible through the close-fitting latex of her uniform. As Kara watched, Tosh passed a wide belt around that waist and drew it as tight as possible. Hanging from the front of the belt was a sturdy metal D ring.

When Tosh stepped up on the platform as well, Kara thought that Belle and Ivory were going to be lifted off their feet, but they were able to get the cart level again. Reaching around Lily, Tosh fastened the D ring to the rail that ran along the length of the seat back, securing the maid in place. Her hands briefly grasped the incredible waist as if marvelling that the female body could be formed into such a shape, then rose and grasped Lily’s prominently displayed breasts, her palms pressing into the taught rubber covered mounds.

“You’ve a lovely pair, Lily, I can’t keep my hands off ‘em!”

“Thank you, Miss.” For the first time, Kara detected a lack of composure in the maid’s voice.

As the hands squeezed, the thumbs and forefingers sought out and found the nipples. As they were pinched and rubbed, Kara watched them grow increasingly large, thrusting against their latex prison. Lily closed her eyes and opened her mouth. For the first time, Kara noticed that Lily had a tongue piercing. A silver ball set about half an inch back from the tip.

“Just give me an excuse and I’ll leather your sweet little arse until it’s black and blue!” Tosh whispered into Lily’s ear, Kara blushing as she heard every word.

Tosh’s left hand lifted from its breast and hovered in front of Lily’s face. If not for the small size it would have looked like a man’s hand, the skin was rough, the fingernails hacked unevenly short.

“Open!”

Lily obediently parted her lips and Tosh pushed her forefinger into the maid’s mouth.

“Suck on that, my cutie!”

Lily’s exquisitely painted lips puckered closed around the digit as Tosh manoeuvred it back and forth. Kara was too embarrassed to watch any more, even out of the corner of her eye and looked away. Then Tosh pulled her hands away and stepped off the cart. She gathered Lily’s skirts together, tucking them tidily into the narrow space between the maid and the hamper basket.

“I hear the Mistress laced your backside last night, Lily?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Oh, I’d have loved to have seen that! How many and with what?”

“Six with the forked switch, Miss.”

Lily jumped and pushed against the seat back, gasping. Kara assumed that Tosh was now groping the maid’s bottom.

“I think a tawsing on top of those would set you right, eh?”

“If it would please you, Miss.”

“Oh, it would please me greatly, and do you the world of good. Make you attentive at your job, reaffirm your place in the world.”

“Yes, Miss.”

Lily stared stoically ahead, but Kara could see the beginnings of tears forming in her eyes, and her rubber clad hands were gripping the rail on the seat back so tight it looked like the knuckles would burst through the latex.

If Kara had been scared of Tosh before, she was terrified now.

Lily struggled for breath, her corset exaggerating the movement of her chest as well as thrusting her breasts forward and up, amplifying the swelling and falling of a bust which already looked too big for her frame. Her nipples still stuck out prominently under her uniform and no more than eight inches away from Kara’s face.

But Tosh had tired of playing with Lily and had moved on to the ponygirls. Kara couldn’t see what she was doing, but guessed she was feeling them up now. Both women made noises. It was hard to tell whether from pleasure or distress. Their tack squeaked and rattled as they made involuntary movements.

“This will be your toughest trip yet, ponies! Three people and luggage up a steep hill. I wouldn’t have you do it if you weren’t capable, so remember that. But I warn you, you’ll need a lot of whip to make it!”

Tosh ruffled the tops of their heads like one would a dog, before crouching down.

When she stood up, she was holding two sets of leather cuffs, each separated by a few links of chain, and Kara realized the ponygirls had been hobbled to prevent them moving from where they were placed. Dropping them to the side, Tosh sprang up into the cart with athletic and experienced ease, and sat herself down beside Kara. It was a tight fit, and Kara felt the warmth of Tosh’s body pressing against her at hip and shoulder.

Tosh seemed to be wearing the same outfit as yesterday, leather jodhpurs and a waistcoat type garment that laced up the front, creating a little cleavage out of her small breasts. Was this her uniform too, Kara wondered.

She turned her head to Kara and ran her eyes across her lasciviously, a crooked, mischievous smile on her lips, more warmth in her green eyes than Kara had been expecting.

“You look right pretty, Lass!”

In contrast to Lily, she didn’t appear to be wearing any make-up and her severe hair cut – razor short around the back and sides, a little longer on top and tousled into the smallest of quiffs – meant she would pass for a boy from the neck up. Kara realized she was older than she had originally thought, passed 35 at least, she judged.

Kara was surprised at the compliment; all she could say was “Thanks.”

Tosh winked at her, before turning back to the ponies in front of them. She lifted the reins from where they lay on the footplate, and picked up a whip that was tucked down the side of the seat. It was a nasty looking instrument, maybe three feet long including the handle and semi-flexible, the blade curving under its own weight and so springy that it bobbed up and down as she handled it. She slapped the reins on the ponygirls’ shoulders.

“Trot!”

Kara watched as Belle and Ivory leaned forward in their harnesses, taking the strain. The cart moved forward and the metal shoes on the women’s boots resonated off the cobblestones of the yard, sounding eerily like real horseshoes.

Kara found her eyes drawn to the rolling buttocks and bouncing tails situated right in front of her. She could clearly see the roots of the tails disappearing into the ponygirls’ bottoms, the plugs moving with every step taken. The lower harness framed each buttock, each muscle bulging out, presenting itself, above the straps and ready for the whip.

Each cheek looked terribly sore, displaying countless whip marks that in places were so dense the individual lines could no longer be made out. The tenderized skin here was beetroot in colour and flexed with each movement of the leg. Kara tried to imagine how much discomfort the two women must be in.

The cart quickly picked up speed, Tosh directing it out of the yard and onto the driveway. Soon, however, with a sharp tug on the reins, the ponygirls were turned to the left to leave the driveway for a narrow dirt track into the woods that was just wide enough for the cart.

Kara found the experience exhilarating. In reality, they weren’t travelling very fast and the cramped seating position, together with the jerky bumping ride, was not in the least comfortable, but it was compelling.

“Gallop!” Tosh called, slapping the reins against shoulders again.

The speed increased immediately, even though they were starting up an incline. As they came to a fork in the track, Tosh steered them to the right.

When Kara managed to tear her attention from the bouncing bottoms in front of her, she could see the wood ending ahead, with blue sky beyond. Then they burst out from the trees into a field, which sloped steeply to the brow of a hill. It was becoming a much harder job for the human ponies now and the pace started to slow, forcing Tosh to employ the whip for the first time. She did not spare them and the tip bit into the cheeks with a solid splat. The effect was instantaneous, both Belle and Ivory flinching, gurgling through their bits and leaping forward as if they were being chased by the devil.

Unlike yesterday, the ponygirls’ hands were not tied behind their backs, but fastened to the shafts at their sides by a complicated looking arrangement. Wide belts laced brutally tight around their waists held struts that fastened to a bar in front of the footplate. Each woman had two such struts coming from the back of the belt, and then one more on either side of the belt that fastened them similarly to the shafts. Each strut had a pivot at both ends and looked like a shock absorber or mini bicycle pump. In addition, leather sleeves wrapping both the shafts and the ponies’ forearms held them tightly in position and the end of the shafts curved up into handles with rubber grips, which the sleeves forced the ponies to wrap their hands around, unable to remove them.

This arrangement almost made each pony part of the cart, every subtle movement being instantly transmitted to the vehicle at the same time as giving neither pony any unrelated freedom of movement. It also allowed the ponies to pull the cart forward very effectively, even uphill, and manoeuvre around obstacles such as tree stumps with ease.

Whrrup.

Whrrup.

As the pace slowed, so Tosh’s use of the whip increased. Much to Kara’s awe, it worked as well! The cart kept moving, the ponies digging into the slope in a fruitless attempt to escape the bite of the leather.

Whrrup.

Whrrup.

Whrrup.

Whrrup.

The worst of the hill was traversed, the ponies panting heavily, whining desperately, pitifully, when the whip cut into their well-punished buttocks. The higher up the meadow they got, the shallower the incline became. Kara could see the top now, where a high hedgerow blocked any further passage.

“Good ponies! Trot on.” Tosh called.

She slowed the frequency of her strokes, but didn’t stop.

“I can’t see Angelina?”

Kara was scanning the length and breadth of the meadow.

“My Lady will be along shortly, Miss. She is giving Sapphire her morning run.” Lily answered.

Kara remembered the strange woman she had seen yesterday, and the mental image shocked her again. What had she got herself into? A chill ran up her spine, both of fear and excitement, at the prospect of seeing Sapphire again.

“Whoa!”

Tosh pulled sharply on the reins, and with a clinking of harness the ponies pulled to a stop about twenty feet short of the hedgerow. They were both still breathing heavily, rasping around their bits. The brunette Belle seemed to be in the worst shape of the two, slumped forward as much as her harness and collar would allow. Tosh applied the parking brake to hold the cart still, then the fiendish whip whispered one final time, kissing Belle’s lower right buttock and causing her to howl in pain.

“Posture!” Tosh snapped.

Belle immediately straightened, feet together, as if standing to attention. Even Ivory responded as well, standing taller. Satisfied, Tosh stored the whip back down the side of the seat and dismounted.

Unsure what to do, Kara found herself remaining seated, her eyes on Belle’s bottom and particularly focused on the weal the last whip stroke had created. Unable to resist, she leaned forward and her fingers touched the livid red line. Belle flinched at the contact, though she tried hard not to. Kara could feel the unyielding raised line defined against the soft skin either side of it. It was hot. Self-conscious and nervous, Kara quickly withdrew her hand.

Lily had been unfastened and had stepped down from the cart. She had the rugs in her hands. Tosh unfastened the hamper and laid it flat in the grass. Gingerly, and with no grace at all, Kara managed to climb out of the cart. A brief twinge of pain shot through her injured ankle. With her bare back and no underwear, she felt uncomfortably exposed. She glanced at the ponies, wanting to touch them again, but not having the courage.

Lily was spreading the rugs out across the grass, next to each other. She was having difficulty, encumbered as she was by the voluminous skirts of her uniform and Kara was surprised when Tosh helped her.

“Thank you, Miss.”

From the hamper she produced a cushion, which she dropped onto the nearest rug to Kara.

“If it would please you, Miss, it would be good to rest your ankle as much as possible.”

Kara took up the invitation and lay down on the rug, resting against the cushion. She noticed for the first time the glorious view that this location provided. Extensive woodland defined most of the undulating terrain, interspersed with green spaces. In the centre, the old house basked in the sunshine, its red roof tiles sprinkled with green moss, its crooked gables defining its age. A chocolate box image that completely belied the reality of what occurred there. The yard with the stable blocks could be clearly seen, several cars parked there – including her own battered Fiesta, she noticed. Beyond the outbuildings was another large meadow, this one flat, and then more trees, showing just how secluded the property was, snuggled in a little hollow. The whole cause of this extraordinary experience, the windmill, could just be seen beyond the trees, the top two sails and the white tipped roof visible.

As Lily started to unpack the contents of the hamper, Kara enjoyed the sun on her body. It was another really pleasant day, hardly a cloud in the sky and only the lightest of breezes, a quintessential English summer’s day. And then there was the incongruity of the maid kneeling beside her in her uniform, the latex snapping and rustling with every movement. And then, to her right, was the shocking sight of two women harnessed to a cart, just about naked. The normal and abnormal juxtaposed in the most disquieting of manners.

Lily handed Kara a spray bottle of sun tan lotion.

“If it pleases you, Miss, best to apply this. There is no shade and it only takes a half hour to burn!”

“Thank you, Lily.”

Kara reflected that Lily would have only a little need of the lotion herself, as only her face was visible.

Tosh stood in front of Belle, each hand holding a palm full of her buttocks and massaging them, causing the pony to squirm. She was speaking to her, but Kara couldn’t hear what was said. As the smell of the food being laid out by Lily reached Kara’s nostrils, her stomach rumbled in anticipation.

“I’ll be back to get you at two!” Tosh called, jumping back into the cart.

“Yes, Miss.”

A slap of the reins and the ponies moved off again, turning sharply to head back down the hill. Kara could see the reins connected to their left nipples tugging and distending them, steering them around. She closed her eyes.


6: Strawberries and Cream

Hidden by the terrain, Angelina and Sapphire suddenly sprang into view less than fifty yards away. A blue feathered plume dancing above Sapphire’s head first drew Kara’s attention. Lily scrambled to get finished and be on her feet as the cart approached.

The image that Sapphire presented was no less shocking because she was now bathed in the warm summer sunshine. She was wearing the strange type of hoof boots that ivory wore, that pointed downwards when held off the ground, forcing a strange and extravagant gait from the woman. The steep hill had taken its toll and her body gleamed with perspiration, her chest rising and falling as she gasped for air. Her massive breasts were strapped tightly and elaborately high in an attempt to immobilize them, their resistance to being re-shaped more than hinting at the implants they must contain.

Angelina climbed out of the cart as soon as it came to a stop, handing Sapphire’s reigns to Lily as the maid rose from yet another curtsy.

“Water her and then unhitch her.”

“Yes, my lady.”

Angelina’s presence again had a strange effect on Kara. She felt scared and excited at the same time, fascinated but so very intimidated by her.

Angelina was wearing knee high boots once again, the black leather polished to a mirror finish, but today they had flat soles, drum tight jodhpurs of white leather were tucked into them. A matching sleeveless top was tightly belted at the waist, pulling the hide taught across her breasts. Her hair was tied loosely at the back of her neck, which emphasized the striking features of her face even though she wore little, if any, make-up. And then those eyes fixed on Kara.

“Miss Kara Lee, don’t you scrub up nicely!”

Kara felt herself blush at the complement.

“How are you this morning, Kara?”

“I’m a little better, thank you.”

Angelina reclined on the rug the other side of the spread of food, her arm resting on cushions so she could look at Kara. She removed the pair of open-backed white gloves she was wearing and immediately started picking at a plate of sliced fruit.

“Tuck in, you must be hungry!”

Kara needed no second bidding, reaching for a croissant. Her eyes were constantly and covertly glancing back at Sapphire. Lily had removed the bit from her mouth. A fearsome looking device made of rubber, about ½ inch wide, with a spoon shaped attachment in the middle that had been pressing her tongue down inside of her mouth all the time she had been wearing it. Now the maid was holding a bottle of water to her mouth.

“Do you like my pony?”

Kara dropped her eyes guiltily to the food as she ate.

“I don’t understand it, everything here.” She said eventually.

“No, I’m sure you don’t.”

Kara glanced shyly at Angelina.

“You’re fascinated though, aren’t you?”

The question hung in the air. An answer wasn’t coming, but it wasn’t needed either.

“Sapphire is my show pony. She’s not suitable for racing or endurance, she is trained for display and dressage. You would love to see her in her show tack, she looks amazing!”

Kara thought Sapphire was a pretty amazing sight as she was, perched high on the steeply raked, heel-less hoof boots which wrapped her legs tightly to the knee. A band cinched her waist (was it a big belt or a small corset?)  A strap connected to the front of this passed between her legs. Also connected to the band was a whole network of straps that covered her upper torso and breasts. Her arms were pulled behind her – Kara couldn’t see how from where she was sat – but this served to draw the pony’s shoulders right back and thrust her chest out. Her head was also encased in a web of straps that held the bit – when it was fitted – and a pair of blinkers to restrict her vision to forwards only. Kara shuddered at the thought of how claustrophobic it must feel to wear such a thing.

The feathered plume that matched her blue hair sprouted from a thick strap across her forehead. That hair was braided into a single ponytail, her bare scalp either side gleamed with perspiration from her run. The collar she wore was probably the most remarkable part of the costume. High at the sides, with a cut-out at the front, it curved to completely shape itself to her neck, a tongue under her chin held her head immobile with a slight backwards tilt so she could not turn it in the slightest.

Lily had finished the watering and was unhitching Sapphire from the traces of the cart.

“Bring her here, Lily!” Angelina called.

As with the other ponygirls, Sapphire’s reins were attached to her nipples, then passed up through the bridle to provide control of the bit – when inserted. Lily pulled gently on them. Sapphire offered no resistance.

“Down!”

Sapphire dropped to her knees at Angelina’s command, at the edge of the rug. Her movements were so graceful it was hard to believe, given the strict bondage in which she was held.

Lily passed the reins to Angelina, curtsying again.

“My lady.”

Kara wondered how many times she must curtsy each day.

“Pour the juice.”

“Yes, my lady.”

This close, Kara could now see Sapphire’s eyes between the blinkers. Blue and placid. The ponygirl returned the stare, not a trace of shame or embarrassment evident, displaying herself proudly.

“She likes you!” Angelina remarked.

“Orange or grapefruit juice, Miss?” Lily asked.

Kara swallowed her mouthful of croissant.

“Orange, please.”

Kara glanced shyly to Angelina again.

“How do you know?”

“Because her eyes should be on her beloved Mistress!”

Angelina laughed.

“Can she not speak?”

“Don’t be silly, Kara. Ponies don’t talk! Give her some titbits from your plate and she’ll like you even more!”

Kara glanced once more at Angelina to see if she was joking. One artfully shaped eyebrow rose in response.

Kara stabbed her fork into a slice of banana in the fruit salad bowl and then leant forward to be able to reach the fork to Sapphire’s mouth. Her lips were full and pouty, looking suspiciously as if they had been artificially enhanced, and as they peeled back to accept the offering, they revealed perfect small white teeth.

As her tongue curled out to slip the banana off the fork, Kara just stared, mesmerized. There were several bits of metal embedded in the organ. A large ball sat close to the tip, similar to Lily’s, but twice the size. It even had a ring at the top that lay to one side. Further back, two smaller balls sat next to each other, the three piercing points forming a decorative equilateral triangle.

She held eye contact with Kara as she chewed and swallowed the fruit.

“Strawberries are her favourite.”

Kara fed her a strawberry, then another.

“You can touch her. She likes to be petted as well. She’ll take all the attention she can get.”

Kara didn’t know what to do – where do you pet a ponygirl? Bound the way she was, her breasts were the most prominent and exposed part of her, the flesh bulging from between the gaps in the harness straps, the nipples thrusting straight at Kara.

Angelina laughed.

“Give them a squeeze, you know you want to!”

Kara hesitated. Sapphire was showing no reluctance to the idea, quite the contrary, her eyes glistened with excitement. She seemed to be leaning even further forward to present the bulbous mammaries.

Kara couldn’t help herself. She reached out and gently rubbed the back of her left hand on the side of the ponygirl’s right breast. Sapphire made a sound, like a small whine, and pushed her breast harder against Kara’s hand. Her brow was creased in a frown, her lips closed in a pout, her eyes pleading.

Emboldened, Kara cupped the breast in her palm, applying pressure with her index finger and thumb.

A low moan escaped Sapphire’s lips, which curled back in a smile.

Kara released her grip, then applied it again, firmer this time. The breast felt wonderful in her hand. A sexual thrill shot right through her. The warm, soft skin oozed out from the cooler, tougher straps of the harness, her slim fingertips disappearing into the mound.

Further emboldened, she pressed her palm against the nipple, flattening Sapphire’s breast against her chest, still squeezing with her fingers. Kara felt the hard nub, with the even harder cold metal ring and the attached rein. This was so barbaric! She had never been so turned on in her life.

Kara put down her fork and cupped her right hand under Sapphire’s other breast, feeling the delicious warm weight. Her thumb rubbed across the nipple, inducing another noise of pleasure from the ponygirl. Kara increased the pressure.

Sapphire’s lips parted and her eyes briefly closed, only to open again, still looking directly at Kara. The nose ring was huge when viewed this close, heavy and industrial looking, the dull metal glinting only occasionally in the sunlight and sitting right on her top lip so that Sapphire must be permanently reminded of its presence. With a sigh of pleasure, sapphire closed her mouth and Kara had an overwhelming, irresistible desire to put her own lips onto that mouth.

