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Ch
apter 1: Club Expansion


The club was really hopping tonight.  Business had been getting a little bit better every day since we opened, but now the word had spread and it was full of people who loved the BDSM fetish lifestyle.

We had a solid core of regulars, their trusted friends, and of course their submissives and slaves.  There were always lots of regular people off the street who were curious about us, but they either left quickly or converted to our way of thinking and became regulars themselves.

Even our staff had started enjoying the elaborate costumes and accessories we made available, and were dressed to the kinky nines.  It was costing us a small fortune to outfit everyone now and none of it was available locally, but hopefully we’d be able to fix that soon.

Laste was on the main stage giving another rigging demonstration with Monica as his model, and once they finished, we’d be having a very
 important meeting.  As impatient as I was to get the meeting started, I couldn’t ask him to rush his show; even for someone like me who’d seen it all, it was fun to watch.

Monica enjoyed these shows since she always stuffed herself with a vibrator and butt plug before going on stage.  She got to cum in front of hundreds of people every night, most of whom didn’t even realize it.  Even as I thought it, I saw her start to twitch and shake as she went over the edge for the third or fourth time tonight.

If you didn’t know her, the orgasm she was having right now looked like she was simply trying to escape from the strict hogtie she was in.  I found myself breathing shallower as I watched, and was glad I had latex panties on tonight so my arousal wouldn’t be too obvious.

It was almost disappointing to see the show coming to an end, but we had business to take care of.  I gathered up Jill and Sherri and took them to the member’s only section upstairs where our meeting would take place.

We chatted with the people in our inner circle of friends while waiting for Laste and Monica, but they joined us fairly quickly.  We’d be talking business with our friends later, but for now we needed a partner’s-only discussion.  The five of us went to a private booth where I had my plans waiting for us.

“Ok,” I began once we were all seated.  “You know why we’re here, so let’s get right to the point.  Is anyone opposed to the idea of opening a kinky fetish mega-shop next door?”

“If everyone has the money to cover their share, then I have no problems with it,” Laste said.

“We won’t need as much initial capital as you might think.  We already own the building, and almost everyone in our circle of friends makes some sort of fetish or bondage gear already.  The ones I’ve already talked to would be more than willing to put their goods on sale with us under consignment terms.”

“What about staff?” Jill asked.

“We have several waitresses wanting more hours who would be willing to work as sales staff, and it’s easy for us to help out on the floor since I was thinking to have the place open right into the main part of the club.  We could model some of it in here, and then people can simply walk into the shop and buy anything that catches their eye.”

“It would be the ultimate in targeted advertising,” she agreed.

“Are you thinking of using the whole building for the shop?” Laste asked.

“God, no… the place is huge.  We’d only need a quarter or a third of the place at most, plus some storage in the basement.”

“Good.  I thought it might be a nice perk to have elite parking in the back part, then.  It’ll allow our friends to come straight into the club without having to worry about prying eyes if they want to transport someone in a less than street-friendly condition.”

“If you want to get really fancy, you could offer ponygirl transport from their cars to the elevator,” Sherri said.  “It’s not really that far, but it would add a new level of ‘wow factor’ to our establishment.”

“I love little things like that, and I’m all for it,” I said.

Everyone else agreed, so we quickly sketched things out on the blueprints in front of us.  We decided to start with two thousand square feet for the actual shop, and see how it went.  We’d then knock a twenty foot wide doorway through the wall into our club, to make sure our merchandise was prominently displayed.

Now we just needed to stock the place.



Ch
apter 2: Fetish Inventory


Boxes were stacked almost higher than I could reach, and I began to wonder if this was a good idea or not.  The bulk of our inventory consisted of latex from Claire Grey, leather from Brandon, steel and wood from Jerry, and of course toys from Laste.

Add in the other stuff like lotions, lubes, breath-play gear, e-Stim equipment, and medical accessories, and we’d barely have enough room for any of the big ticket items.  I decided to let our clerks handle hanging up the clothes while I took a break and simply opened boxes for a while.

