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Chapter 1: The Mighty Brought Low


“You have a delivery, Master,” Monica said.  “It’s several large crates from Mistress Grey.”

“That was quicker than expected,” I said.  “I thought she would’ve kept it a while longer.  Never mind… get the others to help you move everything to the stable.”

“Yes, Master.  Shall we unpack everything for you?”

“We’ll do it later when we have more time.  Just get it all over there and hurry back so we can finish getting this schedule worked out.”

My schedule had become a minor nightmare since Sherri’s record breaking performance at last month’s pony show.  Everyone with a ponygirl wanted to bring them by to experience some of my obviously effective training.

That itself would’ve put a strain on things, but everyone simply interested in the scene suddenly wanted to pay me a visit as well.  For purely social purposes… a nice, friendly visit since it had been so long.  Yeah right.

Still, having all this company made for a nice change.  Other than my annual parties, I rarely had any of my friends over to visit.  It would’ve been great fun, but unlike my home, my ranch didn’t have enough rooms for everyone, forcing me to stagger everyone’s visits.

If this kept up, maybe I should just build another guest house and be done with it.  I decided to get some air and clear my mind before plunging back into the logistics of things.  Screw the schedule… Monica could try and figure it out on her own when she got back.

It was a nice day, and sitting outside with a cold beer while watching ponygirls prancing around the track was what I should’ve been doing anyway.  I saw my friend Brandon sitting on a big cooler under a tree, and went to join him.

“Ho, Laste,” he called out once he saw me approach.

“Howdy… you got one of those things for me?” I asked, pointing to the beer in his hand.

“You bet,” he said, pulling one from the ice and opening it for me.

The day looked better already.  “Do you have one out on the track right now?” I asked after taking a big swig from the bottle.

“Naw, mine’s out on a three mile run with Jill.  I’m just watching the newbies while waiting for them to get back.  Some of these new ones have real potential.”

I turned to the track where Lilith was supervising the ‘newbies’.  The new ones in this case were a pair of identical twins who were learning how to work as a team.  They made quite an impressive sight already, and would be absolutely stunning once they learned how to work in unison.

Redheads were unusual for ponygirls, since most gingers couldn’t handle the sun on bare skin without burning almost instantly it seemed.  Those two took to it well, and even the freckles didn’t take away from their appearance.

At five foot nothing, they’d never be racing ponies, but they would be stars in any parade or dressage show.  Especially since their small stature was limited to their height.  A thirty-six inch chest on someone so small made them look even bigger than they were… even more so when bouncing up and down during a high-step trot.

Watching them was a pleasant distraction, but Lilith soon finished with them and strapped them to the automatic lunging machine so they could practice the proper gait on their own.  My custom lunging machine had sensors that would automatically deliver a painful shock to their butt plugs if they didn’t step properly or went too slow around the circle.  It was effective.

“How’s your schedule for the rest of the day, dear?” I asked her once she had them going.

“I’ll have those two walking for a couple of hours, but I’m free after that.”

“Meet me in the stables when it’s convenient, and bring Jill along.  I have a little surprise for you all.”

“I can hardly wait.”

***

It was a larger delivery than expected.  I thought it would’ve been one large crate and maybe a small box or two, but this was ridiculous.  There were boxes filling most of the common area of the stable, and some were even blocking the gate to Sherri’s stall.  I’d have more than harsh words with Monica later for leaving the place in such a mess.

“This is like Christmas,” she said.  “Where shall we start?”

“Take care of the boxes in front of the stall and bring Sherri out.  I’ll be working on the crate and I want her to see this.”

I pushed a few of the boxes out of the way to give me some working room and began attacking the crate with my screw gun.  The front and top were one solid piece, so I was able to get it ready for quick removal once everyone was assembled.

When Lilith was finally able to open Sherri’s stall, she slowly led her out and guided her through the maze of boxes.  Today was a rest day for Sherri, which meant the blinders on her head harness were folded down and laced closed over her eyes.

It made it easier for her to sleep if she wanted to.  Jill moved to open them up, but I had her remove the whole head harness instead.  I gave her a few minutes to get used to the light before removing the lid and giving everyone a look at my new toy.