It was the first time she had kissed a woman. The lips were soft, smooth…feminine and delicious, with the cold, unyielding ring a brutal juxtaposition that couldn’t be avoided. Their tongues briefly met.

Suddenly self-conscious, Kara pulled back. Had she really just done that? Her loins were on fire and she really wanted to do it again, but the thought that Angelina was sat alongside her watching had become too much. She felt her face flush.

“Doesn’t she taste wonderful!” Angelina smiled. “Lay back and relax, Kara.”

Her hand pushed gently on Kara’s chest until her head rested on the cushions behind her. Angelina leant over so their faces were close.

“I bet you taste delicious too, Kara! May I kiss you?”

Kara drank in Angelina’s perfume. Her presence this close was electrifying. Below impeccably styled, arching eyebrows, those violet eyes flecked with green mesmerized with their hypnotic depths, doing nothing to quell Kara’s rampant lust. She could only nod in response.

Angelina’s mouth was bigger, stronger, and more assertive. Her tongue forced itself passed Kara’s lips and took her breath away and Kara had to restrain a whine when she briefly withdrew.

“Hmmm…Wonderful!” Angelina smiled, before her mouth renewed its plundering.

Kara squeaked as Angelina’s hand found her left breast and tweaked the nipple.

So lost in the moment was Kara that she was slow to realize that her skirt was being lifted. There was a rush of panic but her raging desire was so great that she couldn’t move. Her lack of control over how events were unfolding turned her on even more, as if all responsibility had been removed from her as she reached a level of sexual excitement she didn’t know was possible.

Gently, her legs were drawn apart, the knee of her undamaged leg raised. She felt fresh air on her exposed vulva.

Angelina withdrew from the kiss, tugging at Kara’s lower lip. She laughed.

“Thank you, that was wonderful!”

Kara was too overwhelmed to respond.

Angelina glanced languidly down Kara’s body.

“Sapphire would like to thank you for being so nice to her, is that OK?”

Kara just nodded again, still feeling Angelina’s lips on her own, her fingers on her nipple, even though both had been withdrawn.

“She is very skilled with her mouth, just enjoy her!”

As Angelina lay back, Kara’s view cleared once again. Lily knelt next to the ponygirl and she was unclipping the feathered plume from her headdress. Next, she lifted Kara’s skirt where it was bunched around her thighs. Without thought, Kara raised her hips to allow Lily to push the dress up to her waist. Sapphire’s head immediately bobbed down under the dress, disappearing from sight.

Kara cried out as Sapphire’s mouth made contact with her vulva, a fusion of sensations radiating from that part of her body. Her hips leapt up instinctively, pushing harder against the lips and tongue. Kara moaned and closed her eyes, savouring the most exquisite feeling she had ever experienced.

She opened her eyes again to see Sapphire’s bound arms and bottom nestled between her legs, the ponygirl’s tail gently swaying with her movements as her tongue moved through Kara’s labia, first probing her vaginal opening, then attacking her clitoris. Occasionally, the metal of the pony’s tongue piercings would press against a sensitive spot, the extra hard pressure causing Kara’s hips to jump in reflex.

Kara was so turned on her first orgasm came quickly. She gave a cry and covered her face with her hands as the euphoria crashed through her. She squeezed her thighs together, trapping Sapphire’s head, rocking her hips.

Kara lay still. She wasn’t sure if she had blacked out or not – for long moments nothing had existed but her genitals – but Sapphire’s mouth was still at work and now her teeth were nipping at Kara’s clit, then her tongue was pushing into Kara’s vagina and renewed waves of ecstasy flared.

Kara opened her eyes again, glancing to her left she saw that Angelina lay beside her, her jodhpurs pulled down until they snagged around her boots, her legs held up in the air by Lily’s hands and Lily’s head was buried deep in her crotch. In fact, Lily was nothing more than a ball of shining black, glistening like oil in the sunshine. Angelina’s hands had hold of Lily’s head, directing and controlling it.

This is so depraved! This cannot be happening! Oh, but it is!

She looked again at the woman between her own legs. Her hands moved down, pulling her skirt further up so she could see Sapphire’s head. Now she could properly see how Sapphire’s arms were held behind her back. The elbows pulled together and strapped so tight they were touching. Her forearms were folded, pointing upwards towards her head, the palms of her mitten clad hands facing each other, another strap at her wrists holding them there and a short chain from her collar linked to rings at the top of the mittens so she had no possibility of moving the limbs at all. It was like an extreme prayer position, only behind her body instead of in front of it. The sight both horrified and excited Kara. It must have been agonizingly painful for the ponygirl.

Her fingers touched the bald scalp either side of Sapphire’s mane, her hands briefly holding the braided hair, then she grabbed the straps of the head harness and pulled Sapphire tighter into her crotch. Kara gasped as the ponygirl responded by attacking her clitoris with even greater zeal. Her eyes closed again as she savoured the new sensations she was discovering.

The rise to her second orgasm was calmer and more luxurious. It felt like slow motion after the desperate first one. Each separate climb and plateau could be appreciated and as Sapphire sucked, licked and bit - sometimes all three seemingly at once – Kara felt the eruption begin deep in her core. Higher, higher, ever higher to a crescendo.

She screamed, clamping her thighs to Sapphire’s head without any thought to the woman’s comfort and lifting her legs, thrashing them, dragging the pony’s head roughly from side to side while her hands still held the head harness, ensuring the mouth remained locked to her crotch.

Kara lay back, finally releasing her holds on Sapphire.

“Thank you,” she murmured, repeating the gratitude over and over again.

When she eventually opened her eyes, Angelina was eating once again. Lily was kneeling nearby and refilling Angelina’s glass with fruit juice as if the tryst Kara had witnessed earlier had never occurred. Sapphire knelt a few feet away in the grass. She had been given a plate with some fruit slices on it, but was having great difficulty capturing the segments with her mouth. Her legs were spread wide to enable her to bend forward enough to reach the plate in front of her, but even so, with her hands behind her and a collar that prevented any movement of her neck, it required dexterity and persistence just to catch one morsel.

“You are a dark horse!” Angelina remarked. “Just goes to show how deep still waters can run. See what happens when a little spicy temptation interrupts your vanilla daily routine!”

Kara knew she should feel mortified by what had just happened, but she didn’t. There was no embarrassment, shame or regret – maybe that would come later. She just felt incredibly relaxed and different, like she had fallen out of herself and become somebody new. The chrysalis had cracked and the butterfly had emerged, wings now free to flutter, and flutter they had.

“I never realized I was a dyke before.”

Angelina burst out laughing.

“Have you ever heard of a pony farm, Kara?”

“A farm for ponies. No, I haven’t.”

Lily was clearing up the remains of the picnic. Kara grabbed the final pastry from the plate before she took it. The maid was having a hard time in the heat, perspiration dripping from her flushed face – the only part of her whole body not wrapped in rubber. The cheesy confection melted on Kara’s tongue, the delicate flavour flooding her mouth.

“This is a pony farm. A place where human ponies are kept and trained.”

Angelina languidly swatted a fly away.

“I can’t believe that such a place exists!”

Kara glanced again at Sapphire, who was kneeling beside Angelina’s cart now, her reins fastened to the frame, her breasts still thrusting out before her almost comically. Her arm bindings permitted no alternative. Her blinkers hid her eyes from Kara’s view.

“Sapphire came to me when she was nineteen. She wanted to explore the idea of being a ponygirl. She tried it for a weekend and liked it. She started to come regularly at weekends and reached a high level of training. That is as far as most ponies want to take it, weekends and the occasional holiday. They usually have jobs and normal lives to live, like Ivory and Belle who brought you up here. They leave tomorrow morning to go back to work.

“It wasn’t enough for Sapphire. She wanted to try living as a lifestyle pony – that is full-time. It is a very big decision to make, even aside from the fact that she had to give up her job and her home. It might seem appealing as a fantasy, but the reality is hard. Many, many hours of boredom for one thing, stuck in your stall and ignored. Very few are capable of doing it.

“I offered her a one-year contract, indentured to me as my ponygirl. She signed it. The contract had a stipulation that on the last day of every month she would be asked if she wanted to continue. She excelled and completed the contract.

“With that level of experience behind her, Sapphire became a very valuable commodity. There are many rich people prepared to pay handsomely to have their own fully trained, full-time pony. She can earn big money that is invested for her and which she receives when the contract ends. The day after her indenture finished, she had to decide what she wanted next.

“She could have walked away. She could have become a spare time pony again. But I belong to an organization called the Human Pony Society, and I could find her an owner for a longer-term indenture if that was what she wished. The HPS provides a regulatory framework within which owners agree to operate, providing protection for both the ponies and the owners. Both parties decide which terms and conditions they are prepared to accept and how long the contract should be. Contracts are not signed until everyone is happy with the document.

“I didn’t want Sapphire to choose any of these. I adored her, still do, and wanted to own her myself. But my terms were harsh. It is not a game for me, but very real, and I demand a full commitment from my indentures. I requested full rights to change her appearance in any way I desired, subject only to those changes not causing her permanent harm. In return, she is the beneficiary of a trust fund that pays at the end of the contract a sum that will leave her financially comfortable. Of course, it is not about the money, but she needed to know that she does not have to worry about her future, that she will not find herself destitute.

“Much to my delight, Sapphire chose to sign the contract and she is now in the third year of a five-year indenture as my show pony.”

Kara stared at the ponygirl in shock, horrified and aroused in equal parts. She swallowed hard.

“What changes did you make to her?”

“Nothing drastic. Her hair, obviously. I needed to increase her bust size significantly. We did some work around her eyes to make them appear a little bigger. Plumped out her lips for both her mouth and her labia. It is not just about what I chose to change, but also that I have the power to make further changes should I desire to, and that both of us are conscious of this fact. Psychology is so important, Kara. As I said, we have both chosen to take this beyond a game – this is for real.”

Kara shivered, wondering what drastic changes would look like, as it looked to her as if Sapphire had been radically altered. She tried to imagine what the pony would have looked like before Angelina had transformed her, when she had been a normal woman.

“What about all her piercings?”

Angelina waved a hand dismissively.

“Piercings are part of any standard pony contract, when they are removed, they heal up. Sapphire had most of hers already, before she signed the indenture. True, we did have to make the holes bigger to take higher gauge metal.”

“But what if she wanted to stop this today and leave? You would hold her here against her will for another two years?”

“Absolutely not! Everything has to be consensual, Kara. If such a situation arose, there would be discussions to see if a resolution could be found. As a last resort, the contract would be terminated. But an indenture contract is signed in good faith and as an oath. It cannot be entered into on a whim. Both parties are expected to honour it. I have to take care of and protect Sapphire as well. At the end of the day, we are part of a community, and if one party dishonours a contract, they will be excluded from the community permanently. That choice is always available.”

Lily had finished clearing away the picnic. She was wiping the rugs with a damp cloth to remove any stains or mess.

“What will happen when the contract ends?” Kara asked.

“Hmm, good question! I’m very fond of Sapphire. There will always be a place for her here should she wish it. But I think I would require a greater commitment if she wanted to renew the indenture – ten years, possibly.”

Kara gasped.

Angelina shrugged.

“She might have had enough. If so, she could walk away with a nice little nest egg. Thankfully, neither of us has to decide at this time.”

“Is she the only ponygirl you own?”

“Actually, no. I have a sprinter called Diamond. She is away with friends for a couple of weeks at a pony meet in Germany.”

“Are there ponyboys as well?”

“Oh yes, of course! I don’t have them here; they are not my thing. Stallions can be difficult to handle. Some people enjoy the challenge.”

Lily was mopping her face with the wet cloth, her normally immaculate make-up looking the worse for wear.

“Do buck up, Lily! No one wants to see you making such a fuss just because it is a little warm.”

“No, My Lady. I am sorry, My Lady.”

“50 lines tonight. ‘It is a privilege and a delight to wear My Lady’s uniform.’  Clear?”

“Yes, My Lady.”

“Now, there is a longe rein in my sulky. Fit it to Sapphire and let her roam for a while. Kara and I need to talk.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

Lily stood and walked to Angelina’s cart. Her smooth, graceful gait was lost as she struggled to keep her poise walking across the grass, lifting her skirts to stop them tangling around her legs. Kara glimpsed extraordinarily high, needle thin heels on her feet as the skirts swirled about her. No wonder she was finding it so difficult to traverse the uneven ground.

“You are cruel to her!” Kara was surprised at her own boldness.

“Sometimes it is necessary to be cruel to be kind, Kara. Lily strives to be the perfect maid. Only through ruthless discipline and self-improvement can she hope to achieve that. To go easy on her is to let her down. You really must stop trying to be a friend to her. She is a domestic, a servant. She has chosen to join a low order; she finds fulfilment in serving others. Use her as you please, that is what she is there for and that is what she wants.”

Kara watched as Lily re-attached the bit to Sapphire’s bridle and inserted the instrument back into her mouth. Sapphire accepted it without any resistance. From within the cart, Lily retrieved a long leather leash, which she unravelled – Kara guessed it was about twenty feet long. Untying Sapphire’s reins from the cart, Lily then attached the tether to the end of them. Gripping the reins close to where they fed into the bridle, she pulled them twice, vigorously, causing them to pull harshly on the ponygirl’s nipples.

“Up, Sapphire!” Lily barked.

The pony rose from her knees with astonishing grace and ease considering the way she was trussed up and the bizarre boots that she was wearing. In one motion she was back on her feet, even with no use of her arms and no movement possible in her neck. Lily dropped the reins and leash, holding only the loop at the end of the tether, which she slipped over her wrist. The maid’s splayed, rubber clad palm then smacked into Sapphire’s left buttock.

“Shoo! Shoo!”

Sapphire turned and flounced off. With her head kept forcibly regal, and the contrived high stepping imposed by her boots, she could do nothing else. Kara could clearly see the imprint of Lily’s hand on her bottom, amid a trace of other marks. The pony reached the end of the tether and Lily started to follow her at her own pace, tugging occasionally on the leash to remind Sapphire who was in control.

“Come closer, Kara, we have things to discuss.”

Kara saw that Angelina had put her gloves back on and was closing the fastenings on the back of her hand that held them in place. They were perforated in a similar style to Kara’s dress and fit her fingers like a second skin, made of a much thinner hide than regular gloves.

Kara obeyed, taking the opportunity to pull her skirt back down in an orderly fashion. It had still been laying bunched up half way down her thighs.

“You look absolutely gorgeous! I love what you have done with your hair and I knew that dress would suit you.”

Angelina took Kara’s chin in her hand and kissed her. This time it was a short, chaste kiss. Then her lips and leather-clad fingers were gone, leaving Kara wishing that they were still there.

“I don’t wear dresses and skirts normally. I’m a bit of a tomboy, I guess.”

Angelina’s hand came to rest on Kara’s upper arm, gently caressing her.

“If you were mine, I would not let you wear anything else.” Angelina said quietly. She was smiling and her eyes sparkled with humour. “You have so much potential, Kara!”

Kara wasn’t sure what to make of that. She chose to ignore it. Fingering the dress, she diverted the conversation.

“I wanted to ask you what type of leather this is?”

“It is fabulous, isn’t it!”

Angelina placed her own hand on Kara’s hip and stroked, though how much of the texture of the dress she could feel through her glove was open to question. Kara didn’t care. She was relishing the intimate attention she was receiving from Angelina.

“It is called Messapion. It is made from the hide of a rare breed of Greek mountain sheep. It is treated in a formula of fish oils, which gives it the unique feel. I adore it.”

“It must be so expensive!”

“Indeed! Please treat it well.”

Kara glanced away. Sapphire was about forty yards away, standing still, letting the breeze tickle her face, Lily standing patiently close by, still holding the tether. If you spent most of your life in a stall, feeling the wind on your face might be seen as a treat.

“I have to ask, Angelina, why you are being so kind to me? I have done nothing to deserve it.”

“Indeed!” Angelina repeated.

She was resting on her side, her head propped on one arm, her other now draped possessively across Kara’s waist as she studied the young woman.

Kara felt her tummy doing belly flops as she was scrutinized. Why was she so attracted to Angelina? Why did she care so much about gaining her approval? Why did she have the overwhelming need to feel Angelina’s lips upon her own once again?

“I rather like you Kara Lee. I wish we could have met under different circumstances. Maybe fate arranged a strange way to bring us together.”

This time it was Angelina who looked away for a moment.

“Don’t get me wrong, your behaviour is not forgotten. If you want to explore our community, if you want to get to know us, then you will have to play by our rules. I will expect you to make a gesture of repentance and contrition for your behaviour. When you feel ready, you must come to me and ask to be punished for your trespassing, and for entering the stables after that. You will accept whatever punishment I decide.”

Kara swallowed hard

“Meanwhile, you are welcome to stay for the day, for the night as well, and enjoy my hospitality. You can leave tomorrow and never come back. Providing you remain discreet about what you have seen and experienced, no more shall be said about it. Use the opportunity to decide who you are, and who you want to be. I believe you are a kindred spirit.”

“How so?” Kara asked

“Tell me, why do you think that you behaved as you did yesterday?”

“I can’t explain it.”

“Most people would have been horrified at what you discovered. They would have run a mile!”

“Yes.”

“But you stumbled, quite literally, onwards. In fact, right into the big bear’s cave!”

“I couldn’t help myself.”

“What could you not help?”

“The fascination.”

“And the excitement! The sexual thrill you had never experienced before. Tell me that you did not feel that, Kara!”

Kara felt herself colouring yet again.

“Yes, I did.” She whispered.

“And so, it is possible that you are one of us! At the least, this has led to you finding something out about yourself. Many people are searching to find their place in the world, where they fit. Have you found your place yet, Kara?”

“Probably not.” Kara said after a few moments.

Angelina leaned in close again, her leather clad palm sliding up and down Kara’s bare arm.

“Have you never fantasized about some of the things that you have seen here?

Kara laughed, her smile breaking the tension that had been building.

“It had never occurred to me that the things I have seen here could exist, so I can safely say that I never had fantasies about them before!”

“Alright,” Angelina persisted. “What about less exotic flights of fancy. Have you ever masturbated thinking of wearing leather and rubber?”

Angelina’s hand had moved up to caress Kara’s shoulder and neck. The back of her hand briefly, gently rubbed her cheek, before a finger began tracing the line of her collarbone. Angelina’s touch felt delightful and Kara welcomed it. If she had been a cat, Kara would be purring.

“Actually, when I was in my teens – before I went to college – I used to dream of being taken by a biker as his girl. He would be a really hot, dark haired guy, not a fat, hairy thug with a bushy beard. He would dress me in leather and boots and I would hug him tight as I rode pillion on his bike…I would diddle myself off to it. I haven’t had that thought for years though, I don’t think it survived my first real sexual experiences with men.” Kara had never told anyone that, and here she was spouting it to a near total stranger!

“Have you wondered what it would be like to be Sapphire? To be bound into her harness and forced to pull a cart under the whip…to have every aspect of your life controlled?

Kara knew she was blushing again.

Angelina again brushed the back of her hand on Kara’s cheek, then leant forward and pecked it.

“It is nothing to be ashamed of. Here you can be anything you want to be. Take your time. Experiment. Decide what you want to do. You can have a try as a ponygirl if you want, when you have got over your injuries. I will speak with Tosh to give you a try out, just say the word.”

“No way!” Kara shook her head. “Tosh is terrifying, and she doesn’t like me.”

“Well, the stable is her domain. Your intrusion offended her more than it offended me. She is very protective of the ponies. I would suggest you apologize to her; she does not bear a grudge.”

“She would like to hurt me.” Kara shuddered.

