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Foreword
Hello Lovelies,
For everyone who listened to my warnings that Grayson was going to be the dark
horse, well done.  For anyone who missed the warnings please read the below before venturing further because Grayson was just as twisted as Aaron. 
TW list:
Dubious consent, blackmail, pony play, veterinary play/chipping, Roman shower, birth control tampering, training, perceived ownership, edging, orgasm denial, nipple play/torture, degradation, humiliation, cum play, period play, breeding, branding, exhibitionism and spanking. 
If I've missed anything, please don't come at me.  Grayson was out of control!
LoveBite Shorts xXx
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Chapter 1
Grayson
Isat in my office rolling up scrap paper balls and tossing them into the bin across the room.  I watched it hit off the rim and fall on the floor, along with all the others.
“Fuck you, too,”  I muttered in the silent room.
I sat further back in my leather chair and pulled up the club's security footage. Only I and two other security members have access to this footage.  I kept the volume on mute.  It's been nearly twelve years since I opened the club.  Within the first five years, I was able to pay Aaron back the substantial amount of money he had loaned me.  My eyes skimmed over the screen before I switched to the next set of feeds. 
There was nothing that could shock me anymore.  We have eighteen kink rooms and three private rooms available for the more elite members of the club.  The club's main floor had a stage set in the middle for various scenes to be played out.  I'm all for equal opportunities for everyone.  I may not like all the different types of lifestyles, but I cater for everyone. 
My eyes paused on the nursery room. 
Fuck me.
It amazed me how many people come here that ranked high in society.  We have a back entrance for the people who didn't want to be seen coming into my club.  All my staff, male and female, are protected from being molested. Every member signed a contract, just like my employees.  They know that my security footage is for safety and is deleted regularly.  My club is known to be safe and private. It attracted loyal staff who were treated well and members that can frequent it with no worries about what they do in their spare time.
A knock on the door pulled me away from my thoughts.  I switched the monitor off before answering.
My most popular sub comes into my office with a pout on her lips.  I stifled my sigh.  I know what's coming.
“When can we play again, Master?  It's been weeks since you last played with me.”
My eyes took her in.  She was in her bunny outfit.  Her white fur ears adorned her long blonde hair.  She wore all pink and white lingerie.  I know she will have her fluffy little butt plug in her ass.
“You know the score, Kaitlyn. I'm not exclusive to anyone. I also told you not to bother me in my office. Plenty of Dom’s downstairs who will give you what you need.”
She let out a whining noise. 
I rubbed my forehead.  All these girls in their twenties get fixated. I tell them all up front that we can play, but I'm not in the market to collar anyone. 
My door flew open, and Sasha burst through it.  She stopped when she saw Kaitlyn in front of my desk.
“Get out, Kaitlyn.”  She snapped at her.
Kaitlyn watched me as if I was going to reprimand Sasha.  When I said nothing, she stomped out of my office, cursing.  She slammed my door shut on the way out.  My eyes narrowed on the door for a moment.  Her ass is going to pay for that on the floor.  She should know better not to give attitude to any Dom, male or female.
“Thanks for saving me.”
“Never mind that.  We have a problem.”
“What kind of problem?”
“The kind that might show the Deputy PM in a compromising position.  I don't know for sure I need you to review the room's footage for tonight.”
Sasha had regular bookings with the good Deputy Prime Minister.  If this gets out.  I'm fucked.
I jerked my drawer open to get some painkillers for the dull throb in my head that had started when Kaitlyn came in.
I'm in the mood to let off some steam.  When I find the member who had done this, I am going to fuck them up, and not in a good way.
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Chapter 2
Larisa
Ifiddled around with the neckline of my dress.  I mean, what does one wear to a BDSM club?  I went for the only decent dress I had in my wardrobe, a white and gold creation.  The inner portion of the dress is white, and the organza gold embroidered material is on top.  The material was pinned onto one shoulder with my camera disguised as a brooch.  I had a miniature camera stuffed in between my boobs.  Barry told me I couldn't have phones or cameras in the club. 
“I have one guest with me tonight.”
The man at the desk looked me up and down before placing a clipboard and a form in front of me.
I glanced at Barry.
“You need to fill it in and sign it.  Don't make me regret bringing you here.”  He hissed at me.
“Sheesh, calm down.  I won't do anything to jeopardise your precious membership.”  I whispered back at him.
I took the clipboard and made sure it was level with my camera.  I was reading through all the boring shit till I got halfway. 
When I glanced up, I saw a familiar face going through the club doors.  My jaw dropped down.  I never thought I would see a famous actress in her 50s here.  I quickly signed and dated the form and tried and shoved it into the receptionist's face.
He didn't look pleased with me, so I smiled at him.
“Sorry, I'm just excited.”
He nodded before checking it over.
“You need to add your address on the back.”
“Sure.”
I took it back and quickly scribbled it all down, my eyes returning to the doors Sarah Jane Myers had gone through.  I waited impatiently for Barry to countersign the form before I dragged him inside.
This is my big break.
It has to be, or I will end up in a homeless shelter soon.
Sorry, Barry.
I felt bad for using him like this, but I'd tried everything to get access to this club.  I even tried to apply for a cleaners position.  How the fuck I got rejected for a cleaner's job is beyond me.  There had been so much speculation about this club and its members, but nothing had ever been leaked.  If I could get a scoop on this club, it would help me make a name for myself in my nonexistent career. 
The poor writer is no cliche.  I had one packet of noodles and a can of baked beans in my cupboard.  I had such high hopes when I graduated with merit in my degree.  Finding a job was far more complicated than I could have anticipated. 
To say I had become disillusioned with the industry is an understatement.  All the good leads went to the men.  It didn't help that I had a vagina or that I'm not lily white in colour.  In the end, I became a freelance writer.  I tried submitting work under my real name and a man's name.  Lo and behold, Larry Osei got more work than Larisa.
As if having a dick made someone write better articles.
Barry led the way through a black hallway. I looked around and saw the hallway split off into three different ways.  I stopped him.
“What's up these hallways?”
“Playrooms with different themes. They have some private rooms upstairs, but you have to be super rich to access them. I'm going to show you the main part of the club.  There is an observation stage for some scenes that play out throughout the night.”
He glanced at me.
“Seriously, you need to follow all the rules I told you.  If you give someone the wrong signal and they are a Dom, they might try and whisk you off.”
“Don't worry about me, Barry.  I remember what you told me.”
He finally nodded and let go of my arm.
I looked around the club floor.  It looked like a typical upscale nightclub.  People were dressed in normal clothing.  I was a little disappointed.  At the very least, I had wanted to see a man crawling around with a gimp mask on. 
The spotlights turned on in the middle of the floor.
Oh my.
There was a woman dressed like a fucking horse.  She had a bridle on her face and something in her mouth.  Her hair was tied up in a high ponytail, and she had a matching long-haired tail on her ass.  Her breasts were bare with nothing more than some black straps around her.  A man followed her onto the stage and cracked a whip in the air.  I put a hand to my chest at the viscous sound.  Holy shit, the tail was inside her ass.
Is he going to fucking whip her?
“Do you want a drink?”
I didn't take my eyes off the stage. My heart was pounding as I watched the pony girl.
“Bacardi and coke, thanks,” I said to Barry while I watched the stage.
There was a wooden post and a high bench on the stage.  It reminded me of the old gymnastics bench we had in school with the padded tops.
Her stomach and waist were covered in what looked like a leather waist trainer belt.  She wasn't wearing any underwear.
I looked around the club. Some people were looking at the stage, and others were chatting or drinking as if nothing out of the ordinary was happening.
Is this how all the rich live?
My eyes returned to the man who looked like an old-fashioned member of the gentry. He could be a BDSM version of Sherlock Holmes.  He tied the girl to the post before nudging her legs open.  I couldn’t take my eyes off them.  He used the end of the whip under her chin to raise her face up.
No. They can't be doing this in front of everyone. 
I looked around, and more people had gathered around. I glanced up, and people were upstairs, looking down at the scene.
Barry came back with my drink.
“Thanks.  Can I go upstairs and watch?”
“Knock yourself out. I'm staying down here. The staircase is over there.”
I followed where he was pointing, and a staircase was lit up with spotlights on each step.
I took my drink and made my way upstairs.  The galley isn't as crowded up here.  I looked down at the scene, and the man had his cock inside the woman's mouth.  Her hands were tied around the post, and he was gripping her by her ponytail and going to town on her mouth.  I leaned over the balcony so my camera could capture the action.  I might need to review the footage in more detail later.
I took a few large gulps of my drink.  The cold drink does nothing to cool me down. 
Why is that so fucking hot?
My bloody knickers felt saturated.  I'm supposed to be working, not getting off on this shit.  I took a deep breath and discreetly looked around me.  I finished the last of my drink and sauntered through the great alcove.