“May I present Liddy,” I said, trying to present it like a showman.  “Formerly known as Mistress Lidia.”

They had to take my word for it, since the tightly packed ball of latex and leather didn’t allow for any real identification.  A full body purple catsuit covered her from head to toe, but that was only the beginning.

Her arms were held tight behind her back by a black leather armbinder, and a matching discipline hood was laced over her head until all the details below were clearly visible.  With how tight everything was, Claire must’ve used wet leather and laces when she dressed Liddy for transport.

Breathing tubes ran into the nose holes of the hood, and I saw wires running into the crotch area.  I knew all three of her holes would be stuffed to the max.  Her legs were folded back until the eight inch heels of her ballet boots were pressed tight against her ass, and held there with a multitude of straps.

More straps pulled her knees up to her chest, with a final set covering her arms, turning her into a solid, immobile ball.  It was probably cruel of me to leave her in the crate for those few extra hours, but I didn’t really care much for her comfort since she tried to poison me.

Every strap was pulled a few notches too tight, and it took three of us to open up our ‘package’.  We were all sweating from the effort by the time we were done, and I was torn between swearing at Claire for making me work like this, and complimenting her on the near perfect packaging.

I decided to make our lives easier by using a ceiling winch to stand her up so we could finish the job.  Easier for us, at least… I connected the hook to the end of her armbinder, which pulled her into a harsh strappado position.

I had to cut the laces off the back of the helmet to get it off, but we were finally able to peel it off her head to reveal a latex hood underneath it.  The laces on the posture collar untied a lot easier and we were soon able to remove the last of her headgear.

She looked different without any hair, and with the wide ring through her septum; I could barely recognize her.  I left the inflatable gag in her mouth for now so we wouldn’t have to listen to her whine and complain while we continued to strip her.  I had the girls work on the full leg ballet boot laces, since they looked to have been done up wet as well, and I didn’t want to cut laces that long.

I turned to the unopened boxes, and found them to be filled with an amazing assortment of restraints and outfits, all in either black or purple.  It must’ve cost Claire a fortune to put together this much matching gear in only a month.

We lowered her to the ground for the next step.  The armbinder was just as hard to remove, and all Liddy could do was let her arms flop uselessly down to the sides when they got it off.  Once they started removing the catsuit, her stench quickly became apparent.  We’d have to get her outside quickly so we wouldn’t stink up the stable.

I picked purple rubber cuffs with blued steel D-rings for her wrists and ankles, along with a matching collar.  We forced her arms behind her back and clipped them to the back of her collar in a strict reverse-prayer position.

It was good enough for now; I’d remove the last items outside in case it made a mess.  Lilith put a hobble chain between her ankle cuffs, but it was hardly needed since she couldn’t walk very well yet.

We didn’t have to take her far, but a crowd gathered around us in record time.  Everyone knew who she was and why she was in her current predicament.  Some of them even cheered.  We bent her over a hitching post and strapped her down at the waist before pulling her legs wide and tying them to the uprights.

Jill ran a rope from her wrist cuffs to the stable wall to hold her upper body in place while we cleaned her up.  I let Lilith release the catheter and remove the butt plug, knowing it wouldn’t be pleasant.  She evidently knew it too, since she passed the bucket and delegated the task to Jill.

It wasn’t quite as bad as I thought, and soon I was spraying her down, paying special attention to between her legs.  I saw she also had new piercings down there and had to take a closer look.  It was four thick rings down the labia on each side, and a final one through her clit.  It made her new nipple rings look small and almost normal.

It was getting close to dinner time by now, so I decided to leave her there to dry in the sun.  I had Monica replace her gag with one that had a feeder tube, and get some fluids into her.  It was a warm night, so I thought I’d leave her where she was for now.

With her ass sticking up invitingly, I let my guests know she was available in case someone wanted an appetizer.  Four of my guests were mysteriously late for dinner that night, and several more left early to ‘take some air’.