Angelina’s mouth spread open in a broad smile.

“Undoubtedly, but she is completely professional. You can trust her.”

Kara thought back to the way Tosh had treated Lily earlier. She shuddered again.

“No way.” She repeated, in a whisper this time.

“It was just an idea. The offer stands, so if you change your mind, just let me know. At least take one of the ponies for a ride – I will set it up for later.”

Angelina lay back on her cushions, her hand now on Kara’s belly, her fingers dragging idly back and forth, leather on leather. They both looked at Sapphire, who had made her way to the very top of the meadow. It looked like she was trying to push her face into the hedgerow.

“She wants the blackberries.” Angelina said by way of explanation. “I didn’t think it would be long before she got that idea. She will need Lily’s help with that.”

As they watched, Lily unfastened one end of the bit and removed it again from Sapphire’s mouth. This time she left it dangling from the bridle strap at the left corner of the pony’s mouth. Sapphire leant forward as best she could in her tack and pressed her cheek against Lily’s cheek, nuzzling the maid as way of a thank you. It was not an easy manoeuvre, as in her hoof boots she was at least six inches taller than Lily. It was a touching moment. Lily began to pick the berries and feed them to Sapphire.

“I will be completely honest with you, Kara. I have had you checked out. We have to be very careful; privacy is important to us and I needed to be sure who you are.”

“I’ve nothing to hide, all you have to do is ask me.”

Kara couldn’t deny this revelation disturbed her. It worked both ways after all. What did she know about Angelina?

“I wish we lived in a world where such measures were not required, alas it is not so. I have responsibility for a lot of people, they have put their trust in me and I would be negligent if I did not do everything in my power to protect them. Please do not take it personally.”

Kara could appreciate that.

“What did you find out?” She asked.

“Enough to satisfy us. Enough to trust you. We would not be here, otherwise.”

“I fear you wasted your time; my life is exceptionally unexceptional!” Kara finished with a dry laugh that contained the faintest trace of bitterness. “What was the word you used earlier? Vanilla!”

“Well, maybe you have the opportunity to change that. As I said, you have so much potential.”

“In what way?”

“Oh, in so many ways!”

Angelina leant forward again. She slipped her fingers between Kara’s fingers, lifting their hands so palm pressed against palm. Her face became briefly animated with a flash of passion. Kara was reminded again how captivating Angelina’s violet eyes were, she wanted to drown in them.

Kiss me again, please, please, kiss me again.

“You are like a rose that hasn’t bloomed yet, you have all your petals wrapped tightly around yourself, but you are young and they are ready to burst out. You have such promise as a woman, as a lover, as an artist – I can help you with these things if you want me to!”

Angelina lay back, though she kept hold of Kara’s hand. Kara watched the exquisite, confident mouth withdraw with disappointment.

“I have been looking at your website. You have great versatility as an artist, I can see, working in a variety of genres and media. Great skill, wonderful use of colour, attention to detail. Potential! I was impressed. I like your work a lot.”

“Thank you.”

“It occurred to me that it would be wonderful to have paintings of Sapphire and Diamond in their finery and their prime. Real mementos to treasure for the future. It would be much more stimulating than a few photos. But such a project would need to be undertaken by someone who had real feelings for the subjects, who could capture the essence and eroticism of the individuals and their situations. Do you think that you could be that person, Kara?”

Kara was astonished. Her mind started to race, excited by the idea.

“Are you offering me a job?”

“A commission, say for three weeks, to produce two paintings and some sketches. Initially as a one off, to see how it goes. If you prove to be as good as I think you will be, then we can discuss what next. I have plenty of connections in our community, and I could see your talents being in demand. There could be a lot of work I could direct your way in the future. Do you have an agent?”

Kara wanted to laugh. An agent! She didn’t earn enough to sustain herself; an agent’s commission of her earnings wouldn’t feed a mouse.

“No, I’ve never had a need.” Kara tried to keep her tone casual.

After art school, she had worked for a year at a design agency, but she couldn’t stick it and left. That was a year ago, and other than a couple of clients who dropped freelance jobs her way from time to time, she relied on selling prints of her work from her website, which brought in a pittance. She was in debt, so any possibility of work would be a godsend. She didn’t want to reveal her desperation.

“Does the proposal interest you?” Angelina asked.

“Yes it does, very much.”

“Well, do not make a decision yet. Think it through. Think about everything we have discussed, I mean everything, before you decide,”

Angelina’s words sunk in for Kara. She gulped again.

They were both silent as they watched Sapphire prancing about the meadow, being brought to a painful stop when she moved too fast for Lily, and the maid yanked sharply on the reins connected to her nipple rings.

Kara reflected on the events of the last twenty-four hours, the most terrifying, exciting and surreal experience of her life.

Angelina squeezed her hand gently.


7: Collars and Chlorine

Kara lay on the swing seat, resting her sore ankle, while her good leg dangled over the seat edge and her foot gently pushed on the ground occasionally to maintain the momentum of the soft sway. She sipped her spritzer and enjoyed the mild breeze that caressed her face and shoulders. The seat’s canopy protected her from the early evening sunshine that bathed the back garden of the farmhouse.

As Kara would have expected of Angelina, the garden was pristine. The lawn, as immaculate as a putting green, weaved around asymmetric, curving flowerbeds and pastel coloured crazy paving. It was a surprisingly small space, dominated by a large patio and a compact swimming pool. French windows opened from both the drawing room and the dining room onto the patio, and the dining table had already been moved out onto the paving stones in preparation for the evening meal. The woods encroached right to the edge of the garden, giving the space a secluded ambiance. The feeling of enclosure was further enhanced by the extensive vegetable garden that ran alongside the kitchen, a maze of beanpoles and growing frames.

Kara reflected again how normal it all looked. The only oddity was the flowerbed running along the back of the garden, along the edge of the woods, which strangely had no flowers, but a variety of types of stinging nettle. She assumed it must be to deter animals from encroaching onto the garden and eating the flowers.

…And obviously, there was also the incongruous and shocking sight of Sapphire kneeling on the lawn in her ponygirl regalia.

Several minutes earlier, Tosh had unfastened Sapphire’s arms from the extreme reverse prayer position in which they had been fastened behind her back. Kara had calculated they had been bound that way for a minimum of five hours, since she had first seen her at the picnic that morning. The ponygirl had voiced a long, low keen of distress when Tosh unfolded her arms, and each had dangled limply by her side while the trainer had spent a significant time massaging life back into the limbs. Kara could now see them starting to move more normally – though Sapphire’s hands were still clad in the leather mittens, so of little use to her.

The ponygirl’s tail, complete with anal plug, lay discarded on the lawn nearby. The vivid blue hair splayed and curled about itself, at least two feet in length. The plug was black, about three inches long and lemon shaped. It glistened in the sunlight, covered in something sticky and slippery. It brought back to Kara the scene she had encountered when she had first found her way into the garden a couple of hours earlier.

*

Angelina and Lily called it the drawing room – to Kara it was the lounge. The French doors had been opened wide, letting light and fresh air flood the room. Kara had stepped through onto the patio. She had immediately stopped short, her eyes turning to saucers.

Sapphire had been fastened across the back of the swing seat, her ankles chained loosely to the stanchions either side of the seat, which pulled her legs wide apart. The seat cushions had been thrown aside and the ponygirl bent over the seat back as best her harness would allow. Chains from her nipple rings were fastened to the slats of the seat, ensuring that she remained bent over, as any attempt to rise would have yanked and stretched her nipples agonisingly. Rather unnecessarily, a chain from her nose ring was also fixed around a slat of the seat and looked to be as taught as a guitar string.

Sapphire was virtually immobile, her arms still bound behind her back in the reverse prayer position offering no means for her to relieve her situation. The level of control…intimate, painful, humiliating control…imposed on her body sent a chill through Kara. But at the same time…it sent a thrill of excitement through her too.

As a final indignity, her tail and butt plug had been removed from her bottom and were now replacing the bit in her mouth, the hair exploding in a riot of colour from her lips down onto the ground.

“Hello There!” Kara isn’t it?”

Toby, Angelina’s partner, was standing behind the ponygirl. He was wearing a leather waistcoat…and nothing else. Completely naked below the waist, his erect member bobbed and waved in front of him like a cobra mesmerised by the music of a snake charmer.

For the umpteenth time that day, Kara felt herself turning scarlet with embarrassment.

“I’m so sorry…I didn’t realize…I didn’t mean to intrude…”

“Nonsense! Not at all, not at all! Please feel free to join in, or watch, as you wish! The weekend is not complete until I’ve sodomized Sapphire. She has such control of her anal and rectal muscles it is a pure delight! Unfortunately, it is something you can’t experience for yourself.”

Toby casually reached down and wrapped his right hand around his engorged shaft, pumping it a couple of times. It could have been a crass gesture to intimidate Kara, or an egotist preening, but it was neither. Toby was already turning away from Kara and back to Sapphire, and it was an act completely without self-consciousness, as if Kara wasn’t there, or rather an act irrelevant to whether she was there or not.

“Would you like to twang her nose chain for me, just to ensure we have her attention? The filly is spoiled rotten by Angelina and it is about time she remembered that she is here for our pleasure, not her own!”

“Oh, that would be so cruel! I couldn’t do that to her!”

“As you wish.”

A crack reverberated around the garden as Toby’s palm slammed into Sapphire’s buttock. The swing seat gently eased forward and Kara saw why the chains holding the ponygirl’s ankles to the stanchions were so loose as the links clinked, unravelling with the movement, leaving the ground briefly to hang from her ankles as the seat reached the top of its forward arc. As the seat swung back, Toby spanked the other buttock, pushing it – and the helpless woman bound over it – forward again. Four more times he repeated the action with full force slaps that left red handprints on each cheek, before moving to a nearby table, leaving the chair swinging with the helpless pony attached.

Toby squeezed some lube from a bottle on to his palm and smothered his erection. Kara had to admit he was a handsome man, his body toned, tanned and lean. There wasn’t a trace of fat on him and he clearly worked out. She guessed he would be about 40. She had only ever seen two erect penises before his, so she wasn’t best placed to judge, but it was the biggest she had seen, at least in length if not girth. It was straight as a rod but her previous boyfriend’s had been curved like a banana.

He glanced at her again, flashing a warm smile only slightly undermined by a touch of hardness that seemed ever-present in his eyes.

“Please stay, the more the merrier! You might even change your mind and want to join in. The filly has the most fantastic tits, real handfuls!”

“I had noticed.”

He laughed. “Yes, they do tend to arrive a few moments before the rest of her!”

Just a regular Sunday afternoon, speaking with a man fully exposing his erection who is about to bugger a woman pretending to be a horse while I watch on.

Yet she didn’t turn and leave.

Toby was sliding oiled fingers into Sapphire’s bum hole, preparing the way.

“The beauty of this arrangement is that I don’t have to do any of the work, the chair does it all for me!”

To demonstrate this, he pushed his glistening helmet against Sapphire’s crudely exposed rosebud, grabbed her leather wrapped hips, and pulled both woman and seat back until his cock was buried completely and his dark, curly pubic hair was flattened against the ponygirl’s rump.

“Santa Maria, that feels good!” He sighed.

He spanked Sapphire twice more, not so hard this time.

“Buck up, Sapphire, get those arse muscles working!”

And so Toby stood, rooted to the spot, letting the swing push the pony’s bottom up and down his erection for several cycles before he reached forward and grabbed a handful of Sapphire’s mane. He pulled, tugging her head up (and because her collar held her neck rigid, lifted her body too). All three of the chains connecting her to the seat snapped taught. Kara saw Sapphire’s breasts elongate as her nipples were stretched into the shape of church spires and she squealed around the butt plug filling her mouth, a heart-rending sound, as her feet kicked uselessly in the air.

“You can do better than that, filly!”

This seemed to have the desired effect on the ponygirl as her hips became noticeably more animated and Toby increased the movements of the swing, exclaiming his pleasure with several strange noises of his own.

Kara chewed on her bottom lip. What kind of a person was she to get excited watching someone being put to such suffering and subjugation? What did it say about her? She was fascinated by Sapphire, and that left her frightened and confused, but overriding everything was a raging sexual need.

The swing seat creaked. The chains around Sapphire’s ankles rattled. Occasionally she moaned – sometimes it seemed to Kara in pleasure, sometimes in pain or discomfort – more frequently she farted as Toby plundered her rear passage in a leisurely and controlled fashion.

Kara moved around the swing seat to stand in front of the ponygirl. Sapphire’s wild-eyed gaze immediately found her. Surrounded by the black leather of her harness and blinkers, and with the vivid blue of her ponytail spilling from her mouth, Sapphire’ eyes were brightly defined, shining a moist aquamarine as tears spilled down her cheeks, the intensity in that gaze striking Kara instantly. The woman was on an emotional and sensational plane that Kara had never experienced, above anything she knew existed.

Toby tugged again on the pony’s mane, though less violently this time. The chain linking her nose ring to the seat had no slack left in it. Her nostrils flared, her face caught in a momentary rictus, followed by a desperate squeal of pain. The gyration of her hips increased as her hips bucked on the seat back. She uttered a long moan as the seat rocked back, impaling her completely onto his erection once again.

Kara stepped closer. So close that when Sapphire reached the top of the arc as she swung forwards, her chin was only three or four inches from Kara’s belly button. Kara’s hands reached forward and pressed against Sapphire’s harnessed breasts. The contact only lasted a second, but Kara felt the soft, warm flesh in her palms, as well as the tough leather of the straps, the cold metal of the nipple rings and the chains attached to them, and the pony’s hot, stiff, throbbing nipples.

On the next approach, Kara crouched down and briefly stroked her fingers through the hair of Sapphire’s mane, her palms caressing the smoothly shaved temples and running down over the ponygirl’s cheeks. Both women’s eyes bored into each other’s for a second. Then the pony fell away again and Kara stood up. She turned and walked quickly back into the drawing room.

When Kara had returned to the garden nearly two hours later, Sapphire was still fixed in the same position over the seat, though Toby was long gone, and she still had the butt plug of her tail stuffed into her mouth. As Kara studied the pony’s prone, still form, Tosh had arrived and unchained her, replacing the swing seat cushions and inviting Kara to sit.

*

Kara pushed her foot again to start the seat swinging once more. Tosh was now unfastening the collar from around Sapphire’s neck. It was held in place by four buckles at the back, each of which had a lock on it. The groom had taken a key from her pocket to release each catch. The stiff, shaped leather was pulled away and discarded beside the tail. Sapphire moved her head from side to side, enjoying freedom of movement for the first time in so many hours.

While Tosh had removed the chains that had been used to fasten the pony’s nipples to the swing seat, the chain from her nose ring was still attached and it swung as Sapphire flexed her neck. The groom grabbed it and connected another, longer length of chain to the ring at its end. She then took hold of the top links where they lay across Sapphire’s lips. She yanked them upwards.

“Up!”

The ponygirl had anticipated what was about to happen and had been ready, rising as fast as she could to her feet, all the while maintaining the elegant and graceful movements Kara continually observed from her. It wasn’t enough to take the strain fully off the nose chain, however, and a shrill whine escaped Sapphire’s mouth at the pain inflicted upon her.

“Shut up or I’ll really give you something to cry about!” Tosh’s tone was casual and she was grinning.

Kara saw her fingers pinch one of the pony’s nipples and Sapphire squeaked.

“Walk on.”

Tosh tugged the chain and led the ponygirl towards the swimming pool.

Kara watched in astonishment as the groom played out the full length of the chain onto the paving beside the pool and then just shoved the pony straight into the water.

She made a huge splash and rose spluttering.

Kara breathed in the odour of chlorine from the disturbed water.

As the pony recovered her feet, it was clear she was in the shallow end, standing waist deep in the pool. Kara could see her eyes between the blinkers, watching Tosh fearfully. The chain from her nose ring was hanging above the water to Tosh’s hand, all the slack now taken up again.

Tosh made a clicking noise with her tongue and started walking slowly along the edge of the pool, pulling Sapphire along by her nose. The ponygirl struggled to keep up and take the tension out of the chain. The heavy hoof boots impeded her movements through the water, as if her actions were happening in slow motion, and she cried out pitifully as the tension in the chain increased, tugging on the sensitive cartilage of her septum.

Kara looked away, feeling her own eyes starting to water in sympathy with the ponygirl. Her gaze fell upon the discarded collar lying in the grass. The boned leather still maintained its shape even with nothing to fill it and the slack buckles spoke of sinister control. It looked even more brutal off than when it was worn. Kara remembered her experience earlier when Angelina had given her a tour of the stables, and shuddered at the recollection.

*

Kara had to tilt her head back to accommodate the rigid leather as Angelina wrapped it around her neck. Angelina’s gloved hands swept Kara’s hair aside to ensure it didn’t get trapped. Kara shivered as Angelina’s fingertips brushed her scalp.

“Of course, if one is serious about being a pony, one would get their collar custom made to fit exactly. It is more comfortable and prevents problems with chafing, especially across the clavicle.” Angelina drew her finger across Kara’s collarbone to demonstrate.

The inside of the collar was softly padded, so that where it curved up, lifting and supporting her chin, it didn’t cut into her flesh as she had expected. Then Angelina started to fasten the collar using the three buckles at the back of her neck and Kara felt a moment of panic as the leather tightened and gripped her throat, anticipating that it would restrict her breathing and choke her, but it didn’t. Still, its grip left a powerful psychological affect.

“Like all pony tack, Kara, the posture collar is designed to control the pony, to immobilize completely above the waist – except for the breasts of course. No movement of the head is permitted, the pony can move only as directed by her driver.”

This was certainly true. As Angelina fastened the last buckle, Kara could not move her head an inch – either sideways or up and down. Her head was held tilted slightly back, unnaturally high, which reinforced the fact that she no longer had control of this fundamental part of her body.

She reached her hands up to feel the leather around her neck. She could feel the ribs of the boning, the metal rings fixed to the front and the sides. It was unyielding against her soft skin.

Angelina showed her kid-clad palm to Kara. Nestled in it lay three tiny padlocks of gleaming metal.

“And finally, to affirm the complete control, to remove any possible thought that the pony could remove her tack without the grace or permission of others! ‘The Collar-.”

Click.

“-Is locked-.”

Click.

“-In place!”

Click.

“How does it feel?” Angelina asked

There were a few seconds before Kara replied.

“I thought it would choke me. It is not as physically uncomfortable as I thought it would be…but it is very claustrophobic.”

“Remember that this is but one item of the tack. If your whole body was tacked up, the affect would be more intense. For instance…”

Angelina gently took Kara’s arms above the elbow and pulled them behind her back. Kara immediately felt her spine curving forwards, her breasts thrusting out and up, and the change in her posture subtly altered the shape of her neck and chin within the collar, as if it had been tightened.

“…With your arms harnessed behind your back, you would feel the collar more. Yes?”

“Yes.” Kara breathed.

Angelina released Kara’s arms, her leather clad fingers caressing Kara’s skin, giving her goose bumps.

As Angelina moved away from her, Kara felt a stab of panic.

Would she not unlock it and remove it?

But Angelina continued the tour of the pony tack room as if Kara wasn’t trailing along behind her, head rigidly fixed in the posture collar, eyes as wide as saucers and fingers trembling.

“Angelina?”

The woman glanced back, then turned more fully, studying Kara closely. Kara felt like a mouse in the shadow of a cat as Angelina’s eyes roved over her form. Because the collar held her head at an angle, Kara was forced to look up into Angelina’s face. Even wearing flat-soled boots, the woman remained a tall, imposing figure, Kara’s eyes barely reaching her chin.

“It suits you!” She reached a hand forward and stroked the hair above Kara’s ear. “All you need is your head shaved to give you a beautiful mane!” Eyes flashing with humour, she smiled.

“Had enough already?”