The toilets were to my right, but to my left was a red rope cordoned-off section. 
After another look around, I ducked under the rope and reached the first door, gently pushing the handle down.  When I tried to push it open, it didn't budge.
Damn it. 
It was locked. I quickly darted to the next one and found it locked too. 
The hallway turned to the right, and there was one last door.  Holding my breath, I gently pushed the handle down; the door opened.  I don't open it too wide. 
“Did I say you could lick my boot, slave?” 
A woman's sultry but stern voice had me freezing on the spot. I scrambled to my knees and peered into the room.  There is some rock music playing in the background.
There was a dark-haired woman who was wearing a dominatrix outfit.  It was the whole shebang of a black latex catsuit.  Her breasts were bulging out of the top.  When I saw the man kneeling with his head on the floor, I couldn't see anything but a mop of brown hair.  I shoved my hand down my dress till I felt the small camera.  Pulling it out, I focused on the scene and snapped away.
“No, I'm sorry, mistress.”
She used her heeled boot and kicked him away from her. Surprised by the violent movement, I stopped taking pictures.
“Turn away from me. I don't want to look at your pathetic face while I whip your arse.”  She said to him.
“Yes, Mistress.  Anything you want.”
He turned around, and I continued snapping pictures, but when I saw his face, I realised I had the fucking motherload in my sight.  I pulled myself out of my daze and continued to take pictures.  It's the Deputy Prime Minister of England.  The same one who was married with two or three children.
She took a black stick and proceeded to beat his ass with it. 
He whimpered and whined but didn't protest. 
I wished I could get a few licks in. The guy was an asshole.  She was doing a great job on her own.  His pasty white ass was covered in red marks.  I cringed at the sight.  How was he going to explain that to his wife?
“Please, Mistress.”
She mocked him before telling him to turn around and lie on his back.
I inched further into the room to ensure my camera caught the action.  It's just as well that I was crouched on the floor. I was at the perfect height to capture this shit.
When he turned around, I could see his dick sticking up in the air.  Shit!  The only thing he had going for him was his thick head of hair because you couldn't do much with that dick.
“Look at your tiny little dick sticking up. It's fucking pitiful.  How is that tiny worm supposed to satisfy anyone?”
She leaned down and gripped his dick, pulling it up and down before snickering at him. 
“You don't deserve to have these balls.  Do you, slave?”
He was close to tears as he shook his head vehemently.
“Please, punish me for being useless, Mistress.”
She used her foot and stepped on his balls.  He howled in pain, but the expression on his face was sheer pleasure.  I saw his dick jerk, and he came all over himself.
My fascination was giving way to nausea. 
“You filthy little bastard.  Lick up your mess.” 
She shouted so loudly that I almost jumped. 
He quickly got up and licked his cum off her boot and the floor.
“Good boy.  Lick up every drop of your mess.”
He was still licking the floor when she reached down, grabbed him by his hair, and pulled him to the bed.
“Now try and lick my pussy.  You were a disappointment last week.”
I took the last few pictures before I made a quick getaway.  I stood there for a moment with my heart racing.  I closed the door a few inches, but I wasn’t brave enough to shut it entirely. I didn’t want that woman whipping my ass.
I stared at my miniature camera for a moment.
What the fuck did I just witness?
I shoved it down my dress and went to find Barry.  He was my ride home.  I will tell him I'm having a terrible attack of stomach cramps.  He would murder me if he knew what I did.  It took months of begging before he agreed to bring me in as his guest.
This was it. 
I’d gotten the scoop of the century.
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Chapter 3
Grayson
Icaptured the hallway footage of the spy in my club.  I was so angry with Sasha that I told her to leave.  She is a seasoned Mistress, but I can't believe she didn't check that the suite door was locked.
I viewed the footage from the moment the little spy came into the club.  I was strangely disappointed that she came in with a man.  I took a few still shots and sent his picture to my head of security, Logan.  He will be able to identify him quickly. He helped us in taking out Ella’s stalker. Logan and Stewart are more than capable of working outside the law.  They are my most trustworthy staff members.
Watching Dom take his wedding vows with so much emotion was surprising. It made me happy and a tad melancholy at the same time.  It had been two months since the wedding, and the bastard had holed himself up on the Isle of Wight.  I felt as though I had lost my friends.  First, it was Aaron and now Dom.  Ella is pregnant, and I can't deny Dom’s excitement has been entertaining. I could picture him being the kind of dad who would keep the baby strapped on him wherever he went.
That thought made me smile before I brought my attention back to the spy.
She stood watching the scene in the middle of the club.  I paused the video and zoomed in on her.  Her dark eyes looked almost black.  The surprised look on her face told me she was new to BDSM.  She was the enemy, but I could feel the pull towards her. It helped that she looked stunning in her gold and white dress.  Her smooth brown skin was more prominent against the colours. The curves of her breasts showed she had ample up top. 
I frowned when I felt my dick twitch.  The same dick that's not been interested in anyone for the last month.
“Fucking traitor.  She is the enemy.” I muttered.
I sat back in my chair and remembered how fucked up Aaron got over Willow and how Dom initially was fuming with Ella.  My eyes went back to the screen.
“Oh, no.  Not fucking happening.”
I stabbed my keyboard viciously to play the rest of the video. I switched from camera to camera till she left the club.  She had made a recording or taken pictures with a miniature device.  One that was hidden in her lovely bosom.  I got up to make myself a drink. The Club's reputation would be ruined if any of this got out. Most people in the limelight won't come for fear of being exposed.
I called Logan.
“Can you come to my office?  We have a major problem.”
“I'm already on my way.”
I hung up and tossed my phone on my desk.  I began to pace up and down the office.  It wasn't long till Logan burst through the door.
“I've sent Stewart after Barry Montgomery.  I saw the girl who was in Sasha’s room.  Here is her entrance paperwork.”
“Thanks, Logan.”
I impatiently checked her name. Jenny Taila. I turned over the paper and saw her address.
131 Crotch Crescent
London
I know that's a fake address. 
“Have you found an address or anything for this Jenny Taila?”
Logan looked at me for a moment with surprise before he covered his mouth to hide his amusement. 
“Err, I don't think that's her real name.”
I frowned at her printed name and signature before it sunk in.  She was fucking with us. I messaged Stewart to press hard on Barry. He was responsible for bringing her into my fucking club. 


∆∆∆
 
I’d been watching her footage on repeat.  The way her eyes took my club in. Each and every nuance showed on her face.  I'm glad she wore her hair away from her expressive face.  She liked tonight's show, that's for sure.  The more I watch her, the more I want her on her knees begging me for mercy.  I scan the wording on her entry form.  She would be in breach of it even if she did sign it with a fake name. I sighed and looked at the time. The club is closed, and only the cleaners are working. 
My phone pings and I immediately read the message.  Stewart.
I sent you everything by email.  That's as much as I could get tonight.
I sent him a thumbs-up emoji.  At least he doesn't have a hissy fit like Dom when I used them.  I would have thought that him getting pussy regularly would calm him down.  He only seemed to have gotten worse.  I felt sorry for Ella.  He was probably making her eat and drink some nasty shit.
I eagerly opened up my email and read through all of the attachments: name, address, bank statements, phone number and basic life history. 
I messaged Stewart.
I know it's late, but I need you to hack her emails.
Stewart: Already done. I will send you anything she sends or receives.
I smiled, satisfied, before I turned towards her frozen image as she looked down at the pony play scene.  I zoomed in on her face.  Her dark eyes were mesmerised by the show.  I considered all the options available to me. 
I sent Logan a message that Stewart would take over his role and for Logan to manage the club in my absence. I don't specify a time period for how long it would be.  Between them, they have years of experience.  They would be well compensated for their new duties.
I rechecked her bank statement. Stewart sent me two years worth.
My phone vibrated, and I checked Logan’s notification. He had sent me a thumbs-up emoji.
Fuck, Dom. 
Logan is in his forties and used them.  I didn’t know why he got his knickers in a twist when I used them.
Mulling over my next move, I thought of my country estate. I may have a hate-hate relationship with my parents, but my beloved grandfather left me a substantial estate when he passed away, much to my father's dismay.  Aaron and I lapped up all the attention Dom’s parents gave us, especially Kath.  Whenever we went home with him, she made us feel like family.  We felt more like adoptive sons than Dom’s friends.
I looked at Larisa’s number momentarily before deciding to fuck with her.  It's her fault I was still in my office at three am.
Hey, I heard you're in the BDSM scene now.  I think you would look hot as my sub.  Interested?
Grinning, I stood up.  I shut my computer off and slipped my phone into my pocket.  I needed a few hours of sleep to stay on top of this situation.  After checking in on security to make sure all the cleaners had left and they locked up, I headed home. 