I found enough leather restraints from Brandon to subdue a small country, and wondered why he had so many available for immediate delivery to us.  Laste’s toys made an even bigger pile, but I knew he had so much because he was always tinkering and trying new things.  To him, this was mostly out of date crap, but to anyone else it was considered cutting edge.

Jill and Sherri finally decided to finally show up and help, so I made them start with the heavy stuff from Jerry.  We had to get heavy duty racks and shelves for his stainless steel manacles, chastity belts, collars, and even corsets.

The workmen finished with a large display stand near the front just as I found the boxes of whips and related items, so I decided to put them all out.  Floggers, crops, canes, quirts, paddles and whips of all sizes and styles soon covered that section of wall, and would make an impressive first impression when someone entered the shop.

Laste and Monica arrived with the last load of his toys, and began putting them on display near the club entrance.  He had a very vivid imagination, and it meant we had an almost unlimited selection of vibrators, dildos, butt plugs and gags.

Despite my earlier fears, we managed to get everything unpacked by the time the workmen and our clerks had to leave for the night.  It would still be a lot of work to arrange everything to our satisfaction, but it was a great start.  The place looked more like a kinky playroom than a retail store, which was the exact look we were going for.

In fact, after working so hard all day I think it’d be a shame to let all this fun stuff just sit here.  Jill and Sherri had both slept in today, and I knew just the way for them to make it up to me.  I had a quiet word with Laste and we came up with a plan.

I walked up to the girls where they were sitting and sharing a bottle of wine.  “Ok, you two,” I said, standing with my hands on my hips.  “Since you both decided to lounge around in bed all day, you owe a forfeit to those of us who were up early and actually working.”

“What did you have in mind,” Jill asked, suddenly suspicious.

“It would be bad for our reputation if we sold any defective merchandise, so you two just volunteered to test some of it out.”

“That’s a pretty weak excuse for you wanting to play, but I actually don’t mind,” Sherri said.

“Handling this stuff all day had my imagination working overtime, and I wouldn’t mind blowing off a little steam,” Jill agreed.

“Good, then it’s settled.  Sherri, go join Laste in the back.  Jill, go into a dressing room and strip.  I’ll be with you shortly.”

I looked around and realized I couldn’t decide what to use first; I was like a kid in a toy store, and I wanted to play with everything at once.  I decided to start with the basics and go from there.

I selected some white latex panties that had a pair of slightly larger than normal inserts, a matching bra that had tiny plastic spikes lining the inside, and a long black hobble skirt.  Moving over to our leather section, I grabbed a pair of white ballet boots, and black armbinder.  I added a white discipline hood at the last second and moved over to the restraints.

I thought black ankle cuffs would look nice over the boots, and a black ball gag would provide the same effect against the hood.  I usually didn’t care for a pure black and white motif, but I thought this combination would look pretty damn hot.

My pile of goods was getting pretty heavy by now, so I dumped it all in the dressing room, went back to get a bottle of a new silicone lube Claire said was ‘the bomb’, and left her to start getting dressed.

“I need to go see if Laste needs anything, but I’ll be back shortly to help you finish.  Hurry as much as you can, please; the club’s already open and I’ll need to do my rounds in there as well.  We’re all working overtime tonight.”



Ch
apter 3: Kinky Overtime


I sorted the pile of gear into a nice row based on what I’d need to put on first.  The vibrator attached to the panties was calling my name, so I decided to start there.  I lubed up the butt plug and gave the dildo a quick swipe for good measure, even though I didn’t need any lube up front tonight.

I wiggled around for a few minutes to make sure they were settled completely in place, and also because I loved the feeling of them moving around inside me.  I looked around for the remote, but unfortunately didn’t find it.