Kara couldn’t nod.

“Yes.”

“You didn’t last very long. A pony could be in her full tack for eight hours!”

Angelina stepped behind Kara and she heard the click of locks releasing, felt the grip of the collar loosen, as it was unbuckled.

“Would you like to try a pony boot now?”

The tour of the tack room had lasted longer than the rest of the stable tour put together. Angelina had delighted in showing Kara the horrors of erotic cruelty it contained, things Little Miss Naivety had never conceived could exist. She had declined Angelina’s invitation to try on anything further. She knew Angelina had been playing with her mercilessly.

*

Frantic splashing drew Kara’s attention back to the swimming pool. Tosh was leading the hapless Sapphire on a circuit of the pool, her thickly muscular legs and bottom threatened to burst open the skin-tight hide trousers that sheathed her lower body. The groom looked like she could kick the wheels off a truck.

Having reached the deep end, the ponygirl was being forced to swim – no easy task in her pony tack and boots. She had made it down one length and across the width of the deeper water, but as she was turned and pulled back up the length again, she was tiring. Her hands were still imprisoned in the heavy, inflexible mitts, making them difficult to manoeuvre through the water. She had been attempting a crawl like stroke but no longer had the strength to lift her arms clear out of the pool. Consequently, she was tossing up a lot of spray, while having to increase the rate of her strokes in order to keep afloat.

Kara could see her legs kicking too, but the pony was struggling, her body not close to lying flat in the water. Her head was frequently dipping under before rising again in a desperate attempt to relieve the strain on the chain attached to her nose ring.

Tosh’s pace, although slow, didn’t falter and at times it seemed as if Sapphire was literally being dragged through the pool by her nose. She cried out pitifully on more than one occasion.

“Five laps under three minutes and you can get out!” The groom called. “Otherwise we keep going!”

Tosh glanced across at Kara, a big smile on her face. She leered at Kara before returning her attention to Sapphire. Kara shuddered. She really didn’t feel comfortable in the presence of the little woman.

Finally, the pony reached the shallows and was able to get her feet under herself. Slowly, she rose out of the water, gradually revealing her stunning body. The sight really stirred something powerful in Kara. She couldn’t conceive of a more breathtaking image. Despite Sapphire’s spectacular mane looking bedraggled plastered to her scalp, and her chest heaving as she panted for breath, she arose majestically – shoulders back, thrusting her breasts out, head held high. Kara marvelled at the discipline that maintained her posture and poise after her body had endured such a physical trial. Sapphire’s small waist became visible, sheathed in black leather. The myriad of straps enveloping her torso presented her large breasts in sharp contrast. The metal rings and buckles of her harness flashed as they caught the rays of the evening sun.

Reaching the end of the length of the pool, Tosh turned to walk alongside the width of the shallow end. Sapphire waded through the water at the end of the chain, her mouth open and gulping down as much air as she could manage as she completed her first lap.

“Two minutes forty six seconds! Four more to go!”

As the groom started down the length for the second lap, Kara watched Tosh unclip and unfurl a whip from her belt. Its tip dragged along the ground beside her. It appeared that Sapphire would need further encouragement to complete the second lap in the required time.

Kara was shocked to realize that unconsciously her hand had crept up to her left breast and her fingers were rubbing across her nipple. Being bare beneath her sheepskin dress, the friction of the hide sent thrills of delight through her.

She snatched her hand away.

What is happening? I’m losing control of myself!

Again!

After what had happened this morning, and then again this afternoon, how can I still be horny?

I have become insatiable!

*

Kara had left Toby sodomizing Sapphire on the patio and returned to the drawing room through the French windows. She was still walking with a slight limp but she was barely conscious of her injured ankle. Her heart was racing, her face flushed and her hands trembling. She took two deep, slow breaths in an attempt to calm herself.

She could still see Sapphire’s moist, bright eyes burning into her own with an intensity that she was now coming to understand. It was as if Sapphire had achieved another level of existence, in which her sensory inputs were heightened, a confrontation with her core self – a wonderland where her true identity and humanity was experienced beyond anything Kara had ever realized in her own life.

Kara found she had pressed her hands against her breasts and was gently massaging them, her hard nipples were squeezed against her palms, radiating ripples of pleasure.

Sapphire’s deep blue eyes had been perfectly framed by the black leather of her harness and blinkers. Kara could still feel the pony’s hot smooth skin against her fingers, crossed by the hard, lifeless straps of the head harness that imprisoned her.

Kara sat down on the sofa. She had never been so turned on in her life, again! She had to suppress her instinctive timidity. She had the desire and the opportunity and it had reached the point where it had become irresistible. She stood again and moved to the ornate rope that was hanging beside the mantelpiece. She hesitated once more before grasping the rope and tugging firmly.

Kara straightened her posture, lifted her head. If she was going to do this, she had to be assertive. She smoothed her dress down over her hips. She ran her fingers through her hair.

The click of Lily’s stiletto heels on the parquet floor announced her arrival before the door from the hall opened and the maid stepped through. With a swish of skirts, she curtsied once.

“You rang, Miss?”

And then again.

“Yes, Lily. I think I am in need of your services. Could you come closer, please?”

“Of course, Miss.”

Lily’s heels clicked one, two, three more times and then she reached the heavily piled rug that covered most of the drawing room floor. She glided the rest of the way, the only noise now the slither and snap of her uniform, until she was curtsying once again, this time in front of Kara.

Kara studied her immaculately and heavily made-up face. With her eyes lowered, the carefully blended dark shadow over her eyes was clearly visible, as was the thick line delineating where her false eyelashes were fixed. Her lips were exquisitely defined and glistened under an abundant coating of lip-gloss.

“Would you kiss me please, Lily?” Kara’s voice was barely above a whisper.

There was the tiniest pause before Lily replied, as if she had been surprised by the request.

“It would be my pleasure, Miss!”

Lily leant forward and her mouth closed on Kara’s own. Kara shivered with pleasure. The maid’s lips were so much fuller and softer than a man’s mouth, and the touch gentler. It was a different experience from kissing a man. Kara let Lily control the kiss (she was clearly more practiced and skilful) despite the contradiction it provided to the power dynamic between the two of them. As Lily’s tongue entered her mouth, Kara felt the hard metal of her tongue stud brush over her lips.

The maid tasted of apricots, and her scent was a combination of the potent lavender perfume she wore, with the odour of her latex uniform. Kara grasped Lily’s tiny waist and pulled her closer. She was shocked to find that instead of pliant flesh, her hands encountered a hard, rigid curve.

Her Corset!

In contrast, Lily’s soft pneumatic bosom pressed against Kara’s own breasts. Kara closed her eyes. It was one of the most delightful sensations she had ever experienced. She responded to the kiss as eagerly as she could, finally fulfilling a desire that had been pent-up since the moment she had met the maid.

It turned out to be the longest kiss she had ever had. She thought this only happened in movies and books, not reality. She briefly acknowledged how mediocre her past partners had been at kissing.

It was several minutes before she pulled away from Lily’s mouth, breathless. But she could still taste her; feel the bee-stung cushion of her lips on her own, her tongue tracing patterns in her mouth.

Kara’s hands slid up Lily’s torso, across the smooth latex with its unique feel, to cup her breasts. The distinction of moving from the brittle prison of the corset to the soft flesh was striking. Kara pressed her palms firmly against them, flattening them on Lily’s chest, her fingers caressing the sides that were unencumbered by the ornately frilled apron that covered the front of the Maid’s bosom.

Then Kara slid her fingers under the apron until she felt Lily’s nipples where they distended the membrane of her dress. Kara was shocked at how big and hard they were, projecting like bullets.

The tightness of her corset forced Lily to take shorter, faster breaths than was normal. Because of the way it forced her bust up and out, it also exaggerated the rise and fall of her chest with each breath. Lily released a delicate, muted gasp as Kara’s fingers contacted the sensitive buds, and her breathing rate increased noticeably, as did the movement of her chest.

It quickly became apparent that some things were odd about Lily’s nipples. Kara could feel metal piercing them.

She was ringed, like Sapphire!

The metal wasn’t as thick as Sapphire’s rings, but there was something else too! It felt like each nipple had another ring, right at the base – but this ring wasn’t a piercing. It wrapped the nub, like a ring on a finger.

Kara squeezed both nipples hard. This time Lily’s gasp was louder, more ragged.

“What are these?” Again, Kara’s voice was barely above a whisper. She pressed her fingertips against the bands.

“My nipple collars, Miss! They are part of my uniform. They ensure that my nipples are always erect when I am on duty, Miss.”

Small wonder they were so big and hard! Was there no end to Angelina’s sophisticated cruelty?

“Do they hurt?” Kara breathed.

“Yes, Miss. You don’t forget that you’re wearing them.”

Kara played with the throbbing nubs for a few moments. Lily shuddered. Reluctantly, Kara withdrew her hands from within the latex. She moved to the sofa and sat on the edge of the seat.

“Angelina suggested I should experience your mouth…between my legs…she said that you were very good…” Kara began pulling up her skirt.

I cannot be doing this…this is not me…

Don’t lose your nerve now!

“Would you do that for me, please?”

“It would be my pleasure, Miss!” Lily repeated.

Kara lay back on the sofa, her head resting on the plushly upholstered leather of the seat back. She slid her bottom forward so it was hanging off the seat, spreading her knees wide to make room for the maid to kneel between her legs. She pulled her dress above her crotch and looked at Lily with hungry eyes heavy with lust.

With expert ease, Lily swivelled her hips and pulled her own skirts out as she knelt, so they pooled gracefully around her figure. The rubber draped itself across Kara’s feet, sliding across her bare skin. A subtle, delicious feeling that brought a smile to Kara’s lips. Lily’s every minute movement was so considered. She was simply gorgeous beyond belief!

Now it was Kara’s turn to gasp as she felt Lily’s latex encased fingers on her labia, gently parting them and caressing the sensitive insides. Lily’s head dipped and Kara felt the maid’s warm breath on her tender flesh moments before her tongue touched.

Kara voiced a wordless exclamation. She put her hands on Lily’s rubber clad head. Lily’s tongue worked gently inside Kara’s labia for several minutes, before suddenly changing tack with a broad, crude stroke right up through her vulva, catching her clitoris for the first time. Kara’s legs briefly lifted off the floor and her thighs closed to wrap around the maid’s head.

Kara turned her cry into a groan in a desperate attempt not to make too much noise. Her eyelids fluttered.

Heavenly Bliss!

Kara felt Lily’s tongue stud dragging across her delicate furrow, and then again when the tongue burrowed into her hole.

“Oh!...Oh…Ooohhh!”

Kara couldn’t keep quiet and she didn’t care any more. Her fingers curled around Lily’s cap, grabbing handfuls of the slick material as she pushed Lily’s face hard into her groin.

Lily responded by spreading Kara’s labia wider apart, her fingers gently pinching at the lips. Her skill with her mouth was incredible, causing Kara’s hips to spasm, her groin to force itself harder into the maid’s face. Yet Lily was teasing her. Only that one time had she made contact with her clit and it throbbed with desperation to be touched. Kara’s pent-up arousal had become overwhelming.

“Do me, Lily! DO ME!”

Kara felt Lily’s teeth nipping at her clit hood.

“Urgh!”

She felt Lily suck her clit between her lips. Her tongue pummelled the nub like a punch bag.

Kara was far to turned-on to take that kind of treatment for very long. Her euphoria arose like a wave. Head back, eyes closed, her thighs and hands crushed against Lily’s head, suffocating the maid’s petite form as she hugged her ever closer.

“Yes…Yes…YES!”

I had no idea it could be this good! What have I been missing out on all my life!

Lily ground her tongue stud into Kara’s clit. Kara shrieked. The wave of pleasure hit her full force. She lost all awareness of anything but the sensations consuming her mind and body.

As Kara lay in the afterglow, enjoying the feeling of perfect contentment, it took her some while to realize that she was still holding Lily in a vice of her limbs, preventing the maid from making any movement at all. She had not struggled to free herself despite the discomfort she must be experiencing. She just knelt passively with her face locked tight in Kara’s crotch.

Kara’s hands were still knotted in the maid’s cap and had virtually pulled it off her head, revealing her hair for the first time. Kara was shocked to see how short it was. Razor short around the back and sides, it was at its longest at the front of her head, but even then it was no more than two inches long. Kara couldn’t resist running her fingers over the fuzz above her ears and at the top of her neck. It was severe and not what Kara had been expecting.

Lily was still lapping occasionally at Kara’s vulva – cleaning her up – and appeared content to remain there indefinitely, but Kara could feel her heavy breath on that most intimate part of her body as the maid struggled to get enough air.

She felt a twinge of guilt at how uncompromisingly she had used Lily to sate her lust, as if she were nothing but a sex toy. She spread her legs and lifted her hands from the maid’s hair.

“Thank you, Lily. You are very skilled.”

Lily lifted her head. She looked the worst for wear. Her cap was around her neck, held in place by the big bow under her chin. Her face was the colour of a beetroot and dripping with perspiration. Her bosom rose and fell dramatically as she urgently drew in fresh air. Her pouty lips were parted and smeared with Kara’s secretions.

“It was a pleasure, Miss.”

There was the trace of a smile and to Kara’s relief the Maid did not appear distressed. Because she always kept her eyes submissively low, Kara had great difficulty in reading what the maid was thinking or feeling. That magical tongue darted out in an attempt to lick her sticky lips clean; an action that was only moderately successful.

“I’m sorry about your cap. I got a bit carried away.”

“Yes, Miss.”

Lily made a reasonable attempt at pulling the cap back into place and smoothing it out.

Kara reached forward and adjusted it until she thought it was positioned as it had been before, showing just the tiniest bit of black hair across her forehead. It still looked a trifle rumpled.

“Thank you, Miss.”

It took a long time, but Kara finally realized what she must look like – lying half on, half off the sofa with her dress hiked up and her pubic area on display to all. She shifted, sitting up and dropping the skirt at least partially to preserve her modesty.

How could things have changed so much in a day? How could I have changed so much?

Kara realized that Lily was waiting for another order before she would move. She reached down and grabbed a handful of the thick latex skirts that fanned about the kneeling maid. The material whispered delightfully as she scrunched it up in her palm. Its look, texture and aroma were intoxicating. She could now appreciate why some people could become so attached to it.

“You look very pretty in your uniform, Lily.”

“Thank you, Miss.”

And having beautiful creatures like Lily at one’s beck and call, who would do absolutely anything asked of them; it blew Kara’s mind.

“Thank you, Lily, you can return to your duties.”

“Yes, Miss.”

Lily rose effortlessly to her feet in one movement. The skirts in Kara’s hand slipped free, but the memory of it remained.

Lily bobbed her curtsy.

“Thank you, Miss.”

Her uniform snapping and rustling, she was gone.

For a long time Kara sat still on the sofa, staring at nothing. She could not remember ever experiencing such contentment.

The last two days have changed my life forever!


8: Wasps and Stings

An hour later, Kara was standing in front of Sapphire in the little paddock behind the stables. Sapphire was back in her full tack, between the traces of a tiny single seat buggy. She was all dried off; her striking blue mane fluffed back into life, but instead of being in the intricate braid she had worn earlier in the day, it now hung as a conventional ponytail, banded once at the back of her head and pouring out behind her like a fountain. Her arms were once again bound in the ‘reverse prayer’ position behind her back that looked incredibly uncomfortable to Kara, but she couldn’t help admiring the effect it had on the pony’s posture – pulling her shoulders back and thrusting her breasts out so provocatively.

There was a wasp buzzing around the ponygirl, but bound as she was, and with the severe collar restricting independent movement of her head, there was nothing she could do to shoo it away and it eventually came to rest on her smoothly shaven scalp, between her ear and her mane. Even when it started walking across her skin, Sapphire made no movement and her calm, placid eyes showed nothing to indicate she was even aware that it was there. Kara would have been in a blind panic, she shuddered at the thought of feeling its miniscule legs crawling across her face and being able to do nothing about it.

When its path was blocked by one of the straps of the pony’s head harness, it took off again and hovered over Sapphire’s eyes and nose, humming furiously. From somewhere, Kara remembered that a wasp beat its wings 250 times a second.

Why is my head full of this useless crap!

The insect eventually settled again on the pony’s lip, interested in the drool that was dribbling from her mouth around the rubber bit that held her upper and lower teeth apart. After a few seconds, it decided this fluid was of no interest and took off again, flying straight at Kara – who ducked and swatted wildly at it. When she lifted her head again the tiny demon had gone.

Angelina, who was approaching, laughed out loud, and put her gloved hand affectionately on Kara’s shoulder. Kara blushed, feeling foolish.

“Ready to have a go?”

Kara couldn’t believe Angelina’s generosity in offering her a chance to drive Sapphire.

“Are you sure it’s OK?”

“It’s more than OK, it would be a pleasure.”

Angelina’s fingers gently caressed the back of Kara’s neck.

“Just remember that you have to take charge and be firm. Use every opportunity to reinforce the fact that you are in control”.

Kara stepped up to the pony and grabbed the rein just where it descended from the bit to the nipple ring in her left breast. She bunched the leather in her fist, drawing the rein taught and twisting Sapphire’s nipple up towards her chin, lifting the breast slightly. Sapphire snorted, but otherwise didn’t move. Kara raised her right hand and rubbed the back of her fingers against the pony’s left cheek.

“Beautiful pony, beautiful Sapphire!” she whispered, her voice thick with desire and excitement.

Then she lowered her right hand to the breast she was torturing and cupped it in her palm. It felt hot where the flesh bulged through the straps that imprisoned it. The weight of it in her hand was delightful. She couldn’t resist squeezing it, and her thumb lifted to flick across the stressed nipple once, twice, three times.

“Wonderful! I knew you would be a natural at this!” Angelina exclaimed. “It is customary to check the tack before you mount up. Make sure everything is buckled tight – show the pony this is real and not a game. I’m sure the bit can be pulled in another notch.”

Kara released the rein and reached both hands behind the pony’s head to find the bit strap buckle, which caused her to lean forward and stand on tiptoe – Kara would have guessed that she was about the same height as the pony if they were barefoot, but she was in flip-flops and Sapphire towered over her in the hoof boots. She felt the pony’s breasts pressing against the top of her chest; the rock hard, brutally pierced nipples and the metal of the rein clips attached to them. She savoured the sensation as she tugged back the bit strap until it moved one hole tighter. Sapphire gave a small whimper, but made no other movements.

Standing back, Kara could see it had made a difference. The bit was lodged deeper into the pony’s mouth and pressing harder against the corners of her lips. Kara rubbed her palm across the ponygirl’s mane and smooth scalp, as if she was petting a real pony.

“Yes, perfect!” Acknowledged Angelina. “Frequent touches to reassure and calm the animal are important.”

Kara’s hands moved down to Sapphire’s impressive breasts that were straining against the web of straps that encased them. She pulled the broad straps that wrapped around the base one notch tighter for both of them, delighting in seeing them bulge even further forward. She put her hand down to cup the pony’s mound, hidden under the wide crotch strap of the harness, and pushed the dildo underneath, moving it inside the pony. Sapphire grunted.

Angelina pointed to the pony’s feet.

“Normally the pony will be hobbled until you are ready to set off, so you need to take the hobble off. Best practice is to do this from the side – it makes it more difficult for a recalcitrant pony to kick out at you. It won’t be a problem with Sapphire, but a whack from a pony hoof is not pleasant.”

Kara moved to Sapphire’s side. She yanked on the crotch strap, disappointed to find that it was brutally tight already and she would be unable to pull it any tighter. She took that disappointment out on the pony by tugging hard on her tail instead.

Angelina voiced a gleeful exclamation.

“You have a cruel streak in you that I hadn’t anticipated! You are full of surprises!”

Kara immediately felt guilty.