I might have to put a sawhorse in her stall for when she was bedded down for the night if she remained this popular.  After all, I had a reputation to maintain as a gracious host, even if Liddy was about to start her advanced training.



Chapter 2: Advanced Training


“Wakey, wakey, little pony,” I called out as I stepped behind Liddy and gave her a slap on the ass.

I continued once I was sure I had her attention.  “We’ve never been formally introduced.  My name is Jill, and soon you’ll know me as Mistress Jill once I’m done with my final test.  That’s you, in case you were wondering.  Now that’s enough lounging around in comfort for you, it’s time to get you ready for a busy day.”

Master Laste had left her tied to the hitching post overnight, and I had a feeling her idea of comfort wasn’t in line with mine.  She looked rather disgusting covered in dirt and cum, but I decided to give her an enema before hosing her down.  No sense doing it twice.

The enema plug I’d brought was almost too loose for the job, but it held well enough once I inflated both inner and outer bladders.  I hadn’t realized how much her asshole had been stretched recently, and I’d have to remember to bring a much larger one next time.

In fact, if I worked at it, maybe I could get her loose enough to take the behemoth number ten butt plug.  I decided it would be fun to try, and went back inside to gather a few items.  First I changed out the number four tail plug I was going to install in her today for a number six.  Then I grabbed the largest strap-on I could find and belted it in place.

With one this big, the insert that went inside my pussy was a little large for comfort, but I already found myself wet so it went in fairly easy.  I grabbed the vibrator remote and hurried back out, enjoying the odd sensation of having the huge rubber dick bouncing in front of me and moving my insert as I walked.

I turned on my vibrator before I released the enema and hosed her down.  By the time she was clean, I was more than ready for some fun.  I slid slowly into her ass for the first half of its length, and then jammed it the rest of the way home in one hard thrust.

I held it there for a minute and reveled in the sensation of power over the haughty bitch before starting to fuck her properly.  I came within a few minutes and had to take a short break.  I wanted a little more fun so I stood there leaning on her impaled ass until I got my second wind.

I lasted a lot longer this time, and even pounding her as hard and fast as I could, had to crank the vibrator to the max so I could finish before falling too far behind schedule.  It turned out to be a glorious triple orgasm, and I decided to get up a little early each day so I could make this part of my morning routine.

For now, though, I had work to do so I pulled out and immediately jammed her butt plug in place while she was still stretched loose from my reaming.  It looked like I could probably go to the number eight tomorrow if I worked at it a bit.

I untied her from the hitching post and clipped a leash to her clit ring to bring her inside where the others were probably already waiting for me.  They were waiting, but they weren’t mad; they’d been watching me and thought it was a good show.

Master Laste thought she needed to lose some weight and decided she’d be dressed in full latex every day for her training.  This would add a sauna-like effect when she exercised out in the hot sun.  As I powdered the suit, I noticed it had the same complex network of e-stim electrodes and sensors that the suits did for the ultimate bondage device.

I don’t know if it was the futility of her situation or the leash still attached to her clit ring, but we got her into the suit without much of a struggle.  Next up was a thick rubber armbinder.  It was tougher to get her arms in, but used straps instead of laces so it was quick to pull tight.

The rubber seemed to be putting a constant pressure on her arms, forcing them together even worse than the regular leather ones.  I’d have to ask her to compare the two sometime.  Looking at the rest of the gear, I realized it was all either rubber, or rubber coated.  Probably a smart decision since it meant we could hose her down without worrying about the leather.

Her chest harness was one of the basic models that had a simple ring for the base of each breast, but being rubber and a little small for her meant it constricted the base of each tit and turned them slightly red as they became engorged with blood.

Her head harness was anything but normal.  The bit had a few extra plates and pieces attached to it, and once it was explained to me, seemed like something only a mad genius could come up with.  Simply put, when pressure was put on one of the reins, it would force one plate down into her tongue, and one into the roof of her mouth.  Course corrections would be quite painful with this thing.

Her corset and waist belt were of even thicker rubber, and while not as unforgiving as boned leather was, would provide the same constant pressure her arm binder did.  The nine rings piercing her privates made Master Laste pause for a few minutes and rethink the setup for her lower harness.