The bra was next, and I didn’t see the tiny spikes inside until it was too late.  I almost went to change it for a different one, especially since it was a little small for me, but said ‘screw it’ and fastened it in place.  The spikes weren’t terribly bad when I was standing still, but wow, did they ever make themselves known whenever I moved.

I changed my mind about the bra, but found I couldn’t remove it.  This model needed a special tool to release it, and I didn’t want to ruin an expensive piece of merchandise by trying to force it open.  Knowing Lilith, I’m sure she hid the tools already, so I was stuck with it until she released me.

I figured I might as well get this over with quickly so we could change this outfit for a more comfortable one sooner.  I put the collar on snugly, but not too tight.  It wasn’t a posture collar, but it was a lot wider than I was used to, and I found it rubbed the bottom of my chin in an annoying manner.

The ball gag was next, and while it was also a little bigger than I’d be comfortable with for any length of time, I strapped it tightly in place and picked up the hood.  This one had openings for my eyes, so I was able to get it properly in place fairly easily, and even managed to lace it up reasonably well.

I’d saved the ballet boots for near the end since this pair had a monster nine inch heel on them.  I’d never worn a pair higher than eight inches before, and usually preferred a max of five.  You wouldn’t think that extra inch would make much of a difference, but my feet and calves noticed it immediately.

I laced them as tight as I could, since I knew my ankles would need the extra support.  I thought the wide leather cuffs added a bit of extra support as well, but couldn’t tell for sure yet.  I paused to catch my breath for a moment and contemplated the hobble skirt.

Even with a zipper they’d be a bitch to get on, and I doubt I’d be able to take more than a four inch step once it was in place.  Using a lot of the silicone lube, I managed to get it all the way up, but now I was stuck waiting for Lilith.  I wondered what was taking her so long.

***

I had mixed feelings when I saw the outfit Laste expected me to wear.  I’d worn it before and it was absolutely gorgeous, but my parade ponygirl outfit seemed a little out of place here.  Since we were in the back where our new members parking area would be, I thought he maybe wanted to try out my ponygirl valet idea.

I shrugged and slipped out of my clothes, ready to accept the first piece.  He handed me a skimpy latex bikini to put on, so this time my nipples would be covered. Next was the white latex top that went on from the front and connected over the shoulders and around the back with ornate silver buckles.

Monica handed me a tube of silicone lube for my inserts and legs.  They filled me with a larger than usual dildo, but a slightly smaller butt plug.  The toys were held firmly in place by a set of panties that matched both my top, and the leggings that reached to the very top of my thighs.

The black knee-high hoof boots were polished so perfectly you could have used them for a mirror.  They laced up a lot quicker this time than when I wore them for the show, since we weren’t being judged today.

My lower harness was flat black, but had reflective sparkles in them that shone like stars.  It contrasted well against the pearlescent white latex.  It had a crotch strap that was much wider than normal in order to highlight the sexy gap between my legs.

It was a little uncomfortable, but not too bad.  It also had a complex array of straps and rings leading up to my chest harness, and looked amazing.

Unlike my racing harness, this one didn’t do more than circle my breasts for show, deliberately providing very little support so my breasts would bounce with each high-step during my parade march.  The rings and buckles were also made of highly polished silver, and the effect was stunning.

I put my arms behind my back and grabbed my elbows so they could slip on the box tie pouch easier.  My heart began to race as I felt it tighten up, knowing I was past the point of no return.  My mouth opened automatically to accept the bit gag as soon as they started sliding my headgear into place.

My hair was pulled into a ponytail and guided through the top ring of the harness, and everything was buckled firmly but reasonably comfortable.  He selected a strict posture collar instead of the fancy choker I used for parades, but it seemed proper to me since the valet service was actually closer to workhorse duty.

It was still high end workhorse duty, so I got the fancy feathers on top of my head, and the long horsehair tail was screwed into my butt plug.  The bells that normally attached to my nipples were fastened to the harness instead, like they would be for a race.  The reins were attached and there I was, standing once again as a proud ponygirl.