I’m not a sadist…am I?

But I want to hurt Sapphire. The idea excites me!

“That tail is made from Sapphire’s real hair, shorn from her head when she first signed her indenture. It adds a psychological frisson for the pony to know that the hair brushing her legs and sprouting from her anus once brushed her neck and shoulders.”

Kara crouched down. The hobble around the pony’s ankles was a heavy chain with a clip at each end. The chain wrapped tight around the leg and then clipped to a link, preventing the pony from being able to shake it off. Kara guessed there was about six inches of slack chain left between the legs. Pulling the hobble away, she again admired the brutal beauty of the hoof boots that held Sapphire’s feet at a steep arch, completely imprisoned.

As she stood up, Kara noticed for the first time a mark on Sapphire’s left hip. It was about two inches in diameter – a perfect circle with the letter A inside it in an italic script. It was deeply indented in the pony’s flesh. Kara felt a shockwave pass through her. She felt her heart thumping in her chest.

It was a brand! Angelina had branded her ponygirl!

Kara put her fingers to the mark, feeling the ridges and troughs, clean and distinct.

“It’s real!” She exclaimed.

“Of course it is real. I told you before that this is not a game.”

It was beautiful, but at the same time obscene and monstrous.

“If you become my pony, you will wear my brand.” Angelina stated.

Kara resisted the urge to turn and look at her. She dared not. Her heart was still thudding. Was Angelina talking about her directly or making a general declaration? A shiver ran down her spine.

I can’t know the answer to that!

She fussed nervously and unnecessarily with the pony’s harness straps.

“All ready to go, Kara, take the seat!”

Sapphire stood between the traces of a tiny little buggy. A sparse metal frame with bicycle wheels upon which was mounted a padded, shaped seat that incorporated a back and sides all in one piece.

Kara stepped between the shafts, her left hand grabbing the reins that draped over Sapphire’s shoulders, and lowered herself. The seat hugged her, wrapping around her. It felt like sitting in the huge beanbag she had in her bedroom when she was a kid – laying back at a 45o angle. As she lifted her feet on to the footrests it pushed her knees high and bent them. Still conscious of her nudity beneath the dress, Kara was glad that the skirt was so long and full, she tucked it between her legs to ensure that she retained her modesty. This was so much more comfortable than the cart she had travelled in earlier in the day.

Kara’s eyeline was level with the middle of Sapphire’s back. She drank in the sight presented by the rear of the restrained pony. Two straps sprouting from between Sapphire’s legs curled under her buttocks and rose to connect to the belt at her waist, lifting and plumping each cheek, presenting them as an irresistible target. They were both littered with marks old and new, heavily lined. Kara could see the results of different whips that had been used, from thumb width wide purple-black blotches, to longer ultra-thin red streaks that looked wincingly sore. Some had angry lumps at the end of the lines, from which Kara guessed the whip must have had some special tip to inflict additional agony. The backs of her thighs beneath the under-buttock straps were equally scored.

What also caught Kara’s attention were the fresh whip marks on the backs of the shoulders, either side of the ponygirl’s extraordinarily bound arms. These had been inflicted by Tosh earlier at the pool as ‘encouragement’ to ensure Sapphire completed her laps in the required time. They stood raised on her skin and where they crossed over one another (which they did in several places) the lines looked livid.

Kara wondered when the last time Sapphire’s body would have been free from the mark of the whip; would it have ever happened at all since she had become a full-time pony? The thought caused a shiver to pass down her spine, and a thrilling pulse through her pubic area.

Through the central strap bifurcating the ponygirl’s buttocks spouted her tail, falling past her knees in a brilliant blue flamboyance. Kara again remembered earlier at the pool, when she had seen the butt plug that sat at the bottom of the tail. She tried to envision what it must feel like to have that pushed into and filling your rectum. Then to run with it locked in place…

“Take her a few times around the paddock to pick up the basics.”

Angelina picked up the whip that sat in the slot beside Kara’s seat and handed it to her. It had a thin, leather bound handle about a foot long. The blade was about twice that length and folded against the handle.

It sprang free in Kara’s hand, to her surprise, opening to its full length and locking in place with a click. There was a button at the end of the grip to enable it to be folded again, when required. It looked like a miniature fishing rod, its end thinning and dipping progressively lower towards its tip.

Kara flicked the blade through the air experimentally, twice. The sound gave her goose bumps.

“The most common mistake made by a novice is overuse of the whip!” Angelina began. “They thrash the poor creature raw, reducing the effectiveness of the instrument and the performance of the pony at the same time! Of course, if the pony is genuinely disobedient or lazy, it can be used to bring about a quick attitude correction, and if the pony loses focus or concentration, a sharp tap will serve as a reminder. Otherwise it should be used at those times when you need to get that little extra performance from the beast, ensuring you get the best out of them.

“So, use the whip sparingly. Most of the control and discipline is enforced using the reins. That is why I prefer the full nipple control rein.”

Kara tried to push disappointment to the back of her mind as she stared at Sapphire’s temptingly presented bottom and felt the grip of the whip in her hand.

I really want to whack that backside, I so do…

This was followed by a stab of guilt that she now had such a desire, that such thoughts were appearing in her mind.

But now Angelina had moved behind her and was leaning over the back of the cart. Kara felt Angelina’s breasts pressing against the back of her head as her arms wrapped around her. Angelina’s intimate proximity vanquished all other thoughts from Kara’s mind. Kara inhaled Angelina’s distinctive perfume.

“Gentle use of the reins will still cause discomfort to the pony, whilst always reminding that genuine pain, in escalating levels, is instantly available should the filly be slow to respond to commands.”

Angelina’s gloved hands covered Kara’s own, and Kara felt the exquisite sensation of the leather, so soft and supple, sliding across her skin to her fingers.

“So, you need to hold your hands about this far apart”.

Angelina moved them about a foot apart, the rein between them hanging slightly slack.

“Thumb and forefinger on each rein, left and right. Then hook your remaining fingers over the rein so that it cannot slip from your grasp. The reins are super sensitive, so you do not need flamboyant movements, just delicate tugs unless making an emergency manoeuvre.”

Angelina climbed onto the back of the cart and the vehicle pitched slightly backward, the shafts lifting to the limit of the chains that harnessed them to Sapphire’s hips. The ponygirl took a step to steady herself.

“So, to start; a short, sharp snap of the reins up and down – but no pulling!”

Angelina flicked her wrists, taking Kara’s hands with her, and the reins rippled, lifting briefly off Sapphire’s shoulders before settling back with a barely perceptible slap.

Sapphire immediately started off at a walk, the harnesses creaking as they took the strain. Because of the spring-loaded hoofs she was forced to take the odd-looking steps that replicated the movements of a real pony.

“An experienced, properly trained pony like Sapphire can be controlled for pace from the reins alone. Some ponies require the reassurance of verbal commands. To get moving the term would be ‘Walk on!’

“For basic pony driving there are essentially four speeds – the walk, the trot, the gallop and the sprint. Each flick of the reins will increase the speed.

“To turn, pull gently on the left or right rein as required. The harder the pull the more sharply the pony will turn. The rein will pull the bit at the corner of the mouth and tug the nipple.

“This paddock has a training line to practice on. See the white line?”

“Uh-huh!”

“So, as you near the end of the paddock, the line loops around, enabling you to do circuits. Pull gently on the right rein and aim to keep this side of the line, but as close to it as possible.”

Kara felt Angelina tug the right rein lightly and the pony veered gently to the right. As they approached the white line, a short tug on the left brought the pony straight again so that they were travelling parallel to and outside the line by about a foot from the inside wheel. Angelina made the manoeuvre look very simple.

“To slow or stop, just pull both reins simultaneously. Again, be proportionate. At this speed, just a tug…like so…will be sufficient.”

A prolonged, firm tug from Angelina brought Sapphire to an immediate stop.

“Overzealous braking can cause the pony great distress. Pulling really hard on the reins forces the bit painfully deep into the pony’s mouth and pulls agonizingly hard on her nipples. So that should be reserved for emergency braking only.”

Angelina stepped back off the cart and let go of Kara’s hands. Her fingers brushed Kara’s shoulders as she withdrew.

“OK, ready for your first spin?”

“I’ll give it a try!”

Kara immediately missed Angelina’s proximity. She tried to focus on the task in hand and flicked the reins as she had been shown. The pony’s tack rattled and groaned and Sapphire moved forward again. Both ponytails swayed attractively.

After a few steps, Kara snapped the reins again and the pony instantly increased the pace to a jog. Sapphire’s buttocks rippled wonderfully in the harness, giving Kara an erotic thrill as she watched them. She could see the base of the tail flexing between the bottom cheeks with each movement.

The even ground and closely mown grass of the paddock made for a much smoother ride than Kara had experienced earlier. Glancing to her right, she saw that Angelina had moved towards the centre, inside the oval of the guideline, and was watching with her hands on her hips.

As the first bend arrived, the white line began to ease away from the path of the cart. Kara pulled gently on the right rein, but found the pony didn’t swing right enough to follow the line; they were still drifting away. In a classic case of overcompensation, Kara increased the pull and Sapphire turned sharply.

“Oh!” Kara’s exclamation reflected the fact that they were now heading straight across the line.

She tugged the left rein in response and the cart veered back over the line and away again.

Kara felt indignant and foolish and her instinctive response, with whip already in hand and her embarrassment overcoming her reticence, was to draw the whip back and bring it down hard on the ponygirl’s left buttock.

There was a resounding snap followed by a shocked, high pitched noise from Sapphire. Kara repeated the stroke, but not quite as hard the second time, and tugged the right rein again to steer back toward the line.

“Stop!”

Kara turned her head to see Angelina striding towards them, laughing. She pulled back on both reins, bringing the pony and cart quickly to a stop.

“Don’t punish the pony for your mistakes!”

“She was using my inexperience against me, playing games with me!” Kara pleaded. “She can see the line! She knows where she should go!”

Angelina was still laughing. As she arrived, she put a gloved hand on the buttock Kara had struck. There was a vivid red line where the first, harder whip stroke had made contact with the pony’s hide, diagonally across the cheek. Underneath, also clearly identifiable, was the mark from the second strike. This had a fainter, pinker hue.

“You might think that, but believe me when I say that is not likely.”

Angelina traced her finger along the first welt, pressing quite hard. Sapphire couldn’t help flinching and gasping at the cruel touch.

“That was quite a whack you gave her! I bet she felt that!

“I’m sorry.” As Kara’s anger subsided it was replaced with guilt.

“Don’t be sorry, you are learning. You will make mistakes. Sapphire is a pampered little creature; a little gratuitous suffering will not do her any harm. Helps her to appreciate how easy she has it…”

Kara nearly choked at that comment. Everything she had seen so far convinced her the pony was treated with incredible cruelty.

Angelina continued. “…But she is trained to respond to commands, to act as a dumb animal. It is your job as the rider to keep to the guideline and the pony to obey the pull on her reins. It will take some practice for you to pick up the finesse to direct a pony properly using nipple control reins. Here, let me prove it to you!”

Angelina moved from beside Kara to stand in front of Sapphire and put her hands to the pony’s face. From what Kara could see, Angelina pushed the blinkers inward so they snapped shut, flush against the pony’s eye sockets.

“The blinkers can be used as a blindfold! Now try again. The pony can only move in response to the reins, because she cannot see. So, you know you have complete control of her direction and you can see your progress as you improve.”

Angelina stepped away, not without first tweaking Sapphire’s nipples and causing the ponygirl to squeak.

Kara flicked the reins once again and the pony walked forward.

“It is just practice; like learning to drive a car!” Angelina called.

Kara pulled the right rein, probably harder than she needed to, causing Sapphire to step sharply back towards the white guideline, then used the left rein to straighten the cart up. She decided to keep the pony at walking pace until she had the hang of things. She could hear Angelina laughing as she criss-crossed the white line while trying to navigate the bend. She had to smile herself; it was funny.

After Kara came out of the bend and managed to get the cart travelling parallel to the guideline again, she picked Sapphire up to a trot once more. The ponygirl responded instantly to each command without the slightest hesitation or uncertainty, jogging forward blindly, utterly compliant to a complete novice rider. Kara was awestruck. How did you train a person to do that? Total blind obedience! This was serious, committed stuff! Kara had to appreciate that Angelina was correct – there was a lot more to this than just a kinky game.

As the next bend approached, Kara was more confident with the reins, picking up the subtleties of the pull against the response. She kept Sapphire at a trot. She still zigzagged across the line, but was able to keep close to it. On the next straight she could actually enjoy the experience, watching the pony’s scoriated buttocks shimmer from their movement. Belatedly, Kara noticed that with the pony’s arms pulled up out of the way, the swell of Sapphire’s breasts that were visible either side of her lean frame quivered delightfully in the webbing of her harness.

The following bend, Kara almost got it right, cutting over the line only twice. The bend after that she finally held the line successfully, whooping in delight. More confident, she increased the pony’s pace to a gallop along the straight, but slowed back to a trot around the bend; a method she employed for consecutive full laps. She had to resist the urge to use the whip, which she desperately wanted to do, as she knew she had no legitimate reason to do so. She found the experience thrilling and couldn’t keep a big smile from lighting up her face.

Eventually, Angelina caught Kara’s eye and signalled for her to stop. She reluctantly pulled on the reins to bring Sapphire to a halt. She could hear the ponygirl breathing heavier than normal, but she was by no means gasping for air. There was a sheen of perspiration around the straps of the harness, but she stood tall, feet together, as placid as before they had started.

Kara put her feet to the ground and leaned forward. She couldn’t resist giving the proffered bottom a loud smack.

“Good girl, good pony!”

“How did you enjoy that?” Angelina asked.

Kara couldn’t contain her excitement. “It was fantastic! Thank you so much!”


9: Soap Suds and Bouquets

“I hope the wine is to your taste?”

Angelina glanced towards Kara before taking another mouthful of food.

Kara swallowed her Lettice and tomato, dabbed at her mouth with the white cloth napkin.

“Good wine is wasted on me, I’m afraid. I’m more of a beer kind of girl. I wouldn’t know the difference between a hock and a claret.”

“Well, there is another whole world of delight for you to discover!” Angelina flashed a knowing smile towards Kara.

“We find dry, crisp whites work delightfully with salad.” Toby added.

It was the first time he had spoken during the meal. He seemed much subdued to Kara, from his easy nonchalance earlier. His head down, eyes barely leaving his plate. He also seemed to be struggling to get comfortable on the chair, constantly shifting about and grimacing.

The dining table had been moved outside onto the patio for the evening meal. It was about nine o’clock but there was still some daylight left. Three large candles burned on the table, which added to the ambiance. The garden was tranquil and secluded. The swimming pool was now dead still, the surface of the water a mirror that reflected back the remaining light. Angelina sat at one end of the table, Toby at the other. Kara sat between them, her back to the house and facing the garden and pool.

That was where the conventionality ended.

Lily stood a few yards to Kara’s right, in front of the French windows, as ever resplendent in her lustrous uniform, waiting to serve again when required.

And then there was Polly, the scullery maid.

There seemed no end to the staff that kept appearing here. Kara didn’t even know what a scullery maid was, but apparently Angelina had one.

As they had been seating themselves for the meal, there had been the sound of breaking glass from within the house. It had turned out that the aforementioned Polly had dropped the wine decanter on the kitchen floor. The unfortunate maid had been marched before Angelina, who by now was seated at the table.

Kara thought Polly was probably in her mid-twenties, with a fragile, delicate build. Petite, or she would have been out of her skyscraper heels. Her uniform was similar to Lily’s, but not so spectacular. Instead of gleaming black latex, Polly’s dress was coloured a mid-grey, though it fit equally as tightly across the torso and arms, and was as fastidiously polished. The skirt had no bustle and seemed to have fewer layers, so lacked the fullness. It was also shorter, falling in length to just above her ankles, so her steeply heeled booties were permanently visible. It was still clear she was tightly corseted and the costume was designed to draw attention to her shapely bust, but its moderate size lacked the dramatic effect that Lily’s large breasts created. Her apron and cap were more basic, lacking the ostentatious frills.

The scullery maid stood cowed before Angelina, her fingers fluttering nervously.

“Posture!” Angelina snapped, indicating to Lily, who stood behind the miscreant.

A loud report echoed around the garden as Lily’s rubber clad hand smacked into Polly’s rubber clad bottom.

Polly straightened up, pushing her shoulders back, thrusting her chest out. Her hands dropped to her sides. Another smack landed with enough force that she needed to take a step forward to hold her balance. Her feet came together.

Kara was only a few feet from Polly. She could see her pretty, heavily made-up face in detail. Her beautiful blue eyes were wide with fear. Her lower lip, glossed in a cherry red, was quivering and her chin trembling.

“Look at me!”

Kara appreciated how difficult it was to hold Angelina’s gaze when she was displeased and saw how Polly struggled with this.

“Your progress continues to disappoint, Polly, in so many ways! Do we really still need to correct your posture?”

“I’m sorry, My Lady.” Her voice had an Irish lilt.

As with Lily, Polly dropped a curtsy before speaking.

“What is your excuse this time for the breakage? Your heels? Your gloves?”

Polly’s hands were sheathed in skin tight latex that matched the colour of her dress.

“I turned my ankle, My Lady.”

Angelina was silent awhile, eyes scrutinizing the scullery maid.

“How long have you been with us now, Polly?”

“Ten weeks, as of yesterday, My Lady.”

“You were expected to have attained a significantly higher standard than this, at this point in your training.”

“I’m sorry, My Lady.” Polly’s voice broke as she tried to stifle a sob.

“We have been more than patient with you, yet despite this you still seem to not take your training seriously. I do not see dedication, Polly. We have discussed before that this is not a game, this is not play!”

“Yes, My Lady.”

Angelina gave a deep sigh.

“I am prepared to release you from your indenture, should you so wish. We can make the contract void and you can return to your previous life, would you like that, Polly?”

“Oh, no, My Lady! Please, no!” Polly hesitated a moment, then dropped to her knees and raised her hands, palms together in a prayer pose. “I beg you, My Lady! Please allow me to stay and complete my training!” This time the sob and the tears escaped.

Angelina sat back in her chair as if she had been slapped.

“Get back in position immediately!” She almost spat the words at the maid, trying to control her anger.

An angry Angelina was a frightening sight, Kara had trembled at seeing this side of her.

Polly regained her feet inelegantly, struggling to get her long skirts untangled from her legs. When Kara compared this to the grace with which Lily could rise from her knees, in even longer and heavier skirts, it was obvious that Polly had a long way to go to reach the standards set by her colleague.

“So unseemly! So Ill-disciplined! Your display has just proved the truth of my words.”

Polly fought unsuccessfully to stop her weeping and snuffling. When Angelina eventually spoke again her tone was back to its normal, measured timbre.

“As I said, my concern is with your application. You need to apply yourself to mastering the skills that are demanded of you. To that end, if you wish to stay, you will be subject to a stricter regimen than you have encountered before.

“Let me be clear, it will be harsh and it will be uncompromising until you reach the standards that are required of you. You must consider carefully if this is a step you want to take. The reality of this life is not for everyone and you are free to leave now with no ill will should you chose to. Take a moment to think this over.”

After a short silence broken only by Polly’s sniffing, the maid dropped a particularly deep curtsy.

“Please, My Lady, I want to stay.”

“So be it! Then you will write one hundred lines to be presented to me on Tuesday night. Each line will say ‘I will work much harder to be found pleasing’. Repeat!”

“I will work much harder to be found pleasing, My Lady.”

“Good! Second, you will report to Tosh every day until further notice, where you will spend time on the treadmill and carousel in your uniform boots until you are effortlessly proficient at wearing them. Do you understand this, Polly?”

“Yes, My Lady.”