He shoved a large flexible vibrator all the way inside her and using a combination of wire and some small locks, used her labia rings to hold it in place.  A harness with two crotch straps went on the outside of her lips and met in the back to split her ass crack.  He left the tail off for now.

The hoof shaped boots had several sets of wires attached to them… Master Laste sure loved his toys, and the only use I could think of was to somehow monitor her high-step gait.  He’d used something similar but cruder when training Sherri.

In addition to plugging in the boots, suit, and both front and rear intruders, wires also went to her clit and nipple rings.  He used a double battery pack to power everything, which was odd since one pack was enough to power his devices for days under normal use.

A strict posture collar and three rubber straps to hold her arms firmly against her back finished her preparations, and I was finally able to lead her outside.  I was to run her on the lunge bar today, sitting behind her in a sulky and getting practice as a driver and with the buggy whip.

Mistress Lilith and Monica connected her harness to the overhead bar and the sulky to her waist, while I was instructed to fill her with another enema.  While this was going on, he finally explained his complicated setup.

“I’m only going to explain once, Liddy, so I’d pay attention if I were you.  For someone who was deep into the pony scene, you’re woefully inadequate at knowing what being a ponygirl is really like.  You’re also lazy, out of shape, and have a fat ass.  Because we’re so nice and generous, we’re going to do you the tremendous favor of fixing all that for you.”

He pulled a set of clover clamps out of his pocket and began rubbing her nipples in preparation of putting them on.

“Today you will learn how to properly walk like a pony, and because I don’t think you’re very bright, you’ll be monitored in everything you do.  For example; the boots have built in accelerometers and level switches to make sure you walk with a firm and elegant high-step.  An improper step will give you a rectal shock and add a demerit point.”

He snapped both clover clamps in place and tied them to the rings on the side of her bit.

“The average walking speed is about three miles per hour.  That’s all we’ll expect from you for now, although future sessions will be run much faster once you start getting in shape.  At the end of each hour, you’ll get either a reward or a punishment depending on how well you do.”

He pulled out three little bells and attached them to her nipples and clit, giving each a test flick as he put them on.

“If you finish before the allotted time, your vibrator will increase in speed and run for however many minutes you managed to shave off your time.  You can even earn an orgasm if you do really well, but don’t hold your breath.  If you finish slow, you’ll get shocks to your ass, clit, and nipples for the same amount of time you were over.”

All of the enema fluid was in place, so I removed the tubing and screwed in her tail.

“You’ll be periodically hosed down and given a drink, but the enema inside you will be your primary source of hydration.  It has sugar and salt in it, plus a few other electrolytes and chemicals to ensure you stay fit for the duration of this session.  Sorry about the cramping it’s probably causing, but nothing’s perfect.”

They finished attaching the sulky and I moved to take my seat, but he motioned for me to wait.  He gave me a pair of rubber panties with dual inserts and had me change into them first.  I was quite used to wearing them by now and didn’t think twice about putting them on, even in public.

“Since Jill is learning today as well, she needs some incentive to make sure you do a good job.  Her vibrator is tied into your program, and will give her pleasure for every minute you do a good job.

“As a result, she’ll probably use the buggy whip a lot on you, but the thicker than usual latex covering your ass will give you some protection from her inexperienced swings.  If she should happen to deliver a stroke hard enough to break skin on someone with a bare ass, a sensor in the whip will deliver a shock to her butt plug.”

I wasn’t sure I liked the sound of that, but it would definitely give me a powerful incentive to learn fast.

“I’m sure you’re all bored with my speech by now, so I’ll let you get to work.  An ear piece in your head harness and a tablet display on the sulky will inform you of how well you’re doing.  You have thirty miles to run today, so I’m sure you’re anxious to get started.  Proceed when you’re ready, Jill.  You’ll have five minutes to get going properly before the timer starts.”

I took my seat and flicked the whip a few times to the side to make sure I had the wrist action right.  I felt the vibrator start on low speed at the third one, and knew what I’d have to do.  I attached the reins onto the ends of a twelve inch dowel so I could steer with just my left hand and then gave them a shake while clucking my mouth.