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Chapter 4
Larisa
As soon as Barry dropped me off, I took everything and downloaded it onto my laptop.  I backed it up on my cloud and left the rest on the SD cards.  There was no way I was losing this data.
I reviewed all the footage before writing a rough draft for an article. Before I approached any major news outlet, I needed to consult with Charlene, so I dropped her a message. She ran a small local paper in a county just outside of London. She would be asleep just now, but I knew she would call me as soon as she got my message.
I skipped over my footage from the club and went straight to the video of the Deputy PM.  I envied the beautiful lady who got to make these men her bitches.  I'm unsure if I could crush someone's balls, but it was satisfying to watch.  I pulled up his pictures on my phone while the video played.  He looked so prim and proper in all the images I found of him.  I couldn't help but laugh.
I loaded up the images from the camera.  There were a few where I could see his face.  I sighed in relief.  Not only would I be able to pay my rent I wouldn't need to worry about money for a while.  If my name came out with the story, I'm sure it would generate more freelance work. 
I slumped back into the sofa. After all these years trying to find work, the interviews, the rejections, and the sparse freelance work I had gotten hadn't been lucrative in the least.  It's taken a toll on me.  I often considered quitting, but the thought of my student debt and years wasted in University made me feel ill.
My parents and my extended family were so proud of me.  Now I felt like a failure and barely saw them.  They always asked me how my work was going in the big city. So I called and FaceTimed them. My mum tried to push me to visit them. But I kept putting her off. My excuses were getting weaker.
I pulled the blanket over my bare legs. 
My phone vibrated, and I rushed to pick it up, thinking it was Charlene.
Unknown number: Hey, I heard you're in the BDSM scene now. I think you would look hot as my pet.  Interested?
The person has added a winking emoji.  I read and reread the message.  Only Barry knew I went to Club X tonight.  I looked at the time. It was technically yesterday. 
Barry, I don't appreciate you pranking me if this is you.  You're always telling me to grow up...
I frowned at the phone, waiting for a response.  I saw the little dots move as he typed a reply.
Unknown number: It's not Barry.
My heart beat a little faster.  No one knew I was there.  I didn't take my phone with me.  Barry was the only person who could have blabbed.
Someone was fucking with me, and I wasn’t having that, so I messaged them back.
How about you let me fuck you with my strap-on?
I held my breath as the dots moved around again. They constantly stopped and started.  I waited impatiently. 
What are they writing, War and Peace?
A long message came through.
Unknown number: I do the fucking, sweetheart.  How about I come to yours and dress you up like my pet pony?  I bet that pussy is still soaked from earlier. I would fuck your ass wide open.  I don't need a strap-on, sweetheart.  I would cum so deep inside you before I plugged that asshole back up with your tail. Then I would use your pretty little mouth to lick my cock clean before I tied you back up in my stables.  I can guarantee that you will love every second of it. If I were there, my fingers would be inside your cunt to check how wet it was.  Are you wet for your Master, Larisa?
I dropped my phone on the sofa beside my feet, only to look at it as if it were a poisonous snake.  He knew my fucking name.  Barry is a dead man walking.  I took a few deep breaths.  That was the hottest fucking text I have ever received. My mouth was dry, but that was the only thing that was dry right now.  I nervously lick my lips. 
I left my phone where it was before entering the bedroom to get out of my dress.  There was no way I would be able to sleep.  I would check the video to see if anyone had been watching me in the club.  I could write some more of the article before I got some rest.  Verifying all of the Deputy PM’s background information will take some time.
After I got changed and washed up, I returned to the sofa to work till my eyes drooped. I checked my phone there were no new messages. I don't know if I was relieved or disappointed.  I set my alarm and snuggled into the sofa, too tired to walk to my bed.
∆∆∆
 


The following day Charlene’s call woke me up.  Once I had explained everything, she was silent.
“Hello?” I said.
“Sorry, I'm still here.” She let out a breath before speaking again.  “I would suggest you do this under Larry.  You are going to get some heat on you for this.  I mean MI5 level of heat. It's nothing new, but shit like that is kept under wraps.”
Charlene was in her sixties and was knowledgeable.  She was the only one who threw me some work when she could.  I couldn’t help but think it was out of pity.  She said it was because she knew how tough being a woman in the industry was.
“Who should I approach?”  I asked, sounding defeated already.
“Do you have a sim card that isn't registered to your name?”
“Yeah.”
“Use that, and I will send you some contacts. Just be careful, love.”
“Thanks, Charlene.  I will keep you posted.”
“And great work.  I'm proud of you.”
I couldn't contain my smile at her words.
“Thank you.  Speak soon.” I said before hanging up.
I went into my bedroom and removed the shoebox from under my bed.  I'm sure I had some spare sim cards in here.  My mind went back to Charlene’s words.  She wasn’t wrong.  There have been numerous cases where journalists were given a script and kept in line with a preconceived agenda.  There have been cases where journalists had ‘accidents’ in and out of the UK.  I find my resolve.  I would be mindful of my actions and take all the precautions I could.
I checked my phone and saw an email notification.  I had an email from Charlene with the list of contacts she promised.
Fuck! I was really doing this.
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Chapter 5
Grayson
Iwas rudely awoken by a doorbell ringing and pounding on my door. I checked my phone and saw several missed calls from Stewart. I shoved some shorts on and jogged down the stairs.
“What is it with pricks who love pounding my door at the arse crack of dawn?”
Stewart walked straight inside.  He looked as miserable as I felt.
“She got an email.  It's contacts names and numbers for several large media outlets.”
“Shit. It's Saturday.  Maybe that will slow her down.  I'm going over there.”
“You can't go over there without a plan.”
I smirked at him.
“Who says I don't have a plan?”
After texting her last night, I decided to use a little of Aaron and Dom’s methods of persuasion. My little filly was going to find herself bound at my estate. I'd tried almost every room there is in the club. My preference constantly came back to pet play. 
“Do you want me to come with you?”
“No. I'm going to deal with this myself. You and Logan have enough to do in the club.”
Stewart looked surprised.
“You are really leaving your precious baby in our hands?  Wow, when Logan told me, I didn't think you would go through with it.”
I ignored him and made my way to the shower.  I was not a morning person.
“I will see myself out then?”  He shouted out behind me.
“Sure,” I said, eager to get rid of him.
I had a pony to collect.
∆∆∆
 


I pushed my dark hair back, running my fingers through my hair. I chose all black today in my shirt and dress trousers. If I went with villainous intentions, I might as well look the part. The folder lay on my bedside table from this morning. I hoped Larisa agreed to this. She wouldn't like my methods in making this situation disappear if she didn't.
∆∆∆
 
My car was parked near Larisa’s apartment.  Parking was a nightmare in London.  The door leading into the building was open. I looked at the broken lock in disgust. There were shit landlords everywhere. 
I had a few rough years renting in London. I refused to live in my friend's homes. My parent's words had grated on me about how I would never accomplish anything or be able to stand on my own two feet without their wealth and name behind me.  My anger was almost destructive back then.
I knew she was on the ground floor. She could make a break out of a window.  I sniggered, picturing her short ass hanging out of the window. I  knocked on her door, hoping she would open it without looking through her peephole. 
The door opened up, and as soon as she recognised me, she tried to slam the door in my face.  I stuck my foot in the doorway while she huffed and puffed, trying to close it.
I pushed the door open, and she tried to punch me.  I grab her hand and pull her towards me, shuffling us both inside before I kicked her door shut. 
“No. Get out. I do not consent to you being inside my home. This is fucking home invasion.”
I rolled my eyes at her dramatics. She was wriggling and writhing against me.  Her nails tried to claw my face.  I can't hold her other hand because I'm holding the folder. She was fighting me as if I was here to murder her. I might have when I was in the office this morning.
“Isn't that funny? I didn't consent to you spying on my clients in my fucking club. Calm yourself down. I'm only here to talk.  Unless you want to pull out your strap-on.”
She instantly froze against me.
“It was you.”  She said in a faint whisper.
“Go through and sit down, Larisa. We have a lot to discuss.”  I said in a stern voice.
She looked up at me, her black hair tangled and wild from her struggle against me. Her eyes were wide with apprehension.  She wasn’t wearing any make-up or her pretty dress, but it didn't make any difference to me. Her heart-shaped face and deep brown eyes were more beautiful up close. She bit her lower lip before nibbling on it. 
I felt my patience slipping when my cock hardened and pushed against my trousers.
“Now!” 
She jumped and ran towards a door.  I followed her immediately in case she tried to slip away.
I walked into a small living room. It had a sofa, coffee table and a TV cabinet. It was nicely decorated. The size of the room wouldn't allow anything else in it.  I waited for her to sit down. 
She slowly sat down but kept her eyes on me.
“I know what you have, and you have two options.”
I threw her signed document from last night on the table. 