He made me trot in a circle like I was being lunged, although he didn’t bother using a lunge rope.  He simply wanted to give me a chance to loosen up my muscles and remember my training.  After a few minutes in the pony boots, I found myself walking like I’d never left the ranch, although the tiny horseshoes on my feet made a lot more noise on the concrete than I was used to.

“Yo, Laste,” Lilith shouted from the far end of the warehouse where we’d stored the items too big to fit in our showroom.  “It’s over here and ready for you.  I’ve got to go back and help Jill finish getting ready.”

“Go ahead,” he shouted back.  “I’ll take it from here.”

He grabbed my reins but let me set my own pace over there.  I used it as a chance to practice my high-step gait and warm up that set of muscles.  When we got closer, I saw Lilith had unpacked a fancy passenger cart.

It was much bigger than the sulky I was used to; it had room for a passenger beside the driver, and a space for two others or for cargo at the back.  He guided me backwards into place and clipped the poles to my waist belt.

It felt awfully awkward to me, but would probably be better when it had some weight in the rear to counterbalance things.  It was also a lot shorter than I would’ve expected a passenger cart to be, but I guess it would make it easier for me to make tight corners and fast turns.

He had me kneel so he could climb aboard easier, and then stand again so Monica could sit in the back.  The balance definitely felt better now, but more weight meant it would take more effort to pull it.  He shook the reins and had me do a practice lap around the place to get used to it.

He stopped me near the club entrance so Monica could get off, and when he remained seated behind me, I began to wonder if he was planning on opening up the parking garage tonight.  I would’ve appreciated advanced notice if that was the case, but since this was originally my idea, I wasn’t going complain.

He clucked and pulled back on the reins, signaling me to walk backwards so I had enough room to turn around.  He then ran me around the building for another two laps, this time at a faster pace.  I felt a little winded, but not too bad; I made sure to stay in top shape, and usually spent an hour a day on the treadmill.

“Good girl,” he said.  “I thought you might’ve forgotten your training or gotten soft, but you’ve still got it.”

I felt my vibrator kick on to a medium speed, which was his way of rewarding a good pony.  I wasn’t sure if he’d let me cum or not, but I really wanted an orgasm after all this.  Each step caused the intruders to shift inside me, and while I could rarely cum from just that, it meant I was perpetually horny when wearing my pony gear.

He had me kneel so he could get out, and I saw him walk past me and into the club.  He’d left the vibrator running, and it took less than a minute before my orgasm overtook me.  I found myself panting around the bit harder from my orgasm than I did from my run.

He was gone long enough for me to get close again, but returned a minute or two too soon and turned it down to low.  I saw him smile as I grunted my displeasure, and knew he was aware of what he’d done.  He gave me a quick drink of water before climbing back in the cart and turning me around again.

“Off we go, girl,” he said, flicking the reins.  “We’ve got our first batch of passengers to pick up.”

I was confused at his words, but started moving anyway.  Did he have one of our friends pulling around back?  When we got to the overhead door, I saw it open but didn’t see a car.  He guided me toward it and outside onto the street!

He couldn’t be serious about having me show myself on a public street like this, could he?  I tried to dig in my heels and stop, but wasn’t having any of that.  He started lashing my ass with the buggy whip until I resumed my forward motion.

He guided me around the building, and if I wasn’t wearing blinders I would’ve been rubbernecking, trying to see if people were staring at me.  When we got to the front entrance, I saw there was a second line of people standing next to a new sign.

Free Ponygirl Rides

Courtesy of the Argentum Seges
 Gift Shop

Grand Opening Tomorrow

The second line had a dozen people in it already, and was growing as I watched.  Holy shit… what had I gotten myself into.

***

“Sorry I took so long, dear,” Lilith said as she burst through the dressing room door.  “I had to help find something out back.”

She gave my outfit a quick once over and seemed pleased with the results.  She helped me into the armbinder and quickly had it pulling my elbows together.  Once she was satisfied with how my outfit looked, she sprayed down the latex and gave it a mirror-like shine.