Liddy started into a shamble of a walk.  I gave her ass a quick flick of the whip and ordered her to step lively.  At the end of the first lap, the tablet mounted in front of me began showing stats for how she was doing.  It was a lot more info than I expected.

I could see her heart rate, blood pressure, and core temperature.  I also saw she only hit the proper horizontal thigh position at a twelve percent success rate and her current lap speed was less than two miles per hour.

“Pick up the pace, you lazy cunt,” I yelled.  “If you don’t start stepping right and go faster, you’re gonna get fried from the inside out!”

I punctuated my words with several strikes from the whip and earned myself my first anal shock in my zeal.  It was probably worth the brief pain in my ass, though, since she started moving like something closer to a proper ponygirl.

Her high-step success went up to fifty percent on the next lap, and we’d broken the three miles per hour we needed.  I heard a ding from the tablet at the end of the next lap; our timer was now running, and so was her punishment program.

I saw her jump without the benefit of my whip and knew she was receiving her first round of demerit shocks while on the run.  Future rounds would take place at the end of each hour, when she got to take a brief rest and potentially receive a reward.  Looking at her stats, I didn’t think a reward would be coming for quite some time.

Her gait improved a lot quicker than I would have thought possible, but it also significantly reduced her speed.  I decided to ignore speed for now so she could concentrate on the proper step for a while.  Besides… she’d figure that out on her own when we stopped for the first time and her demerits were added up.

I almost felt sorry for her when the first hour was up and I brought her to a halt.  I forgot about the pressure bit in her mouth and pulled on the reins a lot harder than I should have.  She wailed in pain from the harsh bit, but soon forgot about it as her demerits were tallied.

A mere sixty-nine percent step rate and twelve minutes over the allotted time meant for a cruel punishment round.  A masked slave I didn’t know stepped in from the side with a hose and sprayed her down, also giving her a brief drink from the hose.

Her break was to be fifteen minutes this time, and I felt the vibrator kick up to a medium speed for the last three.  I guess it was to give us a reminder of the reward part of today’s program.  When the vibrations receded to their previous levels, I knew it was time to start again.  I flicked both the reins and my whip to get her moving again.

Her speed was much better this time, and I hoped we’d earn a time reward.  Those three minutes had left me feeling rather horny and wanting more.  Her steps didn’t improve any over the first round, but I let it slide for now since her pace was close to four miles per hour right now.

We had all day for her to learn to combine both elegance and speed.  It wound up being a good thing she started with such a good pace, since she began flagging a bit toward the end, and her speed dropped below three again.  It still meant we finished this time with several minutes to spare and earned a small reward.

She still had to pay for her step infractions, though, and it meant the reward wasn’t much from her point of view.  It was great for me, and by rubbing my clit with my free hand I was able to bring myself to my first orgasm of the day.

The slave brought me an ice cold bottle of water from a large cooler before hosing Liddy down this time.  When he finished with her, he put the cooler behind my seat so I could help myself whenever I got thirsty.  It probably added another fifty pounds to the load she’d have to pull.

She did much better on the third round.  Her stepping improved to eighty-one percent, and she still finished with over four minutes to spare.  She was writhing in her harness with a little more pleasure than pain this time, and I wondered if she’d be able to get off.  I did.

I didn’t know it, but the vibrator Master Laste selected for her was one of his orgasm denial models.  It automatically adjusted itself based on her current biometric readings and would only bring her to the edge, but never over.  It would even send power to her various shock points to make sure.

She was stepping well in the fourth round, but her energy was starting to flag.  She didn’t know it, but it was anticipated and her target speed was lowered by a half mile per hour.  Sherri could’ve handled the entire day at pace, but not this flabby newbie.

She managed to just finish under the wire, and if my vibrator wasn’t running at close to full speed I wouldn’t have gotten my orgasm in this time.  It was time to break for a nice, leisurely lunch… for me anyway.