“You may have given a fake name and address, but I have cameras all over my club that will implicate you being in breach of my club rules.  I want every copy of that footage.  I know you haven't released it to anyone yet.”
I paused, but she was reading through the form and declaration section.
“I know why you did it.”  I tossed her sad bank statements on the table next.
“T-This is a violation of privacy.”  She said her voice came out in a squeak when she saw her account details.
“That's ironic coming from you.  I'm willing to pay you for what you have and put in a good word with either a magazine or newspaper editor.”
“Sorry?  You're willing to pay me?”
She looks at me in confusion.
“With some caveats, of course,” I said with a smirk. 
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Chapter 6
Larisa
My neck was getting stiff looking up at him, so I looked down at the pile of bank statements in my hands and tried to focus. He is every bit as handsome as his pictures. He wore a fitted shirt that showed off his broad chest and thick biceps. My eyes wander down to his belt, making me groan and put my face in my hands.  If I had known he had sent me that text this morning, I would have ensured I had some energy left to get myself off before I fell asleep. The man had a nasty filthy mouth.
I give myself a mental slap. 
Now is not the time. What did he say? Caveats.
“Of course, there are caveats,”  I murmured. “What’s option number two?”
He walked and stood next to my tiny coffee table.
“I set my solicitors on you till you have nothing left. You would breach my Club terms and conditions that you falsely signed. Barry would be used as a witness against you. If any of the footage you took ever got out. I will destroy you and anyone you care about.”
My fingers trembled, holding my bank statements. I cannot face this.  There is no way I could win or protect my family. The last three years have been challenging enough trying to keep my head above water. Barry had told me all the rules and warned me not to do anything stupid.  He was happy when I left my phone at home.
He pushed my wooden table to one side and sat on top of it in front of me. His tall legs are at an awkward angle due to the height of the table.  He was so close I could smell him.
“How do you know Barry?”
My eyes snapped up to his. 
“He is an old friend.”
His face tightened up, and I could see the anger in his eyes.  His eyes are a weird blue-grey colour. 
“What kind of old friend?”  He spat out.
Woah, calm down, Mister.
“An old one-night stand several years ago kind of friend.  We didn't work out. What does that have anything to do with this situation?”
He didn’t answer my question. He continued to eyeball me momentarily as if I was lying to him.
I decided I needed to change the subject before the top of his head blew off.
“What caveats?” 
His face relaxed a little. I almost sighed in relief. I will live.
He opened his folder of doom again and handed me more paperwork.  It had a paperclip on the corner, indicating a lengthy document. I run my thumb through the many sheets of paper. 
“It’s a contract. It details everything in it. From the destruction of the footage, your payments and your potential punishment.”
My mouth fell open, and I choked on air.  I grab my throat as if that will make me breathe easier.
“What? What do you mean? What kind of punishment?”  I asked as the fear crept up from my gut to my chest. 
Am I too young to have a heart attack? 
My hand goes from my throat to the top of my sweatshirt, and I tug on the neck.
He remained silent for a moment.  Any irritation that was on his face had vanished.  He looked like the cocky bastard in his pictures. The women in some pictures looked just as polished as he was.  This man was used to getting his way. His lips curled up on one side in a smirk. 
This prick was enjoying this.  The fear vanished as the anger swiftly replaced it.  
I glared at him.
“Well?”  I demanded.
“You don’t walk into my club and take pictures or videos of my clients. It’s never happened before, and it will never happen again. You not only fucked with my club, but you fucked with me. I’m being generous in my figures and providing an opportunity for you to work in a field of your choice.  The price is that you will be mine for the next four months.  You need to atone for what you did, and by then, I need to be satisfied that you have no other footage. Read the contract because it is binding.  I’m not going anywhere.”
I took a shaky breath and focused on the words before me.  It laid out everything I needed to do to ensure all copies of the footage were given to Grayson Dalton. I wince when I saw the consequences of keeping any copies. A standard non-disclosure regarding the club, anything I witnessed and my four-month penalty period with Grayson. It highlighted everything about the potential job roles.  There was no way I could ever get my foot in the door with any of the firms mentioned in the contract.
I almost looked up at him, but I kept turning sheet after sheet until I got to the section detailing my four month stay with him.  It laid out everything I needed to do and act as a pony. If I behaved and took any and all punishments from Grayson, I would get a lump sum payment of £200,000.  He would be my owner/trainer for four months. The last three pages outline how to be submissive and what pony play entails. 
That was a very substantial amount of money, but acting as his pony for four whole months? I gulped, remembering the woman from last night.
“You don’t expect me to agree to this, do you?”
I finally lifted my head.
“You know the alternative.  Given the circumstances, what I am offering is more than generous.”
“But—I’ve never done any of this.  I don’t want to get beaten to a pulp like the Deputy PM was.” 
I wave the contract in the air erratically.
“Let’s just say he is a special case. It won’t be like that.  You’ll be my pony for four months. You will be staying at my country estate. You follow all of my instructions without hesitation.  Any insubordination will result in punishment.”
“What kind of punishment?”  I asked warily. My mind tried to find any way out of this. 
“Nothing that will leave permanent marks.”
“That’s a wide scope.”
“I'm very creative.”
“Are you on medication?”
“No.”
“Perhaps you need to be on some,”  I mumbled under my breath.
“Are you on birth control?”
Oh, My God.
“Yes, an implant.”
He rubbed his chin thoughtfully.
“When was the last time you got tested?”
My eyes narrowed on him when I presumed he meant sexually transmitted diseases.  Sex had been the last thing on my mind for the past year. 
“I'm clean.” I snapped at him.  “Do you have anything else in your folder of doom?”
He pulled a single sheet of paper out and handed it to me.  I read through it.  He had left the worst till last.
“Branding me?  Seriously?  Like a fucking cow?”
“No.”
My body relaxed again on the sofa.
“You would get branded like a pony, silly.  This is if I want my branding on you.”
“Please leave.”
If he wanted his branding on me? 
It didn't matter if he offered to double the lump sum payment if I got branded.  It's my fucking body.
He gave me a hard stare before slowly standing up.
“You have ten hours for this offer to expire.  I will be back tonight.  Don't try to leave London.  I know where all your family live.”
The last part is said in an ominous tone of voice.  My eyes followed him as he left.  I didn't move until I heard the front door close.
What have I gotten myself into?
There were sheets of paper everywhere. I eye up the folder he left on the table with a glare. I needed to call Charlene. 
∆∆∆
 
I pulled the phone away from my ear as Charlene howled in laughter. 
What the fuck?
“I'm being serious, Charlene! This isn't a laughing matter.”
She managed to get control of herself and her feeble ageing brain. 
“Can I go if you say no to him?  Ooh, Mr Dalton.  Do you think he is into older women?”
She started laughing again.
I waited impatiently for her to calm down as I paced around my living room.  I needed a drink.  By the time I walked into the kitchen and put the kettle on, Charlene seemed to have regained her senses.
“Larisa, I have so many regrets in my life.  I worked, travelled and being away from my family was difficult.  Yes, I'm in an editor's position now, but I question whether it was worth it in the end.”
I paused in making my drink to listen to her.
“I wouldn't sell the story. Do you remember Caroline Rowe?”
“Yes, the journalist who was shot outside her apartment.  That has to be nearly twenty years ago now. They never found the killer.” 
“She was about to uncover some dark things about some very powerful people.  I can't say too much.”
I felt the blood drain from my face, and I held onto the counter for support.
“Read everything through before signing. Check for any white sections on the paper.  If there is, use a pen to score through it.  Take the offer.  Have some fun, but you need to tell me everything when you get back.  I wouldn't say this if I felt you were in danger from Grayson Dalton.”
I remained silent, taking in what she was telling me.
“I need to read it over. Good call on the contract paperwork. Thanks, Charlene. If I'm not back in four months, make sure you call the police.”
“I'm not sure you can die from too much sex.  Now giddy up, you have work to do.”
I hang up on her because she has started laughing again.
I throw the teabag violently into the mug.
Fuck my life. 
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Chapter 7
Grayson
By the evening, I had everything packed in my car.  All the arrangements have been made at Thornton House. I hadn't left her in a position to do anything but accept my contract.  I checked my phone in irritation to see if she had messaged me. A thought occurs to me. I message Dom.
Are you free?  Or are you holding Ella down while you drown her with your nasty green shit?
Dominatrix: Fuck you.  It's good for her and the baby.  What's up?
I hit the video call icon.
His video image comes up. They were in the garden with Ella sitting on his lap. 
“Hi, Ella. Blink three times if you need help.”
Dom growled at me while Ella rapidly blinked three times at me making me laugh.
“What do you want?”
“A favour. Could you drop into Thornton House?  Possible implant extraction and branding.”
He would have come through for me even if I hadn't helped him with Ella.