Her tablet was hanging from a chain, and she had me bend over slightly so she could put it over my head.  When I stood upright again, I found it was resting right at the top of my tits and angled slightly upwards.

“Perfect,” she said.

She fiddled with it for a moment, and then I felt both vibrators come to life, but at an extremely weak speed.  She clipped a leash to my collar and gave it a slight tug to get me moving.

“Come along now… we’re about to see what your adoring public thinks of your new outfit.”

Not having much choice, I shuffled along behind her as best as I could, which wasn’t much in the killer boots and restrictive dress.  She led me to the club door and hammered on it three times.

One of our bouncers, Antoine, opened it and came through pushing a hand cart loaded with velvet ropes and the stands like the ones we used for the line out front.  He set them up behind us, blocking the shop off from the club.

“Here’s what we’re going to do,” Lilith said.  “I want customer feedback on the items we’ll be selling, so we’re going to raise the main shop door in a moment and let our customers come in and take a quick survey using the tablet hanging around your neck.”

I knew Lilith was pissed at me for coming in so late, and expected her to pull something to get back at me.  This wasn’t too bad, though, and might even be fun.

“Everyone who completes the survey will be rewarded with a ten percent discount on their first purchase in the store, and will get to give you one lash on your ass with a small flogger.  Antoine will be standing by to make sure nobody tries anything stupid.”

Ok, I knew there’d be a catch.  Still, with a bodyguard standing over me and the customers only allowed to use one of the wimpy floggers, it shouldn’t be too bad.

“Since it’s technically overtime for you, I programmed the tablet to give you a reward as well.  Every completed survey will increase the power of your toys a little bit.  I hope your control is good tonight, or you might give some lucky person a rather unexpected surprise.”

She wouldn’t, would she?  The main door began to rise up and I saw more red velvet ropes on the other side.  There was already a line of a few dozen people, plus a lot more standing around to watch.  Oh shit, she was serious.

The first few people were rather tentative, and the vibrations didn’t climb much… maybe a mere percent or two per survey.  Of course, it added up rather quickly as the crowd started getting comfortable with the situation and the line moved faster.

The speed was only maybe a third of the way up before the sensations started becoming overpowering, and I knew I couldn’t hold it back much longer.  My nostrils were flaring from the amount of air I was trying to force through the two tiny holes in my hood, and I began grinding my hips.

“Hold on a sec, folks,” Lilith said.  “I want to get a picture that’ll be available as a souvenir for anyone who wants one.”

She stood beside me and put an arm behind my back underneath the armbinder.  I felt some of my weight leave my feet as she gave me some support.

“Ok, Sherri… struggle for the camera and let’s see if we can get a good action shot.”

I almost laughed at the transparency of her plan, but it gave me a chance to release the fire burning between my legs.  I let my orgasm loose, but tried to keep the external signs to a minimum.

It was probably the stupidest thing I’d ever done, since trying to contain it only seemed to make it hit me harder and longer.  My legs were weak by the time I finished cumming, and I was glad of the support Lilith had the foresight to give me.

Once I could stand again, she reached down to the hem of my skirt and started to roll it up.  She kept going until it was all the way up to my crotch, and I hoped the latex panties I was wearing weren’t leaking my juices from around the edges.

She had someone in the crowd fetch a bar stool and Antoine helped me to hop up on it.  Lilith took the heels of my boots and forced them up and over the side bars of the stool, leaving me with my legs spread wide and my ass hanging off the back of the seat.

The sheer length of the heels meant my feet were basically locked in position until she decided to change things up again… no rope needed.  She added a rope anyway, just because that’s her thing, and the survey taking resumed.

I lasted through another couple dozen people before my next orgasm exploded, and this time Lilith simply chuckled and complimented the person who’d just flogged my ass on such a good shot.  I heard him laugh and say ‘yeah, right’; I was mortified, but it also turned me on more.