I locked the wheel brake and tied her reins off to the sulky, making sure there was a moderate amount of pressure on them, and set her vibe to run in continuous denial mode.  After all, I didn’t want her to become bored when I went inside to join the others.

When we resumed after lunch, I started using the whip a lot more to keep her on pace.  This series would be easier on her since she was allowed to use the regular step of a racer, but the MPH for each lap was set back up to normal.

To compensate for the easing of her step restriction, her blinders were closed and the vibe left running as a distraction.  I had to start using the reins to keep her on the proper line.  My vibrator was also left running, but without the denial part of the program.

I started cumming about every twenty minutes like clockwork, and it was just long enough between orgasms that they remained pleasant rather than turn painful.  I made no effort to contain the noise of my pleasure, knowing it would piss Liddy off.

We didn’t manage to get the full thirty miles in today; she simply didn’t have the endurance.  I drained the enema she’d been forced to endure all day and was surprised how much of the fluid had been absorbed.  I cleaned her out with another one, hosed her off again, and brought her back to her stall.

Master Laste had been busy in there.  He built a new frame to support her for the night so she’d be bent over and stretched out like before, but a lot tighter.  We left her in her outfit, except the head harness was replaced with a ring gag in case someone wanted access to her mouth tonight, and her arms were refastened sticking straight out to her sides.

I noticed her vibrator was still running, and wondered if he planned on keeping her on the edge all night.  We’d done that to Sherri while punishing her, and she said it was the worst out of anything we’d done to her.

It would be worse for Liddy, since it wouldn’t allow her much rest tonight, and she’d start tomorrow’s workout with a severe sleep deficit, guaranteeing she’d earn more demerits.  Oh well… her stamina would be improving rapidly under her strict regimen and she’d survive.

I considered putting the strap-on in place for one last orgasm before dinner, but there were two guests already waiting in the common area for a turn at her.  I decided to clean up and soak in the hot tub instead.  There’d be plenty of time to amuse myself after dinner.  Or so I thought.

Master Laste decided to bed Sherri down for the night in the same stall.  While still lightly restrained, she had use of her hands and was wearing the strap-on I was planning on using.  I had a feeling it would be a very long night for Liddy.  Payback’s a bitch, and so is someone wearing a giant dildo.



Chapter 3: The Second Pony Show


I could hardly believe the improvements we wrought in a mere four weeks.  While she’d never be a champion, she was now able to perform in public without embarrassing us.  Her stamina had greatly improved and her attitude even more so.

I thought keeping her on the edge of orgasm for a week at a time would’ve turned her mind to mush… and it might have … but the gratitude we got when finally allowing her to cum advanced her training at an almost unheard of rate.

The promise of unlimited orgasms if she did well in today’s show meant she was not only willing to accept her tack, but eager to get in it.  When she placed third in dressage and earned a ribbon, she was practically over the moon.  It was quite a change from the stuck-up bitch she used to be.

Once the award ceremony was over and the regular guests were mingling, the inner council went inside the house to discuss a few things.  I was left in charge of clearing away the show stands and equipment, and then setting up things for the evening entertainment.

Under my direction, workmen set up a St. Andrew’s cross, a whipping post, and two sets of stocks.  Four ponygirls would be on display for infractions earned during the show, three of them being publicly flogged.

The last one was part of a contest for the guests, and bets would be placed on how long she could hold out before cumming with random speed vibrators in both her ass and pussy.  The winner would receive a new set of custom tack for their pony.

The last thing I had to set up was a simple barber chair.  It went under the awning at the front of the stable where several ropes hung down from pulleys on the roof.  Anyone who’d been at Master Laste’s BDSM party recognized the setup and spread the word to those who weren’t.

As the council emerged from the house, I could see they all looked grim, and I started to panic when they called me over.  Did I screw something up?  Was I in some kind of trouble?

“We’ve got something to say to you, girl,” Mistress Grey said in a flat tone.

I gulped and stepped forward.

A grin suddenly split her face.  “Welcome to the club, Mistress Jill!”

The others immediately started cheering and clapping in between their laughs at the look I had on my face.  They’d got me good as one last bit of fun.  Mast… Brandon pulled a box from behind his back and presented it to me on one knee.