He looked shocked momentarily before a smug look came across his face.
“Well, I’ll be damned. It might take me a while for the shock to wear off first.  Who is she?”
Ella looked at Dom before looking at me. When it sunk in, she clapped her hands excitedly.
“Have you met someone?  Hold on, what does he mean by branding?”
Dom kissed her lower neck.
“It's a little like your collar, Kitten.”
“Oh.”
Her face turned completely red.  I could tell she wanted to ask more but didn’t. Instead, she congratulated me.
“It’s early days yet,”  I said.
Dom smirked at me.
I repressed the urge to cuss him out, but only because Ella was there.
“Does Aaron know about this miracle?”
“No, but I'm sure your gossiping ass will tell him.”
“Whatever you need, man.  I'm happy for you,” he said with a grin.
I clear my throat awkwardly.
“Thanks.”
I chatted with them for a few minutes before we hung up.  I would message him when I needed him.  The uneasiness I had within me had settled down.
They both looked content, and I wanted that. My thoughts go to Larisa.  Something about her demeanour and the fire in her eyes made me think she might be the one.  I've been with every nationality of woman there is. Her African heritage wasn’t an issue.
It would have been for my parents.  Their home was toxic in every way. They thought because of their aristocratic bloodline that, they were in some way superior.  I fucked them out of my life a long time ago. I'm well past my rebellious days of lashing out. It was time I reined my luscious little pet in to get the slice of contentment my best friends had.
I looked forward to taming her unpredictable ass. 
My phone was still in my hand when her message came through.
Larisa: I accept your offer.
As soon as I saw her words, like a stretched rubber band, my resolve and years of being a Dom snapped into place. If this wasn’t fate, I don’t know what it was.
A series of events that landed me my pet pony.
Did you read everything that's involved in the initial training?
Larisa: Yes.
Is that how you address me?
Larisa: Yes, Owner.
Pack what you need.  I'm coming to get you.
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Chapter 8
Larisa
The tension in the car was palpable when we drove to his estate. He slowed the car down and turned into a small narrow side road.  It didn't take long to get here because there was little traffic at this time of night.
“You can stay in the house tonight. You will be up early for your first session, so I suggest you rest tonight.  This won't be easy.”
“Yes, Owner.”
“Do you want to see the stables?”
I glanced at him just as he finished parking in front of his house. I've never been on a country estate. The house was well-lit, but the rest of the property looked very old and eery in the darkness.
He pulled on the handbrake and turned towards me.
I nodded my head. I read everything he gave me regarding the training, care, bondage and commands. Through my research, I saw some blogs with pictures and videos attached. 
A man walked out of the house.  He looks elderly. 
“My butler.”
An actual butler?

I wondered if I could interview him and do an article on outdated servants.
The butler opened Grayson’s door for him.
“Welcome home, Master Grayson.”
“Thanks, John.  Please, call me Grayson.  I've never liked it when you called me Master.”
Double standards, he is happy for me to call him Owner.  I cringed at the thought of all the humiliation that lay ahead of me.  I needed to see the stable to know what it looked like.
John chuckled.
“I've been calling you Master since you were a child.  Old habits die hard.”
“Times change. If you can't stop Master, call me Sir.  Can you get the bags inside? I am going to show Miss Osei the stables.”
“Of course, Sir.  Welcome to Thornton House, Miss Osei.  I trust you will have an enjoyable stay with us.”
“Umm, thank you,”  I said uncomfortably.
I unbuckled the seatbelt and turned to open the door, but  Grayson was already there to open the door for me.
He took my hand and pulled me out.  We walked around to the back of the house. After walking on the pathway for a few minutes, I saw the stables.  My home for the next four months. It was a large corner building, and it looked spacious. It was more like a posh wooden cabin than stables.  He let go of my hand to open up the wooden gate.     
I walked behind him as he opened the doors.  He gave me a tour of the medical room, which had some weird contraptions in it. There was a bathroom and, finally, the stalls.  It was all clean and well-lit inside. I was expecting a dingy, dark shed with hay in it.
He showed me two stalls, one with comfortable-looking bedding, a large bucket in one corner and a small metal sink on the other side of the stall.
“This is the good girl stall.”
He didn't wait for me but went to the next stall, which only had two piles of hay on separate sides of the room.  The larger pile of hay has a post similar to what I had seen in the club.  There is no sink or bucket in this stall.
He pointed to one side.
“Bed and bathroom.”
I looked in horror as he pointed to the other smaller bundle of hay.
“Don't worry. You get a blanket.”
I'm going to kill Charlene.
∆∆∆
 
I lay in bed and looked around the room he put me in.  It made the stables look like a shit-hole.  I switched my lamp off, but my mind was wide awake.  My only option was to try and follow all of his instructions.  I didn't want to be in the lousy stall or take any unnecessary punishments.  After showing me the stall, he took me into another open space at the edge of the building.  It was full of feeding equipment, pony wear and too many whips and crops to count.  There was a long black tail hanging up that I couldn't take my eyes off.  There was a wooden bench similar to the one in the club.
His hands went around my waist when he brought me to my room. I thought he was going to kiss me when he leaned down. Foolishly, I closed my eyes only to hear his words whispered in my ear.
“No touching your pussy while you are here. You won't like the consequences.  Just remember, I'm always going to be watching.”
He walked out of the room, leaving me in the middle of the room, aroused and dazed.
Because he told me not to touch myself, it made me want to disobey his instructions, which wouldn’t be a good start to my stay here. The freak probably had cameras on me.  So I did the only thing I could, a cool shower.
I snuggled into the covers.
I should enjoy my last night sleeping in a real bed.  The exhaustion kicked in as I relaxed, and I fell asleep with images of wild horses running through my mind.
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Chapter 9
Grayson
After checking in on Logan, I collapsed in bed.  I didn't need to worry about the club. Larisa had shown me all the footage. I watched her delete it on her laptop and her iCloud.  She had reluctantly given me two SD storage cards. Her signature was on the agreements.  Her real one this time which I double-checked against her driving license.
∆∆∆
 
When my alarm clock woke me up at six am, I was instantly out of bed and in the shower. I ignored my swollen cock because I had so much planned for my dark beauty today. A few more hours wouldn't kill me.  I needed to cum inside of Larisa, not in my shower stall.
The staff had all been sent home.  The gardener and the housekeeper will drop in weekly.  John is off to spend time with his family. I wanted complete privacy while I trained Larisa.
I hadn't done much to the house since I got it.  Walking through the kitchen, I decided it was time to get it redecorated.  I could see myself living here one day. 
Once breakfast was cooked, I went into Larisa’s room.  The morning light was creeping through the curtains into the room.  She slept peacefully on her side with her hand tucked under her cheek.
Shame.
I yanked the covers off her.
She was wearing a pale blue pyjama set.  Her silky smooth legs were bare.  Her breasts were pushed up towards the low neckline of her vest.
She grumbled and tried to burrow herself deeper into the mattress.  She drew her knees upwards, closer to her chest.  The material of her shorts stretched across her ass. It was round, full and in perfect proportion to the rest of her body.  The dress she wore that night did not do justice to that ass.
I pictured my branding iron on her skin.  It wouldn't fade like a tattoo. She signed the document. Her fucking ass was mine.
I leaned over the bed and smacked her ass.
She jerked upright in bed and opened her mouth to blast me.
I smiled and crossed my arms. 
What a perfect way to start the day with her bent over my lap.
She blinked at me before rubbing her eyes, but she said nothing.
“Good morning. Sleep well?” I asked, but I was disappointed she managed to restrain her mouth.
“Yes, Owner.”
My smile widened as I heard the irritation in her voice.
“Good, breakfast is ready.  Wash up, and be downstairs. You have five minutes.”
She jumped out of bed and went into the bathroom.  My eyes followed her swaying ass till the door closed.
“Leave your pyjamas on.”
I shouted to her before going back downstairs. She looked too tasty in her little pyjama set.
This is going to be so much fun.
For me.
∆∆∆
 
“I'm not wearing any shoes.”
I looked behind me, and Larisa was pointing to her feet.
“Jump on.  This is the only time you get to ride me.” 
I lowered myself down enough for her short ass.  As soon as her arms were around my neck, I lifted her onto my back, gripping her legs.  She let out a strangled cry before her arm gripped my neck tight enough to choke me. 
“You might want to ease up on my neck,” I said as I made my way to the stables.
“Sorry, I didn't think I could choke you.  Your neck is so thick.”
I didn't answer her because her breasts were pressed against me, and I could feel her heat behind me through her shorts.  I should have let her get her shoes because I didn't need to look down to know my dick was hard for her again.
All the thoughts of easing her in were gone.
I picked up my pace to a jog. I needed her in the stables now. 