I came three more times before the vibes got up to full speed, and if anything, the line of people waiting was even longer than when we’d begun.  How many people were in the place tonight, and were they all going to take the damn survey?  My eyes rolled back in my head and I started to cum again.

Once that orgasm finished steamrolling over me, I tried to catch Lilith’s eye and let her know I desperately wanted out of this situation.  She deliberately avoiding making direct eye contact, but after I came again a few minutes later she turned off my toys.

“Ok, everybody, we need a few minutes to change things up,” she called out.  “We have a store full of wonderful goodies, and it’d be a shame to show off only one outfit.  Grab a drink if you want, and we’ll be back shortly.”

She closed the door and released me from the stool.  I could barely stand, but found it a tiny bit easier once she rolled the hobble skirt back down and the restrictiveness of it steadied my knees a little.

She removed the helmet and gag long enough to give me a drink of water, but caught me off guard and quickly filled my mouth with a pump up gag while I was still gasping for air.  With Antoine’s help, she removed the armbinder but all I could do was let them fall limply to my sides.

Before I regained use of my arms, they were thrust into the sleeves of a full length, heavy duty latex straitjacket.  A few minutes later and I was gasping for air again, as Antoine was able to pull the straps a lot tighter than I thought possible.

Lilith worked my skirt down until they were able to get the crotch strap between my legs, and Antoine pulled that one just as tight as the other straps.  I felt the plugs go deeper inside me, and the strap was stretched so severely I was willing to bet I had a camel toe showing, even through the thick rubber.

I heard the rattle of chains above me for a moment, and then heard the click of carabineer clips at each shoulder.  The chains rattled again and I found my feet leave the floor.  I was left hanging a few inches off the floor, and my body weight impossibly added even more pressure to the strap between my legs.

She took the time to wipe down my face, fix my makeup, and brush my hair before giving the gag another few pumps and removing the hose.  I felt her tie her tablet to the loop holding my arms in the jacket front, and then I began slowly spinning as she gave me a slap on the ass.

“I reset the survey program to give you a little break,” she said.  “Of course, the club is probably a little over maximum capacity and there’s a ton of people wanting a turn.  I hope the fire marshal doesn’t stop by for a count or we might get fined.”

I thought she was exaggerating, but as the door opened back up, I saw the place was standing room only.  This was going to be a long night… I briefly wondered what they had Sherri doing, and if her night was anywhere near as brutal as mine.

***

I was drenched in sweat from all the rides I’d given, yet the line never seemed to get any smaller.  An individual ride wasn’t too hard since it amounted to about five yards of high stepping, turn around and pose for a picture in front of the fetish shop, a longer run past the club, and then turn around and walk back.

Of course, a few dozen rides like that added up to a lot of work on my part, even with a decent break between rounds.  To make it harder for me, he kept the damn vibrator running on a medium speed, and I found myself cumming about every fifteen or twenty minutes.  I wasn’t sure if I wanted to kill him or kiss him.

It was embarrassing, but at least I hadn’t squirted yet so Laste was able to make semi-plausible excuses, like I had muscle cramps or something.  I don’t think it fooled many people, but it sounded good in case someone called the cops on us.

The crowd had never seen anything like this before, and everyone cheered when I ran by.  It helped keep me going for quite a while, but eventually even repeated use of the buggy whip couldn’t get me to go faster than a slow jog.

“I think we done wore this little filly out,” Master Laste shouted to the crowd.  “Apologies for anyone who didn’t get a ride, but we warned you in advance we’d be stopping without warning, and she lasted over twice as long as we thought.”

I heard a few good-natured boos, but most people were clapping and cheering over my performance.  I put a foot forward and did the ponygirl equivalent of a curtsey, holding it as long as I could while they took pictures.