“And now to your immediate punishment for this evening’s poor show…”

And so, as Kara ate her salad, as she drank her wine, with Toby sat to her left and Angelina sat to her right, directly in front of her was Polly’s latex covered head. It was no more than eighteen inches from her plate.

Polly had been bent over the table directly opposite Kara – not without difficulty, her corset preventing her from bending from the waist, so it had been necessary to bend her from the hips. Each of her shiny rubber clad hands was splayed either side of her head, supporting her weight. Kara could see the outlines of each fingernail through the grey latex.

For speaking ‘inappropriately’ and ‘displaying a lack of decorum befitting her position’, Polly had been ordered to take a bar of soap into her mouth and bite into it about half way down its length, leaving a couple of inches of the bar protruding from between her lips. Polly had then had her head pushed down until the bar of soap was touching the tabletop. She had been in this position for twenty minutes now and Kara could see the first signs of frothy soap suds spreading across the tablecloth from beneath her head, blown forth by her gasping, sobbing breaths.

Laying on the table to the left of the maid was a thin, springy cane. Laying on the table to the right of the maid was a thick rubber gauntlet of the type used for handling dangerous chemicals. Next to this was a bunch of stinging nettles, several stems sprouting a plethora of leaves and arranged as neatly as a bouquet of flowers.

Angelina had decreed that Polly would receive a stroke of the cane every ten minutes for an hour. Additionally, after each stroke, the stinging nettles would be drawn across her buttocks.

Also on the table, close to Angelina, was an old-fashioned hourglass egg timer. Apparently, Angelina had a whole collection of them for a variety of time periods. This one contained a luminous yellow sand that was sharply visible in the twilight as the grains dribbled through the hourglass. Currently, there was more sand in the bottom half than the top.

Even after the events of the day, this scenario still shocked Kara. Every time she thought she had reached the bottom of the rabbit hole, she found that there was still further to slide. There seemed no end to Angelina’s capacity for cruelty.

What will become of me if I don’t climb straight back out of this hole?

When Lily, the gauntlet on her right hand and the bouquet of nettles firmly in its grasp, had first applied them to Polly’s bottom, Kara had thought about bolting. Her ankle was significantly improved. She was sure she could drive her car now if needs must.

It wasn’t the sight of the act – Kara was sat head on to Polly – all she could see was latex, the maid’s cap, the long skirts of her uniform folded neatly on her back. Her buttocks were completely out of Kara’s sight, though the heart-rending sounds from her throat would not be easily forgotten.

The thought of such a punishment was horrifying. The thought of Polly’s suffering, imagined or real, was terrifying. The thought of Angelina’s vindictive sadism was mortifying. And then there was Lily – gentle, submissively sweet Lily – inflicting this treatment upon her fellow maid without, apparently, a second thought.

Had Kara’s lust and excitement clouded her judgement unequivocally, eclipsing her conscience, her reason, even her sanity?

How afraid should I be for my own body and mind?

But little by little, the fear and shock ebbed and the pulsing in her loins grew. Kara had never felt so alive and vibrant in her life, like she had been sleepwalking since puberty and had now fully awoken. It was scary, confusing and disturbing, but she had always felt there should be more to life, that she was watching it pass her by, her hands and face pressed against a glass wall, observing but not experiencing, and she did not want to go back to that…no way…

As Kara took another sip of her wine, she watched the final grains of sand drain through the hourglass. She shivered with both excitement and fear.

“Time!” Declared Angelina.

Lily Curtsied. “Yes, My Lady.”

She moved from her place by the French windows, gliding around the table until she stood by the unfortunate scullery maid. Her latex encased hand picked up the cane.

All noises of cutlery on plates stopped as Lily took a stance behind Polly.

Vrruupst.

The cane hummed as it passed through the air, the sound ending abruptly as it contacted Polly’s bared buttocks with a snap, almost like the noise of a beer can being opened.

Kara could see the determination on Lily’s face as she struck and followed through with the stroke, taking a step forward to enable force and momentum behind the action.

The hair rose on the back of Kara’s neck.

Polly’s torso rose momentarily, jumped like she had been touched by a hot poker. A muffled howl came from beneath the shiny white cap and an explosion of soap suds splattered across the table, the furthest tear shaped blob landing only a couple of inches from Kara’s plate. Kara stared at it as it bubbled and slowly absorbed into the tablecloth.

Polly snorted, stamped her feet. Her stiletto heels distinct as they clashed with the paving stone.

“Good girl.” Angelina commented.

At first, Kara thought she was speaking to Polly, but a quick glance at the statuesque brunette showed her watching Lily intently. For the first time, Kara understood Lily’s predicament. If Angelina thought that Lily wasn’t applying the punishment with enough zeal, she would be punished herself. She could find herself alongside Polly getting the same treatment! Lily had no choice but to be committed and conscientious.

“My Lady.”

Lily replaced the cane on the table, then stepped the other side of Polly and pulled the industrial gauntlet on to her right hand. She lifted the bouquet of stinging nettles by their stalks and retook her position. Lily’s arm swung back and forth as if she were cleaning Polly’s bottom with a feather duster.

Polly shuddered and choked out an urgent, high pitched whine.

“Good enough, but next time use the nettles as a whip, we have plenty more if these come apart.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

Lily replaced the nettles and gauntlet on the table.

“Two, My Lady.” Lily announced, curtsying beside Angelina.

A third of Polly’s assigned punishment completed.

Angelina turned over the egg timer and returned to eating her salad. Kara watched the effervescent sand once again trickle through the hourglass, as Polly’s whimpering and sobs provided a backdrop to the meal. The scullery maid couldn’t keep her rear end still.

Kara had initially been glad she couldn’t see Polly’s bottom being so cruelly treated, but her feelings had switched and she was disappointed now that she couldn’t see the central cause of the maid’s distress.

Meanwhile, Angelina and Toby chatted nonchalantly about this and that. The weather forecast for the next day. Whereabouts Kara lived. Polly, squirming and weeping in front of them all, was ignored.

Kara couldn’t eat much; the environment wasn’t conducive to a healthy appetite. Her adrenalin pumping, her arousal simmering, her thoughts and emotions fell about her consciousness like clothes in a tumble dryer.

Lily removed Kara’s plate, topped up her wine glass, placed a cup of mixed fruit sorbet in front of her. All the while, Kara kept glancing at the egg timer, which became brighter by the minute as the sun set behind the trees.

“Time!” Angelina exclaimed once again.

“Yes, My Lady.”

Lily picked up the cane.

Vrruupst.

Polly choked, bubbles emerging from beneath her cap and hanging momentarily in the air above the tablecloth before disappearing. Froth spewed out and touched the edge of Kara’s placemat.

“I should polish off that sorbet quickly, Kara, before you get an unwelcome extra topping!” quipped Angelina.

This time, instead of dusting Polly’s buttocks with the nettles, Lily whipped the nettles down like she was playing tennis, forehand and backhand. Polly screeched, a sound that lasted several seconds. A new flurry of suds and bubbles sprayed out from beneath her cap. It seemed to Kara that soap suds were blowing out of Polly’s nose.

In a somewhat delayed reaction, the scullery maid became increasingly agitated. All kinds of twitching and writhing of her rear end made her movements comical, while the desperate noises she made were anything but.

“Three, My Lady.”

Kara watched Polly’s little hands, polished latex gleaming in the candlelight, flex and stretch, then ball into fists and then stretch again. The hourglass turned once more and Kara ate her sorbet, hoping the ice melting on her tongue would cool her down.

“Put the next one high on her thighs, Lily, where she will feel it later when she walks.” Angelina spoke as if she was asking Lily to straighten a crooked picture hanging on the wall.

“Yes, My Lady.”

By the time the fourth stroke had cut across Polly’s haunches, Lily had cleared Kara’s place setting away with only the wine glass remaining. It proved necessary, as Polly reared up high enough for Kara to see the briefest of glimpses of what remained of the bar of soap and the frothy scum that covered the maid’s face, before an eruption of soap splattered heavily right across the table.

“Settle down, Polly! If you break position we start again.” Angelina spoke as if Polly was a child making slightly too much noise at the dinner table.

When Lily applied the nettles this time, leaves and stems broke off in all directions and the bouquet looked tatty afterwards.

“Prepare a fresh bouquet for the final two, Lily. She would be getting away too easily if you use what’s left on that bunch. She needs to feel the full effect for a lesson well learned.

“Yes, My Lady. Four, My Lady.”

Shortly after this, Toby stood and excused himself. Kara noticed that he moved awkwardly, almost tentatively, as he disappeared into the house.

“Is Toby OK? He doesn’t seem too well?” Kara asked.

Angelina threw her head back and laughed loudly.

“I had to cane his lazy arse rather severely for letting the fence get into such a shoddy state of repair. So, it’s all your fault!” She laughed again. “He won’t forget that in a hurry! He has an especially uncomfortable drive ahead of him tonight. Toby manages my investment company in London. He spends the week there, only coming down here for the weekends. He needs a kick up the backside from time to time. He tends to get carried away with the benefits of his position to the neglect of his responsibilities!” She laughed once more. “It’s easily done!”

It was now almost fully dark. The flickering of the candles threw constantly moving shadows across Polly’s liquid form. The polished latex really did look alive and ethereal. It was hard to tell a trick of the light from actual real movements by the quietly sobbing maid.

The light from the house was enough to see by. Kara could see the swimming pool gleaming. The sand in the hourglass now glowed like a cartoon representation of radioactivity. Kara watched as the last of the grains slid into the lower chamber.

“Time!”

Lily had returned from the garden with a new bouquet of nettles in her gauntlet, which she exchanged for the cane.

“Kara, darling, I don’t think it is a good idea to stay where you are anymore, you are firmly in the splash zone there! Come and sit on the arm of my chair.”

Angelina pushed her seat back slightly from the table, the grating sound of the wooden legs on the stone cut into the stillness of the evening.

“Other side, you will have a better view!”

Kara moved behind Angelina and then lifted her uninjured buttock on to the chair arm, thrilled but also nervous to be so close to Angelina.

Angelina immediately put her arm around Kara’s waist, her kid gloved hand rubbing gently on Kara’s abdomen.

“Lily, this stroke needs to go right along the line where the legs meet the bottom, and the nettles too. We want this to be something the slattern won’t forget for a while!”

“Yes, My Lady.”

Vrruupst.

Side on, Kara could see the flesh at the top of Polly’s thighs indent as the cane bit.

Again, Polly half arose, but this time the explosion of suds and scum was dramatic, showering the patio beyond the table. The table itself looked like it had been vomited on. Polly howled in a strange manner, almost like she was trying to speak under water, bubbles launching everywhere.

Angelina took Kara’s left hand in her own.

“There you go! Say ‘thank you Angelina’!” She whispered.

Wide-eyed, Kara replied. “Thank you, Angelina! Really!”

As the nettles whipped back and forth, Polly started stamping her feet again. For a second, Kara thought the maid’s legs were going to give way and she was going to fall, but somehow she recovered.

“Five, My Lady.” Announced Lilly.

Angelina’s hand left Kara’s to turn the egg timer over once more.

“I would very much like you to share my bed tonight, Kara.” Angelina’s arm tightened around Kara’s waist.

Kara was stunned. It took her some moments to answer.

“I would love to, thank you!”

“Good!”

Angelina signalled to Lilly, who briefly disappeared through the French windows and when she returned she was holding a white C4 envelope, which she gave to Angelina.

“To return to our discussions earlier, up in the meadow, I’ve had a contract drawn up for you to produce two paintings and four drawings of my ponies.”

She handed the envelope to Kara.

“Really?” Kara couldn’t contain her surprise.

The envelope wasn’t sealed. She lifted the flap and drew out several pages of expensive vellum paper.

“Don’t make a decision now. Take it home with you. Think about it for at least a week. Read the small print carefully.”

Kara glanced down the first page. The light was too poor for her to read it clearly, but she could see the figure being offered.

“I know the money is not fantastic, but this would be a trial. If it works out as well as I hope, we can consider a more permanent arrangement and I have connections that could generate commissions that would pay you what you are worth.”

Kara shook her head.

“Five thousand pounds for three weeks work! That’s way over my normal rate!”

Her heart was thumping in her chest. That much money would be a lifesaver. It would clear her immediate debts and her overdraft.

“I believe it to be a fair fee, based on my assessment of your work and your potential for career development.”

Angelina put her hand on Kara’s arm, just above her wrist.

“There are strings attached, as I discussed earlier. Read the whole document and take time to consider before you decide if this is a path you want to explore. I’m serious!

“As I said this morning, before this could happen, I would insist that you face a punishment for your trespass on my land and illegal entry into my stables. To be clear, this would be corporal in nature, non-negotiable and at my discretion.”

Kara swallowed hard, her eyes once again resting on the bent, flinching, weeping figure of Polly.

“As well, during the three-week period you would be working here, you would be treated as a full employee, subject to strict rules. You would face further discipline if you infringed them or were found not to meet my exacting standards.”

Kara met Angelina’s gaze, and they kept eye contact for a long moment. Angelina was looking for confirmation that Kara understood the implication of her words, Kara seeking to give that reassurance.

“Anyway, this is not for today.”

Angelina helped Kara slide the contract back into the envelope.

“Don’t worry about it now and spoil the evening. Carpe diem!”

Spontaneously, Kara grasped Angelina’s hand and brought it up to her mouth, pressing her lips to the beautifully soft kidskin covering the knuckles.

“Thank you, My Lady.”

Kara immediately flushed, self-conscious, glancing nervously at Angelina. But after a moment of bemusement, the contented smile that spread across Angelina’s face satisfied Kara that she hadn’t made a gaff.

I don’t know why I did that! It just felt like the right thing to do!

“And that is just about ‘Time’!”

Angelina stood, indicating the hourglass. They both watched the glowing sand as the remaining grains drained out of the upper chamber. Angelina turned to Lily.

“Well done, Lily, you did a good job, but I’m going to take the last one.”

“Yes, My Lady. Thank you, My Lady.”

Kara watched Lily curtsying, trying to read her face in the poor light to see if she was disappointed or relieved. Kara couldn’t read a thing from her expression, completely impassive.

“I want one last go at getting the slattern to break position so we can do this again. From the beginning!”

Angelina flashed a smile at Kara as she picked up the cane.

Kara struggled to read Angelina now. Was she serious or joking?

Angelina swung the cane through the air in a practice stroke. Once, twice, three times. Each time the cane hummed. Each time Polly’s hips flinched as if she had actually been struck.

And then the brunette spun around, her sprayed-on leathers catching the light.

Vrruupst.

Kara saw the cane hit low, sweeping up to catch the bottom of the buttocks where they met the maid’s thighs, lifting them, bouncing them.

Again, Polly half-reared up, a gargled animal howl accompanied by a splattering of soap suds, scum and bubbles. Something hit the table and bounced, coming to rest against one of the candles. It took Kara a few seconds to realize it was one half of the bar of soap. Polly had bitten clean through it.

“Pretty good.” Muttered Angelina, as she swapped the cane for the gauntlet and the nettles.

She used the same trajectory with her nettle swipes, cutting up into the overhang of Polly’s gluteus maximus, forehand and backhand. Polly was sobbing so hard her torso was bouncing, her heels drumming on the patio paving.

“Hummm…A bit seems to have been missed.” Angelina remarked.

Kara slipped from the chair arm she was resting on to get a better look. She could feel the leaves and strands of broken nettles under her feet. She watched as Angelina drew what remained of the bouquet of nettles up between Polly’s legs until they were jammed into her crotch, stinging the soft sensitive skin of both inner thighs.

“That’s better!”

Angelina pulled the nettles free and threw them onto the table. The gauntlet soon followed.

“Get a lamp, will you, Lilly. We need a better light to see the results.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

Angelina put her hand on Polly’s back, pushing her down closer to the table.

“Hold position, Polly, until I tell you otherwise. You can eject the soap.”

Several spitting noises came from under Polly’s cap. Kara guessed that what remained of the bar of soap wasn’t very solid any more.

Angelina leant over Polly’s quivering form until her mouth was close to the maid’s ear, her hand still resting on Polly’s back.

“You took that very well, Polly. Well Done!” Angelina’s voice was gentle and low, Kara struggled to hear her words.

“I don’t mind saying that I’m surprised, I wasn’t sure you had it in you. Learn from this and let us make a new start. Tomorrow will be day one of the new, improved Polly.”

The clash of Lily’s stilettos on the paving announced her return, holding up a tall, narrow electric lamp that flooded the space with a bright white light as she got closer.

“Stand here, Lily. Keep the lamp high so we can see her.” Angelina pointed to where she wanted her maid as she straightened up. “Come, Kara, have a look!”

They both crouched down behind the unfortunate Polly, whose bottom half was now lit up as clear as day. Kara’s heart was thumping in her chest once again as she looked at the damage inflicted on the scullery maid, excitement and horror battling for supremacy in her mind.

Polly was shaking, which caused her buttocks to quiver like jelly. She was constantly shifting her weight from one leg to the other, unable to hold herself still.

Kara had expected to see blood, but there wasn’t any. Instead there were six sharply defined parallel lines where the cane had bitten. Three equally spaced from the apex of the buttocks downwards, two close together in the crease where the leg and bottom met (one of which was only partly visible because of the overhang) and the final mark was maybe two inches below the buttocks on the meat of the thighs. Each line was a raised welt, white against a fiery, blotchy background, except at the end of the right cheek, where they became a livid purple-red and less clearly defined.

“That is skilled caning!” Remarked Angelina. “Shows real control. Well done, Lily!”

“Thank you, My Lady.”

Angelina’s gloved finger traced one of the lines across the inflamed skin, pushing especially hard when she reached the purple mark.

Polly wailed at the callous touch.

“The tip of that cane is such a brut! Look at the damage it does! That’s caused by broken capillaries just under the surface of the skin. That will make her think twice about sitting down for the next few days!

“And the great thing about nettles is that they give such great coverage. Look! The whole of each buttock and the back of the thighs have been stung, no part has escaped!”

Angelina spread her hand and grasped a solid hold on the left cheek. She scissored her middle and index fingers together, pinching a line of flesh that swelled between and above the black leather.

“See? Virtually all the skin is affected! It’s a beautifully effective punishment!”

She pointed at the angry red skin covered in white lumps, in some places they were clustered on top of one another. She pressed her finger hard into the most prominent cluster.

Polly Shrieked.

“I’m told multiple applications of cane and nettles on top of one another can smart a bit. Exquisitely painful!”

Angelina rubbed the trapped flesh one last time before releasing it. She passed her hand slowly across both cheeks, fascinated by the textures that had been beaten into Polly’s bottom by Lily and her own hand.

“Good! An excellent punishment and very instructional. A lesson learned; I think!”

Angelina’s hand finally left the buttocks. Using both hands she grasped the maid under the arms.

“Up, Polly!”

Angelina lifted the maid upright. The raised skirts lying across her back slipped back down, hiding the evidence of the punishment. It seemed that Polly struggled to support herself for some moments, Angelina continuing to support her under the arms, before stepping back.

“Do you have something to say, Polly?”

Polly turned around unsteadily. Her face was heavily caked in an unsightly, sticky mess that covered all her features. Soap suds mixed with tears, saliva and snot, with make-up that had run. She put her fingers over her eyes and wiped them so she was able to open them.

She then attempted a curtsy, gasping and snorting bubbles out of her nose. When she spoke, a froth spilled out of her mouth.

“Thank you, My Lady, for correcting me. I am truly sorry to have been found displeasing.”

A second curtsy was only marginally more successful, but Angelina seemed to accept it, given the circumstances.

“Good girl, now come with me.”

Angelina took Polly’s arm and walked off purposefully into the darkness.

Kara glanced at Lily in confusion, but the maid remained standing, holding the lamp, eyes cast down on the ground in front of her.