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Chapter 10
Larisa
Iignored him and continued to strangle him as he started jogging. One, it's the only chance I will get to choke him and two, I don't want to fall off his back. I look at the ground below me and tighten my arm around the front of his neck. It was kind of fun riding his back.
“Shit, what do you eat? How can you have so much upper strength in you?”
His voice was strained as he tried to speak.
I let out a snicker.  I was jobless but not lazy.  I couldn't afford a gym, so I ran and used kettlebells at home.
My amusement died when he took me towards the corner section in the stables where all the torture instruments were.
I signed up for the branding because it was another £200,000, and after my four months, I could get it covered with a tattoo. I asked him over breakfast how it would be done. He told me I wouldn't be awake for it, and that was good enough for me.  I had suspected was a sadist and would enjoy my pain.
My mum is a social worker, and my dad works from home in marketing.  They lived a simple life. I want to give them that money so they can work a little less or hopefully retire. I called my mum yesterday and told her I would be working away for a few months.  The disappointment was evident in her voice, but she perked up when I promised her I would come home after the job was done.  It had been too long since I saw them all.  I missed my parents and my brothers.
I’m jolted from my thoughts as Grayson lowered me enough for me to reach the wooden floor.  I gave his neck one last yank as I jumped down.  He swung around to face me.  His face tells me that he was onto me.
“Sorry, Owner,” I said quickly as my eyes went behind him to the crops.  A chill ran up me, and I rubbed my arms.
“Take your clothes off.”
I hesitated briefly before pulling my vest off and peeling my shorts off, leaving my white lace French hipsters on.
“Turn around.”  He barked at me.
I immediately swung around.
His hand smacked my ass before he held each cheek in his hands. I lurched forward from the force of his slap, but his arm wrapped around my waist, pulling me back.  The pain stung my ass. 
How big were his hands? 
“That’s the attempted strangulation. Now, climb up on the bench.  Keep your legs on either side of the bench.”
I rubbed my poor ass while I made my way to the wooden bench.  It was triangular in shape with padding on the top and lower down on either side.  I climbed on with my legs on either side and placed my feet on the padded sections. 
He walked over to a shelved section and came back with what looked like black boots, but the bottom of them were shaped like hooves.  The soft, stretchy material of the boots went above my knees. He moved to one side, pulling it on and tying it up before going to the other to do the same.  I watched him as he did it with such precision making me wonder how many women he had done this with.
“May I ask you something, Owner?”
“Since you asked me correctly, go ahead while you can.”
He moved back towards the shelf and picked up several items.  They had many straps and silver metal buckles on them. 
“Have you had many women out here?” 
I wave my arm around to the collection of items he had.
“No. A lot of these items are new. When I have had women here, it has only been for a weekend.  I spend most of my time in the city.”
He pulled me along to the edge of the bench.  I put my hands on his chest, thinking he would pull me off.  I gripped the soft material of his t-shirt.  My hair fell over my face. 
“Put your arms out so I can get this harness on.”
He stepped back, giving me some space to raise my hands up.  Before I knew it, he clipped a black leather harness over me.  It didn’t cover much as my breasts were still bare, but the top part of my shoulders were covered.  He pulled me off the bench, and I wobbled on my feet.  My heels didn’t reach the floor with the boots.  It felt strange being on my tip toes. I reached out for the bench to steady myself.
“It will take a few days to get used to the feel.  You should be in these every day.  You know you can call me Owner or Trainer?”
He added casually.
I looked up at him.  I had read all the documents several times over.  Calling him Owner made it feel more personal within this business transaction. 
“Yes, I read everything through, thanks.”
“Good, because I like your preference. Now let's get your headgear on.”
He reached behind me and got a comb.  When I tried to take it from him, he glared at me, and I immediately put my hand down.
“It’s part of my job to groom, rub and wash you down.”
I nodded. I had a lot to learn.
He turned me around and combed the bottom of my hair first before reaching the top and sides.  I felt him comb it upward until he gathered all my hair into a high ponytail.  Being here in his stables with Grayson Dalton combing my hair felt surreal.  I couldn’t help but smile once he had tied it up with a hair tie.
“Turn around.”
I was still unsteady with the hooves, but I turned around.  His eyes were inspecting my hair.  He fixed it here and there before he looked satisfied.
“Now, this is a bridle.  This part is called a bit.  It goes in your mouth.  I won’t fasten it too tight, but you need to get used to the feel of it.  When your reins are on, you will feel it dig in for which direction I want you to trot or walk on.”
I gulped when I saw it. 
Fuck.  Suddenly this was all too real for me.
It wasn’t too thick and looked like it was made from a soft rubber material. 
“Open up, Larisa.  I’m not going to go easy on you. You could have ruined my business.”
He placed the bit inside my mouth as soon as I opened it.
“Grip onto it with your teeth until I strap it up.”
By the time he was finished, he had my head and face covered.  I can’t see much because the bridle had blinkers on it.  I felt him pulling my panties down my legs. 
“Lift your feet up one at a time.”
I looked down and held onto his shoulders.  I saw him stuff my panties into the pocket of his shorts.  He took another strappy contraption and tapped my ankle, and I lifted my foot for him. Once he had done the same for the other one, he pulled it over my legs until the thick straps reached my thighs.  He clipped it onto the straps on my back and the one below my breasts.  It covered my pussy until I felt the cool air hit me. 
A crotchless harness.  Kinky.
The bit in my mouth would take some time to get used to.  I had to keep my saliva from dripping out of my mouth.  He turned me around and fastened something just above my ass. 
How many fastenings did this thing have?
“Is anything too tight?”
I shook my head.
“Good.  I won’t put your hand hooves on today, but you will wear a tail.  I had this delivered yesterday.”
Cocky bastard, he was so sure I would agree.
He walked me to another bench. This one was slightly lower and had padded black sections and a metal frame.  He pushed me over onto the bench.
“Stay there.”
Like I could walk anywhere with these hooves, I knew how those newborn horses felt when they tried to stand up for the first time.  I tried to relax on the bench. 
He pulled my head up by the top of my ponytail and showed me the tail. It looks exactly like my hair.  The length of it might be a few inches longer.  The top of it has a glass cone shape on it. 
“I’ve thought of nothing but pushing this inside your ass since yesterday.”  He said to me in a husky voice.  With that said, he moves away from me.
This had to be the hottest thing I have done in my life.
I heard the sound of snapping before his hands touched my ass. It felt as if he was wearing some rubber or latex gloves.
“Spread your legs for me.”
I moved my legs open.  I know if he touched my pussy he would feel how wet I am.  I felt one hand on my ass as he pulled my ass open.  I turned my face and placed my cheek on the bench. I’m glad I couldn’t see anything because of the blinkers. 
I felt a finger probe my ass.  It felt wet.  He gently pushed his finger inside of me, making me groan against the bit.  My heart beat faster. I needed him inside me. Anywhere.
“Your ass is a fucking work of art, Larisa, and it’s all mine.”
He pushed his thick finger in as deep as possible, the lube easing the way for him. 
I let out a muffled moan and hoped he would touch my pussy next.
When he pulled out, I took a breath of relief.  I heard him move about a little before he pushed something larger against me.  It must be the tail, and it didn’t feel too bad until I felt his fingers move inside me. He spent a few minutes pushing more and more lube inside my ass and stretching me out.  I was panting on the bench, pushing back against his fingers towards the end.
He immediately pulled his fingers out.
“That’s a good girl. I think you will enjoy having my cock in there.  We should keep you stretched out with your tail.”
I feel the cold tip press against my ass. He moved it in and out until he shoved the rest of it inside me, making me grunt and bite down on the silicone bit.
I could feel the hair of the tail tickle the backs of my legs. 
“I’m going to take a few pictures so you can see how hot you look.”
I shook my head.
“Tsk.  You can’t say no to me.  This is only for me.  I’m not the one who takes pictures and shares them with other people.”
I closed my eyes. 
Punishment. This is my punishment.
He stood me up and took some pictures of my front. It felt as if he had taken hundreds of pictures by the time he was done, turning me around in all different angles. 
Finally, he showed me the pictures.  I gasped through the bit.  I couldn’t deny it.  The whole outfit made me look so sexy.  I didn’t have any hang-ups about my body. My breasts are big, but my hips and bum are proportional to my body shape.  The bridle goes over my nose. There are the blinkers and ears.  The side profile showed my hair in a high ponytail.  It was the tail that looked super sexy.  It was so long that it went down past the tops of my boots. It felt good in my ass, but that might be desperation.
“Follow me,” he said as he pulled the phone away from me.
I followed him as he walked away to put the phone on a nearby table.
“Bend over the bench, Larisa. I need to check how wet your cunt is.”
I carefully hobbled over to the bench and lay back on it face down. 
My eyes closed again.  My mind went back to Club X.
I hope he didn’t have a tiny dick like the Deputy PM.