“After we groom her a bit, we’ll bring her inside so anyone who didn’t get a chance at a ride can at least get a picture with her.  Only our stage camera is allowed inside the club, but we’ll print it out for you right here, and if you come back tomorrow, the picture gets you ten percent off your first purchase inside our shop.  Thank you.”

He murmured ‘parade’ to me, shook the reins and let me set my own high-step pace around the side of the building.  Once out of sight, he let me walk normally the rest of the way inside.  He stopped me near the club entrance, laid out a blanket, and had me move to the middle of it.

“On a scale of one to ten, how horny are you right now?”

I stamped my foot eleven times.  He laughed.

“Do you trust me?” he asked.

“Yes,” I replied by stamping my foot once.

“Spread your legs slightly and hold your upper body rigid.”

I did what he asked and felt him step close behind me, grabbing my thighs.  Before I could figure out what he was doing he pulled my legs out from under me, causing me to pivot from my waist belt and sending my face rushing towards the floor.

I started to scream in panic, but the stand at the front of the cart was high enough that my face stopped a few inches above the ground.  He spread my legs wider and draped them over the poles on each side.  He gently removed my tail and butt plug, and then I heard his zipper.

I felt a cold squirt of lube fall on my ass which he worked both in and around my stretched rosebud; a moment later and I felt the head of his penis start to press insistently against it.  It went in fairly easily after being stretched all night by the butt plug, and he was soon deep inside me.

I felt the vibrator pick up some speed at the same time as he began thrusting in and out, and the combined attention was quickly bringing me to a monster orgasm.  The dam broke within a few minutes, and I howled through my gag as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me.  I briefly wondered if they heard me inside the club.

He started pounding my ass harder and faster as I came down, and I felt another jump up in the speed of the vibrator.  The aftershocks of my first one instantly bloomed into another screaming orgasm, and kept going until my head was swimming and I had spots in front of my eyes.

He cranked the vibrator to full speed and continued pounding me so hard I thought he might be trying to break me in half.  I was close to cumming yet again, but sensed he was close himself so I chomped down on my bit and held it back.

Just when I felt I couldn’t delay things any longer, I felt him push deep inside me and hold it there as he began spurting what felt like a gallon of cum.  I started cumming the instant he did, and was shaking and twitching uncontrollably from the myriad sensations racking my body.

It seemed to go on for ages, but eventually I came back down to Earth and fell limp.  He turned off the vibe and put my feet back on the ground, but all I could do was lay there, completely exhausted.

He left for a few minutes and came back with towels, a sponge, and a bucket of warm, soapy water.  He let me rest as I was while he gave me the best sponge bath of my life, only helping me back to my feet when he needed to get to my chest.

“Better?” he asked once he finished.

I stomped a yes and gave a contented little whinny.  He put my butt plug and tail back in, unclipped me from the cart, picked up the reins, and led me inside the club.  Composing myself again, I used my best parade posture and high-step gait as he led me to the stage through a throng of cheering spectators.

My old racing sulky was up there, and I was fastened between the poles so people could pose for a picture with me.  I was angled so I could see part of the club, and I couldn’t believe how full it was.  It was standing room only tonight, and would be a record breaker for us.

As the line for pictures with me began forming, the crowd in front of the fetish shop cleared enough for me to see Jill.  She was in a black latex straitjacket, hanging from the ceiling by hooks attached to the shoulder rings.

It almost looked like she was shaking from an orgasm, but I couldn’t tell for sure.  She was slowly spinning, and as her back came into view, I saw there was writing on the jacket.


My Master went to
 Argentum Seges, and all I got was this lousy straitjacket
.

###



http://www.amazon.com/Edward-Laste/e/B00P4CB67K/



http://www.amazon.co.uk/Edward-Laste/e/B00P4CB67K/


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

The Bondage University Series

Volume 1: The Submissive Sorority

Volume 2: The Kinky Frat Party

Volume 3: The Taboo Teacher

Volume 4: Cheers and Cuffs

Volume 5: College Brats in Bondage

Questions?  Comments?  Concerns?

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