Suddenly, there was a loud splash, and after a few moments Angelina reappeared beside them.

“Lilly, get Polly out of the pool. After you’ve cleaned up, you can put her to bed.”

“Yes, My Lady.”


10: Genies and Bottles

“I want to fuck you, Kara!”

Angelina stood naked in front of Kara, completely unselfconscious. Her dark hair loose, tumbling over her shoulders and down her back, thick and lustrous. There was a small, neatly trimmed triangle of matching black hair above her mound, almost like an arrow pointing to her treasure. She had the body of an amazon; tall, long-limbed and toned. Her large breasts sat firm and tear shaped on her chest, natural. Her waist was narrow, hips well defined. Her thighs were powerful and Kara couldn’t find a trace of fat on her. She was the most beautiful woman Kara had ever seen in real life.

Kara felt a natural urge to drop to her knees, which she resisted.

“I assume you have never been fucked by a woman?”

Kara shook her head.

They were in Angelina’s bedroom. It was the only room Kara had been in that didn’t continue the ‘olde worlde’ country cottage vibe that defined the rest of the farmhouse – or what she had seen of it. The walls were gloss white, as were the tiles on the floor. A huge white rug with lush pile covered most of the floor. The furniture was modern, gloss black, with chrome fittings and many mirrors – reflective surfaces were everywhere. The king-sized bed sat on the rug and was chrome framed. The bedding was black silk. It spoke of wealth, power and a certain harshness.

Angelina stepped forward and put her hand to Kara’s cheek.

“Would you like me to fuck you?”

Kara nodded.

“I will give you two names. The first is Minnie Mouse. If you feel we are going further than you want to go, say Minnie Mouse, and I will back off, but continue the session. The second is Rapunzel. If you want me to stop completely, say Rapunzel and we finish the session with no ill will or repercussions. Is that OK?”

“Yes.” Kara’s voice was barely above a whisper as she nodded.

“So, to back off, you say…?”

“Minnie Mouse.”

“And to stop completely…?”

“Rapunzel.”

“Wonderful! Now, let’s have a look at you…”

Angelina unfastened the buckle behind Kara’s neck that held up the halter of her dress. Her fingers caressed the sensitive skin there, making the small hairs rise up against the touch and causing Kara to quiver. Kara felt the leather shift across her nipples as the neckline dropped. They were hard. Angelina unfastened the buckle across Kara’s back. She let the dress fall to Kara’s waist, revealing her breasts.

Kara felt desperately self-conscious and fought the urge to cover them with her hands.

Skinny, bony, small-titted Anglo-Korean freak! You are out of your league…

“Beautiful!”

Angelina ran her hands across Kara’s back, down to her waist, then up to cup her breasts. She gently massaged them, thumbs pressing against the nipples.

Kara squirmed, groaned.

“So sensitive!”

Angelina leant forward and her lips brushed against Kara’s throat, against her collarbone, against her chest and finally her breasts. She took a nipple into her mouth. At the same time, her hands lowered to undo the zip at Kara’s hip. The soft, smooth leather of the dress caressed Kara’s hips and bottom as it dropped to the floor.

“Such a shame you hide this body so! You should be proud of it! Stand tall, shoulders back! You’ve no reason to be shy!

Kara found herself following Angelina’s words. Angelina kissed her on the lips. It was a long kiss that started gently but increased in urgency. With one hand in the small of Kara’s back, Angelina used the other to cup Kara’s mound. Her freshly shaven, bare mound.

Thirty minutes earlier, Kara had been in the bathroom. This time, under Angelina’s order, she had been accompanied by Lily. The maid had covered her uniform in a rubber smock. She had bathed Kara, washed Kara’s hair and styled it. Then she asked Kara to lay back on a towel on the floor and had knelt between her legs and gently scraped away her pubic hair. Kara’s objection had been brushed aside.

“My lady will not take you into her bed unless you are hairless, Miss.”

Kara had relented. If that was the price to spend the night with Angelina, she would pay it. It would grow back. Kara was still unbearably aroused even though she had cum multiple times already today, so she knew she was wet before Lily had even started. She had covered her face in embarrassment as Lily’s rubberized fingers and the razor caused her to cream even more. She had desperately wanted to ask Lily to finish her off, but Kara knew she had to save herself for Angelina.

Her pubis seemed twice as sensitive with the hair gone – surely that was psychological, it couldn’t be physical. But it made her feel different, somehow. She felt more vulnerable, more exposed and so conscious of her feminine centre.

So, when Angelina’s palm pressed against Kara’s freshly bald mound, ecstasy radiated out across her whole body. She moaned into Angelina’s mouth and pushed her hips forward, grinding her labia against the heel of Angelina’s hand.

I am new. Let this be a rebirth.

And Angelina broke the kiss, smiling at Kara, her eyes burning with intensity.

“We really have let the genie out of the bottle, haven’t we!”

Kara lent forward and took one of Angelina’s nipples in her mouth. She slowly moved her head back, tugging the nipple with her, elongating it and then eventually distending the breast. Kara’s eyes met Angelina’s as she held it stretched. Then she let it slip back out of her mouth.

“Cheeky little bitch!” But Angelina was still smiling. “I’m going to screw you to kingdom cum!”

Angelina took Kara’s hand and led her to the bed.

“Sit!”

Kara settled gingerly onto the silk; her buttocks still tender from her accident on the wall. Angelina took Kara’s nipples between her thumbs and forefingers, rolling them and tugging them. Kara groaned.

“You’re about to see stars and we haven’t started yet!” Angelina teased.

“You’ve made me insatiable!”

“Oh! My fault, is it?”

“It’s your genie!” Kara said quietly.

“I don’t agree with that! The genie is all yours. We might have helped you pull the stopper out of the bottle after you’ve spent your entire life with your thumb pressing down on it, but no more. And now you sit here…”

Angelina let go of Kara’s nipples and ran her hands through Kara’s hair.

“You have so much potential!”

Angelina kissed Kara once more, aggressively, holding Kara’s head. Then she was gone, walking across the bedroom. Kara could still feel the hands gripping her head tightly, still feel the soft lips on her own, still taste her.

Angelina opened a drawer and picked out something black and shiny. It hung from her hand as she came back to Kara.

“Do you trust me, Kara?”

“I do.” Kara’s reply was barely above a whisper.

“I would like you to wear this.”

Angelina lifted her hand and shook out what it held. It was a helmet, or a mask. Kara didn’t know what to call it. It was made of rubber, form fitting, with a hole for the mouth and laces and a zip at the back. It was polished to an immaculate shine.

“Would you wear it for me?”

Kara stared at it, imagining what it would feel like covering her entire head, blinding her. She looked Angelina in the eye and nodded.

“Good girl.”

Angelina peeled the helmet open and pulled it over Kara’s head. The inside was powdered, so it stretched easily across her skull. The immediate sensations were overwhelming as darkness descended and the strong scent of the latex filled Kara’s nose and throat. For a few seconds she couldn’t breathe, then Angelina adjusted the fit so that two small holes in the facemask lined up with her nostrils, the mouth hole settled around her lips, almost pinching them, forcing her to pout. Kara felt the soft, slippery texture on her cheekbones, forehead and chin.

“OK?”

Kara nodded again. She felt pressure on the back of her head as Angelina pulled the zip shut and the helmet closed tightly around her skull, and then around her throat to the base of her neck.

Kara wasn’t quite prepared for how claustrophobic it felt, how separated from the world it made her feel, how debilitating her loss of sight was. It was a prison sized exactly to the shape of her head. She shuddered, resisting an urge to immediately ask for it to be removed. All these sensations were exacerbated as Angelina pulled tight the laces over the zip, stretching the rubber, pressing it closer against her skull and facial features, her jawline and her neck. It felt bizarre.

“Nearly there!”

Kara heard Angelina move away again. She brought her hands up and pressed her fingertips to her face, felt the pliant, smooth latex on her cheeks and over her eyes. She ran her palms over her forehead and scalp. It was horrible and exciting at the same time.

“Hands down!”

Kara immediately obeyed, Angelina’s voice telling her she was close by again. She felt something pressed against her throat, then wrapping around her neck. She heard a buckle rattle. She was being collared. It wasn’t uncomfortably tight, but such that she would feel its presence constantly. She heard the click of a padlock.

“There! Just to make sure it comes off when I want it to!”

Now it was Angelina’s turn to caress the latex.

“I find rubber a wonderous, thrilling thing when worn by a woman!”

Her fingers slid across Kara’s scalp and down over her face. Her palms briefly cupped Kara’s cheeks, then her chin. She turned Kara’s head, first to the right and then to the left.

“Just one more thing and it will look perfect!”

Kara heard Angelina moving around the room once more. She turned her head as if she could see, feeling the rubber flex at the top of her throat. She noticed a growing warmth inside the helmet, it was going to become increasingly uncomfortable over time.

“Hold still.”

Angelina gripped Kara’s chin once more. Kara felt something push against her lip and immediately smelt and tasted lipstick. She sat patiently as Angelina painted and then glossed her lips.

“You look so beautiful!”

The hands left her and a few seconds later Kara heard the artificial shutter click of a camera phone. She felt a moment of concern, then realized the helmet made her completely anonymous.

“Don’t worry, it is just for me and you.”

Angelina’s fingers began to work on Kara’s nipples once more, causing her to gasp and draw in a deep breath. Her loss of sight had made her sensitivity to touch significantly higher. Angelina started to focus only on the right nub now, tugging quite crudely at it and then suddenly Kara felt an agonizing, piercing pain that caused her to cry out and bounce up on the mattress.

“Sshh!”

Angelina smacked away Kara’s hands as they instinctively tried to get to the breast.

“It’s a nipple clamp. I want you to wear them for me. Will you do that?”

The nipple throbbed. It felt like a miniature crocodile had its jaws clamped on it, but Kara didn’t want to disappoint Angelina. She nodded.

“Good girl!”

Kara felt the cold of a chain against her breast, a tug on her collar, then the sound of metal on metal.

Angelina started squeezing and tugging Kara’s left nipple now. Kara steeled herself for the bite. She waited and waited.

Angelina laughed, teasing her, but at the same moment the pain came. Kara jumped again, hissing through clenched teeth. Unconsciously she hunched over.

“No, no! None of that! Shoulders back, back straight! Thrust those beautiful breasts at me!”

Kara found herself complying. She could feel the chain on both her breasts now and realized the two clamps were connected by it and somehow linked to her collar.

“Let me adjust the chain.”

When Angelina was finished, the chain was taut, no longer resting on Kara’s breasts but tensioned against her nipples, permanently tugging on them and making them throb. The slightest movement exacerbated this, sending daggers of pain. Angelina plucked the chain, once each side, causing Kara to gasp and clench her hands as she fought the instinct to use them to help herself.

“Good girl! Beautiful, so beautiful!”

Angelina stroked the side of Kara’s rubberized head. A few seconds later, Kara heard the camera phone clicking again.

“You are exquisite, enchanting! Lay down for me, Kara!”

In a very short amount of time, Kara found herself flat on the bed with a chain linking her collar to the chrome frame of the bedhead. Her wrists were in padded cuffs and held above her head, also fixed to the bedhead. The wrist chain was very short, her hands were against the chrome frame. She found herself gripping the chrome as Angelina adjusted the nipple clamp chain once more to ensure it was kept taut and every little movement hurt her.

Kara shuddered, experiencing at the same time a frisson of terror and a thrill of excitement like she never had before. She was absolutely helpless and at the mercy of Angelina.

Angelina’s hands stroked over Kara’s body, around her breasts, across her abdomen.

“Lift your hips, Baby!”

Kara obeyed and Angelina pushed a pillow under them, lifting her mound into prominence. Angelina’s hands caressed Kara’s thighs and pushed them apart.

“Remember to call the names if you want to stop!”

“No…Please don’t stop!”

Kara felt Angelina’s lips on the insides of her thighs. She pushed her pussy shamelessly towards Angelina.

“You are being such a good girl!”

Kara was so aroused she wanted to scream. The helmet was getting so hot it was stifling, increasing the sensation of claustrophobia, but it wasn’t dampening her desire at all.

Freak! Pervert! Slut! But it feels so good!

Angelina spread Kara’s thighs wider, she pushed them back so that Kara’s knees were brushing her ribcage, leaving her sex completely exposed.

“You have a beautiful pussy, Kara! Promise me you will not keep it hidden under an untidy mess of hair any more?”

“I Promise!” At that moment, Kara would have promised anything to hold Angelina’s attention.

She felt a finger slide between her labia, the gentlest of touches, but Kara couldn’t prevent her hips from spasming. She cried out.

“You are a slut! You are gagging for it, aren’t you?”

“Yes, My Lady!” The words came out unconsciously, spontaneously.

“If I am Your Lady, you need to show me the appropriate respect in future!”

“Yes, My Lady!”

“No more first names!”

“No, My Lady!”

“Curtsies!”

“Yes, My Lady!”

“Obedience!”

“Yes, My Lady!”

“Tell me you are a slut!”

“I am a slut, My Lady!”

“Yes, you are! Be proud of it, own it! Tell me again!”

“I am a slut, My Lady!”

“Good girl!”

Angelina pushed down on Kara’s thighs even more and seconds later Kara felt Angelina’s tongue drag up her labia from the bottom to the top. Kara shuddered and gasped. The tongue pushed inside and attacked Kara’s clitoris. It took only moments for Kara to cum. She screamed a wordless sound, her body suffused with the pleasure she had been aching for since Lily has shown her into Angelina’s bedroom. She writhed, pulling at her cuffed, chained arms, bouncing her breasts against the tensioned clamps on her nipples. She rode an orgasm that seemed to go on and on.

Eventually, Kara went limp, except for her heavy breathing.

“You taste delightful, Kara!”

“Thank you, My Lady.”

Kara felt Angelina shifting, and seconds later Angelina’s mouth was on Kara’s for a passionate kiss. Kara tasted her own pussy juice on Angelina’s lips.

She is depraved...but I love what she does to me…so I am depraved…does it matter?

Angelina moved away from Kara. Kara stretched her legs back out with relief and lay still. She had never felt so relaxed or at such peace with the world, even though her nipples hurt and her head was cooking inside the helmet. She could feel the sweat finding channels under the rubber, trickling downwards. It was an odd sensation.

She didn’t know how long she lay there, she might have dozed off, but she was sure it couldn’t have been more than a few minutes. She was aware of Angelina moving around the room, of noises, then she felt the mattress give once more and Angelina’s hands were back on her thighs, stroking.

“OK?”

“Yes, My Lady.”

Angelina pushed Kara’s thighs back up either side of her torso, separating them, then her strong hands slid to Kara’s calves, straightening her knees and extending her legs to their full length. Kara found herself virtually doubled over with her feet either side of her head and her sex, pushed up by the pillow under her hips, thrust blatantly out.

Angelina lent over Kara, her shoulders settled against Kara’s thighs, holding Kara in the position. Kara felt Angelina’s luxuriant hair against her legs, brushing her breasts and exposed armpits. Something hard bumped against her mound and labia. Kara shivered in anticipation, feeling her arousal supercharging once more.

“I suspect you have not had anything as big as this strap-on inside you before. It will be uncomfortable at first, but it will be worth the effort, I assure you!”

“Yes, My Lady.”

Kara felt fingers spreading her labia apart and the hardness of the dildo probing between them. As the head entered her, Kara’s eyes grew wide underneath the helmet as she felt her vagina stretching to accommodate the girth. Angelina was very gentle, easing the dildo in.

Kara gasped as she felt herself deeply penetrated in a way she had never been before. There was no comparison to her previous sexual encounters. She felt stuffed, completely impaled. Dominated.

“Well done, good girl! Now I am going to give you the fucking of your life!”

Angelina slowly withdrew, almost, then pushed back in. Kara tugged hard on the chains holding her bound wrists, moaning, overwhelmed by the feeling.

“I haven’t fucked a pussy this tight in a long time!”

Angelina steadily increased the pace of the thrusts and the sensation for Kara turned from ambivalence to all-encompassing pleasure. It felt so good. As her body rocked to the rhythm set by Angelina, her nipples were tugged painfully by the taut chain pulling on the clamps, but she found this was stimulating her further. The soft pressure of the latex on her cheeks and chin felt good. She tried to tug her wrists through the cuffs, but they were unyielding. Kara tried to push back against Angelina’s thrusts to increase the feelings even more, but held as she was, she didn’t even have that little amount of control. Angelina was totally dominating her and Kara was powerless – and she loved it.

Angelina started to thrust harder, causing Kara to squeal. Kara could hear Angelina’s heavy breaths. Angelina’s hair was flying about, brushing Kara’s breasts, her masked face, caressing her lips. Again and again Angelina pushed in to her.

Kara felt her orgasm starting to build, out of her own control as well. A slowly burgeoning euphoria, so different from the first one. It grew and grew. Kara howled in delight. When the peak arrived, it was like being hit by a tsunami – knocked over, carried helplessly along, spinning around, no tether to the sentient world.

Kara became aware again just as Angelina came. Angelina froze, the strap-on deep inside Kara. She shuddered, groaned and grabbed hold of Kara’s breasts. Her mouth pressed against Kara’s as she ground her hips against Kara’s exposed pussy. Kara wanted the moment to never end.

Sometime later, Kara was dozing intermittently. Angelina had removed the nipple clamps – causing Kara such pain that it had brought tears to her eyes – but left the helmet on and Kara’s neck and wrists still chained to the bedhead. The discomfort of the helmet and her bound wrists above her head made sleeping difficult. Angelina had been sleeping beside her, her arm possessively around Kara’s waist, when she stirred.

Angelina’s hand moved down to cup Kara’s vulva. She held it like she owned it, her thumb dragging across the freshly shaved skin above. Then Kara felt Angelina’s hair draping across her chest and a tender nipple was taken into Angelina’s mouth. Fingers pushed passed Kara’s labia and right into her. Kara squirmed in her confinement, but spread her thighs wide. Angelina soon had Kara panting in lust once more.

The strap-on was gone, and this time Angelina lifted only one of Kara’s legs, slipping one of her own in-between. She twisted on top of Kara so that both their mounds were pushed against each other, and then she started to grind her hips, rubbing pussy against pussy. She had started gently, but she pressed harder and faster until she reached a frenzy that brought both of them to another powerful orgasm.

Angelina had fallen asleep again, still locked in that position, legs entwined with Kara, body tight against her. One hand on Kara’s left breast, the other on Kara’s rubberized scalp.

Kara basked in yet another post-orgasmic stupor, thrilled to feel Angelina’s body wrapping her. She took a deep breath, taking in the woman’s scent. Her hands pulled uselessly at their bonds once more, wanting desperately to hold Angelina as Angelina held her.


11: Summer Flowers and Paper Towels

The image was all around her, no matter which way she turned. The young woman looked gorgeous, stunning and sexy. Or was it sexually available, slutty and cheap? Kara couldn’t decide. What she did know was that she didn’t recognize the woman at all, even though in point of fact, the woman was her.

Kara didn’t believe such a transformation was possible, but Angelina’s bedroom had so many mirrors and reflective surfaces that whichever direction she looked, the image that Lily had created under the instructions of Angelina confronted her.

Kara found she looked striking and alluring.

She was wearing another bright red leather dress.

“My lady says red is your colour, Miss!” Lily had said.

It was a form fitting, sleeveless design with a high neck and a short skirt – mid thigh length. It had a diamond shaped cut out on her chest, the low point of which displayed her modest bust. This had been enhanced by a padded push-up bra, also in red leather and there was no doubt that for the first time in her life, Kara had cleavage.