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Chapter 11
Grayson
Iwhipped my shorts and t-shirt off, not caring if they ended up on the floor.  I knew it would be a challenge getting her ready, but if I didn’t get inside her now, I would have cum in my fucking shorts. The black outfit against her brown skin is the sexiest thing I have seen in my life. Her beautiful ass did not disappoint me.  I hoped she never goes on any of these fucked up diets women go on.  She ate a good breakfast and didn’t seem to mind eating bread or meat, which was a good sign.
I’ve not been inside her yet and knew I would be keeping her.
My cock looked painfully swollen and was dripping everywhere, eager to get inside her.  I closed my eyes and looked at the stable ceiling as I wanked my cock.
I smeared all my pre-cum on my fingers and used them to rub her pussy.  Her cunt is drenched with arousal. I rubbed her clit, ignoring her whining. 
I was a little disappointed that she was bare.  The thought of having her spread out for me as I shaved her was something I had been looking forward to.  I smiled when she moaned on her bit and opened her legs wider for me.  My horny little filly needs my cock.  Her arousal coats my fingers, and I push three fingers inside her.
The bench has her at the perfect height for me.  I pulled my fingers out and sucked our combined juices off. A perfect combination of sweet and salty.  I pulled her tail up and placed it over her back.  The glass plug that stretched her ass out came into my sight.  That hole is next. When my finger was inside her, she felt so fucking tight.
I didn’t hesitate; I ran my cock along her pussy. I watched her pussy lips part, and I saw the bright pink colour against her dark pussy lips.  The sight made me groan.
I gripped the strap on her ass and slammed inside her.  The feel of her hot wet cunt clenching tightly around my cock was indescribable.  She groaned and mumbled through her bit, but I was past caring.
I pulled out and saw my cock soaked with messy pussy.  I gripped the straps tighter, and I slammed back inside of her.  Unable to stop now, I hammered inside her with such force that I felt the bench slide forward. My heavy balls swing with each thrust.  I looked towards her head, and she had her face to the side.
I let go of the straps and bend over her body.  I pulled her head up by her ponytail.
“This is how you are going to get fucked every day.  You will take my fucking cum in all your holes like a good filly.”  I pant out.
I lay on her as I continued to fuck her hard and fast.  I could feel her juices dripping down my balls.  Her pussy loosened up, and I felt myself slipping deeper inside her. 
Fuck.  I’m not going to last.
“Do you need to cum?”
She tried to nod her head, but my grip was too tight in her hair.
“Whine for me like a good little pony then.”
She let out little whines for me. It was a good attempt considering it was her first time and the bit in her mouth.  I ran my other hand down her side and made my way passed the lower part of the harness until I reached her pussy.
She was fucking perfect.  I knew she would be.
“You cum when I tell you to, or you get the crop,” I panted to her.
I rubbed her cunt and continued to plough into her.  I felt her pussy tighten around me.  When I felt the deep ache in my balls and my cock swell up further inside her, I pinched her clit and gave her several hard thrusts.
“Now!”  I shouted out.
I felt her entire body tense up beneath me, and her cunt clutched me before spasming around my cock.  I felt my eyes roll up as I spurted deep inside of her.  My cock pulsated as my balls emptied inside of her.  The only regret was the implant in her arm.
I pushed my hips closer to her as I felt the last of my cum ooze out of me. 
She let out a weak groan as her pussy fluttered for a few seconds before tightening around me again.  I’ve just cum, and my dick was as hard as nails. 
I let go of her hair and rested my head on her back.  My sweat mingled with hers. 
This is how I intend to wake up every morning.  I smile against her smooth shoulder.
I’m definitely becoming a morning person. 
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Chapter 12
Larisa
Ifelt his head resting on my shoulder.  My insides ached from the friction from his hard fuck.  He did not have a tiny dick.  I’m sure I can taste his cum in my mouth from his horse cock.  I would be good if he were a few inches shorter.  I may not have cum as hard as I did, though.  I closed my eyes. 
Worth it.
“Are you sore?”
I nodded my head weakly.  I might need a week to recover from this session.
“That’s a shame.  My dick isn’t done with you.”
I froze when I realised he was still hard.  He was not putting that thing in my ass.  He unsnapped something above my neck, and I felt the bit come out of my mouth.  I took a few deep breaths. 
“Please, I can’t take you in my ass.”  I plead, deciding that begging was better than having my butt torn up.
“You don’t get a choice, Larisa.  As it happens, you will be cleaning me up with your mouth. I expect you to lick me clean every time I fuck you.” 
I nod my head.  This, I could handle.
“Yes, Owner.”
“Good girl,”  he said before he moved off me. 
I felt his cum run down my leg. It took me a few moments to gather my wits before I pushed myself off the bench. I looked around to see if I could see him. The eye covering made this challenging for me.  The bit fell from my chin to my neck.  He was sitting on a seat in the far corner of the room. 
I stared at him in all his naked glory.  My eyes travel down his face, the thick neck I tried to choke.  I paused at his chest. He worked out. His pecs are well-defined.  The first time I saw him in my apartment, I could tell he was built, but he was sexier without his formal clothing. When my eyes ran down his taut stomach, I saw the beast that had been inside me knocking on my womb. It stood upright to the point that it looked like it was touching his stomach. 
I frowned.
That’s not normal.  Or is it?  He doesn't look as if he just came inside of me. 
As if on cue, I felt more of his seed drip from me and run down my thigh.
“The longer you take, the worse I will make this for you.”
Comprehension of his stern words sinks into my brain, and I tried to walk only to end up wobbling on my feet.
“Why don't you get on your hands and knees for me? I want to see you crawl.”
I was unsure if I should be grateful, but I got on my knees and crawled across the room till I reached his feet. My breasts swung in front of me, and the tail brushed the back of my thighs. I would need to get past this uncomfortable feeling of being naked. I stopped when I reached his feet.  He opened his legs wider, and my eyes ran up his thighs.  Every muscle seemed to bulge out.  The lines of them lead my eyes to his thick cock.
He moved to the edge of the chair and pulled on my hair until my face hit his crotch.  I closed my eyes in case he blinded me by poking my eyes out.  I wondered if he liked pony play because he had a horse dick. Or perhaps a donkey dick.  I’ve seen neither, so I’m clueless.
“You're a filth filly. You need to clean me up.  I need you to start from the bottom of my balls and lick me all the way to the top.  You're not to miss a single spot.”
I opened an eye, and my nose was pressed against his shaft.  My eyes are safe for now.  He let go of my hair.  I had to crouch down to reach his balls.  They seemed to match the size of his cock.  I swirl my tongue around one, and I begin to lick it. I could taste his salty essence, and it wasn’t distasteful.
I felt his short hairs rub on my tongue. I lather his balls with my saliva until I hear him groan. He tugged on my ponytail, and I licked his shaft.  My hands rested on his taut thighs as I licked up and down his shaft.  I could taste both of us, and we tasted good.  I teased him by licking along a thick vein.
“Such a good girl.  Lick it all up.  Clean up your mess, slut,” he said, but his voice sounded hoarse.
I felt my pussy contract at his words.  My breathing was coming out in little pants.  I licked the tip of his cock and felt his salty pre-cum in my mouth.  My hand went to grip his cock, and I couldn't get my hand around him completely.
He slapped my hand away.
“Keep your mouth open, and I will give you more.  You greedy, girl.  That's right, let me see your tongue.”
I watched as he fucked his palm but left the tip of his cock in my mouth.  I felt more of his pre-cum flood my mouth.  I lick it all out of the small hole.
“Fuck, you look so hot with your lips wrapped around me.  I want you to swallow my cock.”
He pulled my head down his shaft.  I flatten my tongue below his cock and open my mouth wider.  He didn't allow me to pace myself as he pushed his cock deeper until I felt the head of his cock push into the back of my throat.  I let out a panicked moan before I made a choking sound.
He ignored me and squeezed his cock further down my neck.  I felt my eyes water as he stretched my throat.  I look down at his cock to see how much was left.  I tried to pull back, but he kept the pressure on the back of my head.
“No, I want to feel you choke on me.”  He gritted out.
Inch by inch, he fed me his cock.  I felt myself swallow him down until my forehead rested on him.  I moved my tongue underneath his cock.  My spit ran down my chin, dripping down to my chest.
He didn't move for what felt like an eternity. I was relieved when he pulled back slightly.  I barely pulled some air into my lungs when his hand used my hair to slide me up and down his cock.  His pace was slow initially, but then he began to fuck my mouth faster.  I moaned and tried to stifle the choking noises.  I felt him stand up with his cock still inside me. He held both sides of my head, and he fucked in and out of my mouth.
I couldn't do anything but keep my mouth wide open and try to relax my throat.  I looked up at him, and he was staring down at me.  More tears ran down my face blurring my vision.  I tried to blink them away.