Inside was an exquisitely tooled and adorned riding crop.  It had a gold horse head at the top and the shaft was braided down its length in black and red leather.  It was a work of art.

“You can stare at it later,” Laste chuckled.  “We need to get back to the party before those cretins drink all my champagne.”

I knew that wasn’t a real concern since I’d helped unpack a dozen cases of it into coolers and a watering trough filled with ice, but I took his arm and let him lead me back.  It wasn’t often a new master or mistress joined their ranks, and everyone was eager to offer their congratulations.  I suspected that somehow everyone but me knew about this in advance.

While that was going on, Lilith and Monica had put Liddy into a new body harness with suspension cuffs for her hands and feet.  She was hanging in a flying spread eagle in front of the chair, and I was waved to take my seat like it was a throne.

I did it as gracefully as I could, which wasn’t really saying a lot.  It’s hard to be graceful when you have to bend over in front of a hundred people and pull off panties with a built in dildo and butt plug.  I adjusted the chair to a comfortable height and angle, and scooted forward until her head was in a good position between my legs.

I felt a little self-conscious being the absolute center of attention for the whole gathering, but it had almost a ritualistic feel to it, and I was determined to appear proud and at ease.  It got easier once I had her start licking and the ecstasy allowed my groin to overrule my brain.

When she was in my place she stayed in position through multiple orgasms, but I had something else in mind.  After I finished cumming and could think straight again, I had her stop so I could get out of the chair.

“Sherri,” I called out, waving her over.

She was right at the front, standing there unfettered for the first time in many months.  She’d finished paying Laste’s price and was her own woman once more.

“Since it was Liddy who put you in this position last time, I thought you deserved a turn in the driver’s seat for once.”

She simply smiled and gave me a hug before ascending the ‘throne’.  We’d slowly grown into good friends over the last few months.  It was a nice change.

“Lick, bitch,” was all she said to Liddy once she was settled.

Now that I was out of the chair, Laste announced that the rest of the festivities could resume.  The four ponygirls were restrained in the devices I’d set up earlier, and Liddy’s pussy and ass were now ‘open for business’.

Lilith took an early turn reaming her out with a strap-on, and I’d take a turn or two later myself.  I wanted to wait for her tongue to get tired, so we could stuff her mouth with the double penis gag.  She’d be the human dildo like Sherri was, and I’d make sure I gave her plenty of swing-thrust power when it was my turn.

Life was good.

###
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The Laste Chance Bondage Inc. Series

Volume 1: The Bondage Contest

Volume 2: The Ultimate Bondage Device

Volume 3: The Longest Bondage Weekend

Volume 4: Dominatrix Submission

Volume 5: The Master’s Price

Volume 6: The Academy

Volume 7: The BDSM Party

Volume 8: Ponygirl Training

Volume 9: Ponygirl Challenge

Volume 10: Breaking Lidia

Volume 11: The Fetish Club

Volume 12: The Fetish Auction

Volume 13: The Fetish Dungeon

Volume 14: The Fetish Shop

Volume 15: Fetish Plus

Volume 16: The Fetish Models

Volume 17: Fetish Conversion

Volume 18: Fetish Domination

Volume 19: Fetish Submission

Volume 20: The Fetish Wedding

Volume 21: Self Bondage Gone Wrong

Volume 22: Bondage or Dare

Volume 23: The Bondage Predicament

Volume 24: Bondage Ménage

Volume 25: Bondage Poker

Volume 26: Bondage Service

Volume 27: Bondage Revenge

Volume 28: Winter BDSM Carnival

Volume 29: The Reindeer Ponygirls

Volume 30: Wrapped Tight For Xmas

Also:

The Billionaire’s Bondage Club Series

Volume 1: Bondage and Power

Volume 2: Bondage Auditions

Volume 3: The Bondage Brat

Volume 4: Trained to Obey

Volume 5: For the Love of Bondage

Questions?  Comments?  Concerns?

Please feel free to contact me: edwardlaste@gmail.com
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