There was a matching thong and a suspender belt, which held up dark, smoky stockings. The outfit was finished with a broad belt that Lily had notched particularly tightly around Kara’s waist, and over-the-knee boots that had a three-inch block heel. The boots were also form fitting and had an embossed square pattern design over the knee. Lilly had rebandaged Kara’s hurt ankle and the swelling had gone down, so it had fitted into the boot like a glove.

It all looked and felt very expensive and Kara had no idea where Angelina had found all this in her size.

Lily had given Kara a full make-over. She had washed and styled Kara’s hair. It was heavy with product but looked sleek and shiny. Kara hardly ever wore make-up. She sometimes used a bit of mascara and a neutral pink lipstick, but now her eyes were heavy with shadow, eyeliner and false lashes. She felt that if she kept her eyes shut for too long, they would stick shut! Her eyebrows had been plucked and shaped and Lily had applied a bright red lipstick to match the colour of her dress. Kara had seen the name on the cap, it was called Lust! Lip gloss on top made them shine and centred attention on them.

Kara looked sultry, provocative, extrovert, but she was none of those things, or at least she had been none of those things…now she had given herself to Angelina and been remade to Angelina’s desire. The thought sent a thrill direct to Kara’s pussy, a pussy still a little sore from last night’s exploits. The memory helped her reconcile herself to this new look, pleasing Angelina was very important to her.

She wasn’t naïve enough to believe there was something special between them. Kara was a novelty, a curiosity to Angelina, of that she was sure. But last night had been special for Kara, an awakening.

The only disappointment had been that Angelina had left her. Kara ached to feel her touch once more, her scent, her taste. The authority, confidence and playfulness of her voice.

Angelina had kept Kara in the helmet all night, her arms fastened to the bedframe. Every time she awoke, it was to the blackness and heat of the cloying rubber tightly encapsulating her head. It had remained claustrophobic and disorienting. She had no idea of time; if she had dozed for five minutes or three hours.

The last time was different. She couldn’t feel Angelina’s body pressed against her, or an arm or a leg draped over her, just the silk sheets draped loosely over her lower torso and legs. She couldn’t hear Angelina’s steady breathing.

She missed those things and felt a little lost. It had been the most powerful and exciting night of her life. Just thinking about it was making her loins stir again and despite her discomfort, she didn’t want it to end. But it already had.

She heard the bedroom door open.

“My Lady?” she called out.

She heard the door close, and briefly, the click of stilettos before they were silenced on the rug. She heard the now familiar snap and crackle of a maid’s latex uniform, and finally she detected the scent of Lily’s distinctive perfume.

Kara felt acutely ashamed to be discovered in this position by the maid. She was glad the helmet hid her face.

“Lily?”

“Yes, Miss. My Lady asked me to check in on you and release you when you woke up.”

“Oh… OK”

Kara had felt an emptiness that Angelina wasn’t there to finish the experience, to unlock her, and of course the opportunity for one more bout of passionate sex had gone too. This might never happen again and the ending didn’t feel right.

“My Lady thought you needed the rest and left you to sleep in. She had to be up early to see to a new pony arriving this morning, Miss.”

“What time is it?”

“Five to nine. May I release you, Miss?”

“Yes, of course.”

Kara’s hands were released and the collar removed. Her arms were stiff and painful, but Kara wanted Lily gone.

“Thank you, Lilly. That will be all. I can manage from here.”

“Would you like me to run a bath for you, Miss?”

“That would be great, thank you.”

Kara didn’t want Lily present when she took the helmet off and Lily seemed to understand that, even though it would be several minutes before Kara would have enough flexibility in her arms to be able to unlace the helmet.

The soak in the bath, with an accompanying massage from Lily, had greatly relieved the discomfort in Kara’s shoulders, but afterwards she had been reluctant to be dressed and styled by Lily.

“My Lady said you would be acquiescent to her wishes, Miss!” Lily had declared.

Kara had ruefully remembered her declaration of obedience to Angelina at the height of her lust and passion.

“You look fantastic, Miss, if I may say.”

“Thank you, Lily.”

The outfit and the make-over made Kara more conscious of her femininity, of how she moved, or maybe seeing herself reflected from all angles was doing that. She stood straighter, smoothed the dress over her hips. Shuffling along in trainers and jeans trying to hide from the world wouldn’t cut it dressed like this. She was eye-catching. People would look at her. She would have to own the look to pull it off. It was more than a little scary.

“How is your ankle, Miss?”

“It’s fine. I think the boot actually helps. It gives extra support. I just need to learn how to walk in heels!”

“Practice makes perfect, Miss! I have put your old clothes, together with the contract, in your car ready for when you leave.”

“That’s very thoughtful, thank you, Lily.”

“You are welcome, Miss. And there will be some breakfast in the kitchen, should you wish.”

“OK.”

“Can I be of any further assistance, Miss?”

“No, that will be all.”

Kara followed Lily out of the bedroom. She found the boots helped her come to terms with this new persona. They forced her into an upright posture when she walked, pushing her hips forward. She felt more confident.

Kara started to follow Lily down the stairs, but she glanced out of the window half way down and stopped to get a better look. There was a brunette walking away from the farmhouse, across the courtyard to where several cars were parked, including Kara’s own Fiesta. The woman had a long, loose flowery skirt that swirled around her attractively. Her long hair was pulled back in a ponytail. The strange thing was she had a child’s rubber ring swimming aid, inflated, in her right hand. She opened the driver’s door of a little red Mazda convertible and dropped the rubber ring on the driver’s seat, before gently lowering herself on to it.

By the stables, over the other side of the courtyard, stood Angelina. She was wearing her familiar knee-high boots and leather; white jodhpurs and a black waistcoat laced tightly to fully accentuate her figure and her cleavage.

Kara felt a surge of arousal and desire at sight of her, remembering the fierce pleasure Angelina had ripped out of her just hours ago, playing her like a puppet master. She wanted more.

Tosh stood at Angelina’s side and Angelina was talking to a man who looked to be in his thirties, casually but smartly dressed. Next to him was a stunning blonde in skinny jeans that looked painted on, a tight T-shirt showing off large breasts and long, straight hair that fell half way down her back. She looked nervous, her eyes were down and she was fidgeting. They both stood beside a massively expensive sports car.

Meanwhile, the brunette with the rubber ring was driving off. As Kara turned back to the stable, the man was embracing the blonde, kissing her, his hand taking a grasp of her bum. When he released her, Tosh took hold of her arm and led her into the stable block. Angelina and the man shook hands, whereupon he climbed into the car and drove off as well. Angelina followed Tosh into the stable and the courtyard was empty. Kara continued down the stairs.

There were three women in the kitchen, or so Kara thought when she first entered. Lily was tidying up and two blondes were at the large counter that dominated the middle of the room. The first was sat on a stool with her back to Kara. The second was across the counter, leaning on it and her head was jerking about strangely.

“We only have cold food for breakfast, Miss.” Lily curtsied in front of Kara. “Help yourself to the buffet on the counter. Can I get you a drink?”

“Orange juice will be fine, Lily.”

It wasn’t until Kara reached the middle of the kitchen, her chunky heels clashing loudly on the flagstone floor, that she saw that Polly was also in the room. The scullery maid was on her knees between the standing blonde’s legs, whose short leather miniskirt was hiked up, and Polly’s mouth was locked on her pussy. What really caught Kara’s eye was the woman’s bare bottom and thighs. They were covered in a multitude of whip marks, one upon another, coloured black, blue and dark red.

Kara tried to appear nonchalant, as if this was a regular scene you encountered in a kitchen, but she felt herself colouring and glanced nervously at the other blonde who was drinking coffee.

Kara guessed she was mid-thirties in age. She was wearing a white shirt with a red leather tie and the collar looked quite severe and uncomfortable around her neck. On top of this she wore a waistcoat, again of red leather, that was laced closed. The lacing terminated under her breasts and the leather was shaped around them, emphasizing how big they were and how small her waist was in comparison. Her nipples were clearly visible pressing against the shirt.

“Hello! Ms. Ivanova. Ms. Aella’s personal assistant.”

The woman offered a red gloved hand, which Kara took. Ms. Ivanova had one of those handshakes that felt like they were breaking small bones, her grip was so hard. Kara tried not to show the pain she was feeling.

“Kara Lee. Pleased to meet you!”

Ms. Ivanova was a beautiful woman, but she gave off a cold vibe. Her eyes were a blue so faint they were almost grey and offered no warmth at all. Her hair was so pale it appeared translucent and 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.

“So, you will be painting pictures of Ms. Aella’s ponies?”

Kara had to admit she was not at her sharpest this morning, still basking in a post-orgasmic haze. But it took her some seconds to realize that Angelina and Ms. Aella were one and the same. She had not even thought about Angelina’s surname.

“Well, possibly. I’m thinking it over.”

“Right.” Ms. Ivanova smirked in a way that rankled Kara.

Her eyes gave Kara a once over. The implication was that Angelina already had Kara under her thumb and they both knew it. Kara wasn’t sure if it was Ms. Ivanova’s attitude that upset her, or the fact that she was correct.

“Take a seat and help yourself.”

Ms. Ivanova indicated the food laid out across the counter.

Kara lifted herself onto the stool at the end of the counter.

The standing blonde’s hips were starting to squirm. She gasped.

“Your juice, Miss!”

Lily placed a glass in front of Kara.

“Thank you, Lily.”

Kara realized how parched she was and took a long drink.

“I saw Ms. Aella in the courtyard with some people?” She remarked as she spooned some muesli into a bowl.

“A novice pony here for two weeks basic training.” Reluctantly, Kara had to accept that she found Ms. Ivanova’s East European accent sexy.

Stop making everything about sex!

“How do you know if she really wants to be here and isn’t being coerced by someone else? She didn’t look very happy!”

Kara poured some yogurt onto the muesli and started to eat.

“Ms. Aella is very careful. She checks people out. She interviews them. Boundaries are agreed and signed off. Besides, it quickly becomes clear if the pony is not into it.”

Ms. Ivanova was heavily, but impeccably made-up. Her pouty lips bright red and glossed. Kara wondered if it was the same Lust! Red that she was wearing. Angelina clearly liked a certain look for her employees.

The standing blonde took her hands off the counter and grasped Polly’s capped head, forcing it deeper into her groin. She was becoming quite vocal, in a wordless kind of way.

Ms. Ivanova looked at the woman in contempt and drained her coffee cup.

“I must return to the office. I look forward to getting to know you better!”

Her eyes were predatory as she appraised Kara. Kara felt like a piece of merchandise under her gaze. Dressed as she was, it was something she would have to get used to.

“Maybe. We’ll see!”

Kara hoped her reciprocal smile wasn’t too encouraging. Like Tosh, Kara got the sense that Ms. Ivanova wanted to hurt her.

The PA slipped off the stool and headed for the door. Her red leather skirt was the very definition of a hobble skirt, a tube that terminated just below the knee. It gave her little room to move her legs, forcing her to take short, mincing steps and swing her hips, rolling her buttocks against the tight hide. Kara had to admit she had a great bum.

I see people in a sexual way automatically, like I would never have done before, and I’ve only been here two days!

The remaining blonde cried out as she came. She was rutting herself on Polly’s face.

“Lily, how long has Ms. Ivanova been Ms. Aella’s PA?”

“I don’t know, Miss. She was here before I arrived. She is very loyal to My Lady.”

Kara took another mouthful of muesli and yogurt.

“Tatyana is a fucking bitch! Take my advice and stay clear of her.” The blonde stated, confirming Kara’s suspicion that there was no love lost between the two women.

She pushed Polly’s head away from her crotch. Kara glimpsed her shaven mound and slick, dripping labia before she looked up at the woman’s face. The blonde had a small pink flower tattooed just above her sex.

The woman took a couple of steps, still with her skirt around her waist, and pulled a paper towel from a roll on the counter. She used it to clean up her crotch.

“I’m Haley, by the way. Pony name Ivory. I’m sure you would rather not shake hands!” She laughed and flashed a warm smile at Kara.

Again, it took Kara a few moments to put two and two together, she really was half brain dead this morning.

“You were Ivory the pony?”

“Still am! Just have to get back to the real world, unfortunately.”

Haley finished wiping herself. She stepped back to Polly, who had regained her feet and was putting her skirts in order. Her lower face and nose were shiny with Haley’s juices. Haley used the same paper towel to wipe the maid’s face.

“Thank you, Miss. And thank you for allowing me to be of service.”

Kara noted that Polly’s curtsies were of a higher standard than after last night’s punishment.

“You’re welcome, Polly. That was good work. You’re turning into an excellent muffmuncher! Now open wide!”

Kara watched in astonishment as Haley pushed the paper towel soaked in her juices into Polly’s mouth.

“Now munch on that and swallow it all down, there’s a good girl.”

Haley straightened the maid’s cap and tapped her twice on the cheek.

“Sorry, I didn’t recognize you at all.” Kara felt foolish.

“Those pony boots add eight inches to my height. And with the bridle, bit and blinkers on you can’t really see my face. But I would have thought you would recognize this, though!”

Haley twisted round to show her battered buttocks. They looked unspeakably sore.

“So that brunette I saw leaving in the little convertible must have been Belle?”

“Olivia, Oli, yes.”

“That explains the rubber ring!”

“I’m going to need mine today as well.” Haley’s tone was rueful. She gently cupped her hands over her bottom and hissed. “Fucking painful! Bloody Toby is a bastard! He overuses the whip terribly and Angelina doesn’t do anything about it!”

Haley gently pulled down her skirt and smoothed it into place. She had on a T-shirt for a heavy metal band. It fitted tightly and showed she wasn’t wearing a bra. The outline of the rings through her nipples were clearly visible. She picked up a coffee cup and took a long drink.

“Anyway, I have to rush, I’m working this afternoon. Maybe I’ll see you here again?”

“Maybe.”

“And you look fucking hot, by the way!” Haley smiled one last time as she left.

Kara felt herself blush, even though Haley wasn’t there to see it. No one had ever said that to her before. It made her sit a little straighter on her stool.

Kara stepped out into the courtyard. It wasn’t as warm today; clouds obscured the sun. A strong breeze messed up her hair so carefully groomed by Lily, reminding her how unused to wearing it in this style she was. Walking outside dressed as she was, so unfamiliar with wearing a skirt, heels, showing cleavage, made her feel acutely feminine once again, and very conscious of her sexuality and her appearance in a way she never had been before.

The loud clash of pony boots on the cobbles drew Kara’s attention to Angelina, who was leading the newly arrived pony across the yard. The pony was now in full tack and struggling to walk in her new footwear. She reminded Kara of a new born foal taking its first wobbly steps. Angelina held a short crop and was regularly tapping the ponygirl’s thighs and bottom as she barked instructions about posture and movement.

“Kara! You look delectable!”

Angelina walked across to Kara, holding the rein’s near to the pony’s head, forcing her into a faster pace to keep up. But the pony, realizing that there was someone else present even if her blinkers prevented her from seeing them, became self-conscious and reticent, veering away, resisting the pull of the rein. It was futile. With her arms bound folded behind her back, the reins running through her bridle and clamped to her nipples, she had no latitude at all. All she succeeded in doing was hurting herself as Angelina tugged hard on her nipples and swatted the pony’s buttocks with the crop. Shrill cries became pitiful whimpers as she was forced to follow Angelina.

Kara was surprised when Angelina handed her the rein.

“Hold that will you? I must get a photo of you!”

Angelina pulled her phone from her pocket and stepped away.

“Red is so your colour, Kara! You look gorgeous! Good enough to fuck!”

She held the phone up.

“Give me some attitude, girl! You are a beautiful, sexy, well fucked woman and you know it. Show that to me!”

Kara did her best, bringing back the memories from last night, she ran her hand through her hair and tried to look as sexy as she knew how. She heard the shutter click multiple times.

“Excellent, baby!”

Angelina stepped back up to Kara and hugged her. One hand slid down Kara’s back and rubbed her bum.

“Thank you for last night.” Angelina whispered in her ear. “I had a wonderful time! Thank you for not using your special words, you were so brave!”

As Angelina drew away, Kara found herself dropping a curtsy.

“I had a wonderful time too, My Lady. Thank you for last night, for everything!”

“It turned out to be a pleasure, in the end! Here, meet our newest arrival!”

Angelina hooked two fingers into the ring at the side of the pony’s mouth that held her bit in place. She pulled the pony forward so she was directly in front of Kara.

“This is Summer Flower. Of course, she is not broken in yet. Still ashamed of herself. We have two weeks to whip her into shape!”

Summer Flower was mortified to be dragged in front of a stranger in her current predicament. Her face was flushed with embarrassment, her eyes so low they were almost shut, even though the brutal pony collar held her head up in a fixed, proud posture. Saliva was leaking out of her mouth from around the bit, dribbling from her chin onto her tightly strapped breasts. She was stunningly pretty, long-legged, big breasted. Kara thought she would make a great ponygirl.

Kara noticed that Summer Flower was leaking fluid from around the crotch strap that held her dildo and ponytail in place. It was trickling down her thigh. It brought to mind Ms. Ivanova’s statement earlier.

“… It quickly becomes clear if the pony is not into it.”

It seemed to Kara that Summer Flower was very into it.

“She needs to get used to being handled by strangers, so please pet her.”

Kara put a hand on the pony’s breast. Summer Flower immediately tried to pull away from the touch, but Angelina’s hold on her bridle prevented her from moving.

Kara could feel the clamp biting into the nipple and remembered the feeling from last night when her own nipples had suffered the same.

“She refused to allow her nipples to be pierced, despite my advice. Some short-term pain, but much more comfortable in the long run. Instead, she will have to spend most of the next two weeks in clamps. I don’t need to tell you what that feels like! They usually regret that decision and learn the hard way!”

The soft flesh of the breast bulging out from the network of straps felt great against Kara’s palm. She was getting used to this feeling and she liked it. She squeezed gently.

“She has fantastic breasts, My Lady!”

“She has fantastic everything! Everyone will want a chance to mark up this luscious bum.”

Angelina rubbed her crop up and down the pony’s buttock cheeks.

Kara ran her hand down Flower’s body, feeling the broad belt that pulled her waist in tight and the crotch strap locked to it. She cupped Flower’s crotch and pressed, pushing the dildo deeper into the pony. This time, instead of trying to back away, Flower pressed back, groaning.

“My, she’s frisky, My Lady!”

“Doesn’t take long for them to show their true colours once the crotch strap is locked in place. This filly has a lot of potential!”

Kara stroked Flower’s thigh.

“Beautiful pony! Beautiful pony!”

Angelina let go of Flower’s bridle and took the reins back from Kara’s hand.

“Take some time to think over my offer, don’t make any impulsive decisions. I want you to be sure.”

Angelina put a hand behind Kara’s head and gave her a short kiss on the lips. Kara wanted more.

“And be proud of yourself. You are a beautiful, sexy woman and do not forget it or be afraid to show it. No more slinking about!”

“Goodbye, My Lady.” Kara curtsied once more.

“Goodbye, Kara. Let me know what you decide.”

Angelina tapped Summer Flower’s backside with the crop.

“Walk on, Pony!”

Summer Flower moved to the tug of her reins, lifting her thighs to horizontal with each step, her hooves echoing around the courtyard. Kara’s eyes lingered on the pony’s tight bottom cheeks flexing. She had to resist an urge to grab them in her hands.

Kara climbed into her blue Ford Fiesta. She saw her clothes and the white envelope lying on the passenger seat, where Lily had placed them. She started the engine, unsure if she would be able to drive in the boots. She practiced depressing the clutch pedal and switching her right foot between the brake and the accelerator until she was confident she could.

One last look at Angelina and Summer Flower. Angelina waved. Kara waved back, then she headed up the driveway. Big black iron gates blocked the entrance to the farm. As Kara slowed, the gates automatically swung open.

Kara glanced back once before pulling out into the road. She saw the gates closing behind her. She saw the sign beside the gates.

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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