“Your throat was made for my dick, Larisa. These lips were made to suck my cock.”
I shuffled my knees as I felt the need to cum again. 
He thrust in and out of my mouth until my face was a sloppy mess.  My breasts were soaked, with my saliva dripping out.
“Do you need me to fuck you again?”
I tried to nod my head.
He pulled his cock out of me, leaving the tip of his dick in my mouth. I panted around his cock, glad to be able to breathe again.
“You said you were sore.”
I am, but I need to cum again.  I could feel how wet my pussy was, and I was aching to be filled up again. 
He stared down at me for a few seconds.  It freaked me out when he looked at me with so much intensity. 
“Turn around.  I'm going to sit back down, and you'll fuck yourself on my cock.  I want to see how badly you need it.”
I wiped my mouth with my hand and turned around to face away from him before moving backwards. He moved my tail to the side and lifted my hips slightly.  I felt his cock against my pussy.  I pushed back with my hands and felt his cock slide inside me. 
“Harder.  Fuck yourself on my dick.”
He slapped my ass cheek.
“You wanted my cock, didn’t you? Work for my cum, slut.”
I braced myself before I moved faster back and forth on his cock. The feel of his cock made me cry out. The pleasure and ache made me need more, but after a while, my knees were sore from being on the hard floor. 
He held the strap above my ass, and he stopped my movements. 
“Lie down flat on the floor.  Keep your legs open.”
I pulled off from him and lay flat on the floor, grateful my knees got a break.  His body was on top of me in a flash, and he pushed his cock back inside me. There was no hesitation as he rammed himself into me.  His movements pressed the tail deeper inside my ass.
I let out a cry at the dual pleasure.
“Shh, you can take me. Be a good girl and take it. You wanted this.”
His hand came around to my throat, and he lifted my head.  I whined and moaned as he continued to fuck me.  His hips hit my ass with each thrust.  He moved us to one side, and his hand slipped under my hips.  He moved back on top of me.
“You're going to cum for me again.  Then you're going to lick me clean, aren't you?”
I can't speak or think with his fingers rubbing my clit.  My words came out jumbled as I could feel the tears in my eyes.  I needed him to stop. I need him to fuck me harder. My emotions are just too much. Maybe I just needed to cum again.
I felt a sob catch in my throat just as I exploded around him.  He kept fucking me through my orgasm.  I closed my eyes as the ripples of pleasure coursed through me.  I knew when he was about to cum because his fingers gripped my throat tighter, and he let out a loud grunt as he released himself inside of me. The feel of his hot cum spurting continuously felt so fucking hot. I become aware of my surroundings and his heavy ass crushing me against the floor.
A shudder ran through me as I tried to control my tears.  I didn't know why I was crying.
His body stiffened on top of me.  He didn't speak, but he gently pulled himself out of me.  He scooped me up and sat me on his lap.  He pushed my head onto his chest as if I was a child.  My legs dangle down the chair.  He held me as I cried.  I put my hand on his chest. The feel of his warmth gave me comfort.
The last time I cried like this was when our dog died.  I'd been struggling on my own for so long.  My eyes felt heavy as I closed them. 
I felt safe in Grayson’s arms. 
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Chapter 13
Grayson
My heart constricted, and I felt a tightness in my chest as I felt her tears fall on me.  I initially thought I had hurt her when I heard her crying.  Then I realised it was the intensity of the sex and her orgasm.  But fuck I didn't like seeing her cry.  I hold her tighter against me.  She moved her hand on my chest and pressed her palm down on me.
I couldn't deny that I'd never felt that level of intensity in a scene before.  My control slipped with Larisa.  Her body went lax in my arms.  I peered down at her and saw she had fallen asleep.  I lifted her and took her to the stall. I could wash her up later.  I lay her on the bed before shaking the blanket to cover her. 
Fuck it.  We can shower later.
I climbed into the small bed and curled around her from behind.
∆∆∆
 
When I woke up, Larisa was propped up by her elbow and staring at my face.  I smiled because she was still wearing her bridle. Her eyes looked serious.  She quickly looked away from me.
“I'm sorry about earlier.  I don't know why I was crying.”
“Hey, it's not uncommon.  There are many ways we react to intense scenes.  Don't be embarrassed.”
I reached out and turned her face back towards me.  Her dark lashes fluttered before she looked at me.  I wrapped my hand around her neck and brought her lips down to mine. I growled into her mouth. The feeling of possessiveness flooded me, and I ravaged her lips before pushing my tongue into her soft mouth.  My dick jerked under the blanket, and I felt my cock grow hard.
When I was done with her mouth, her lips were swollen and wet.  Her eyes look dazed.
The deep satisfaction I felt in the pit of my stomach only affirmed my next steps.  I sighed before getting off the small bed. 
I grinned down at her.
“I was going to hose you down. That can wait till tomorrow.”
The dazed look vanished when what I said registered with her.  She opened her mouth to say something but changed her mind, and her lips pressed together in a tight line.  Her dark eyes glared daggers at me.
I grasped her wrist and pulled her off the bed.
“Let's get showered and have some lunch.  You need practice in walking on your hooves.”
She stood up and tested them out. Once she was steady, she walked towards the exit.
“Woah.  Wait there, let me get the reins.”
I returned to the play area and put my shorts and t-shirt on before taking a set of reins and a lighter bridle off the wall. I slipped my phone into my pocket.  When I got back, Larisa was still where I left her.  Her ponytail was drooping downwards.  My eyes dropped down to her breasts. I will enjoy soaping those beauties up.  I clipped the reins on her.
“Walk on.”
We took our time walking to the house.  She darted her head around to see if anyone else would see her naked. I didn't tell her the staff had all left.  I hoped the thought of being seen like this would turn her on.
We went into the kitchen, and I got some food out of the freezer and set the timer on for low and slow.  There was no guarantee I would make it back on time to save the food from burning.
I led her to the stairs and walked carefully behind her as she cautiously placed each hoove on the stairs.  Her ass in my face didn't help my dick situation.  When we get to my room, I strip everything off from her.  I tugged on her tail and watched her asshole stretch out and bulge as I pulled the thickest part out. 
“Go into the bathroom.”
I followed behind her and left the tail inside the sink.  I turned the water on and led her into the shower.  While she made a start on her bathing, I stripped off before joining her.
I took some shower gel and squirted some on my hand. I move behind her, walking her closer towards the wall. 
“Are you enjoying your first day as my Ponygirl?”  I said before massaging her heavy tits with my hands.
“Yes, Owner.”
“You were such a good girl for me, but I need your asshole. The plug will have stretched you out enough.”
Her body stiffened.
“Trust me. You will love it.”
My hand moved down to her pussy, and my fingers had no problem sliding into her slick cunt.  I fingered her until her body relaxed.  I reached to the side and got some more shower gel.  I ran my fingers down her crack until I felt her puckered flesh.
“Bend over and put your hands on the wall.”
She put her hands up as I pushed two fingers inside her ass.  She gasped before tightening her ass around my fingers.
“The less relaxed you are, the more it will hurt.  I’m going to fuck this tight hole regardless,” I said softly.
She relaxed her ass, and I continued to stretch her hole out.  Watching my fingers go in and out of her ass made my cock jerk against her ass.  I lathered my cock up next and watched the thick head push into her dark hole. 
“It hurts.”  She gasped out.
“Shh. We aren't leaving this shower until you've taken every inch of me.”  I brought one hand up to her breasts and the other one to her pussy.  “Relax, your asshole for me, Larisa.  I'm not stopping.”
I pushed my cock deeper inside her, gasping at how tight she was around me.
“Wait! Wait, give me a moment.” 
She mumbled something beneath her breath about a tiny dick.
I felt her ass relax, and she pushed out.  I let go of her breast so I could pull back. and watch my cock sink deeper into her ass.  The contrast between our skin makes it so much more fucking sexy.  She moaned as my cock reached the halfway point.
“You're such a good little pony taking me up your asshole.  I’m going to tie you to the bench tomorrow and fuck both your holes.”
I shoved three fingers into her pussy. 
“So fucking wet for me.”
I slowly fucked my dick into her, loving the feel of my cock against my fingers.  I gripped her hip, squeezing her soft flesh and pulled back till I saw just the tip in her ass and slammed into her.
She cried out.  I pulled my fingers from her pussy and shoved them into her mouth.
“Suck them clean, and finger your pussy.  I want your fingers deep inside of you.  I want to feel them against my cock.”
I moved closer to her holding her face upward with my fingers and began to thrust in and out of her ass.   She moaned around my fingers but kept her ass relaxed for me.  I pulled out to look at her.  Her ass was gaping open.  I wasn’t surprised with my thickness.  I quickly shoved my cock back inside of her before it closed up again.  I gripped her throat as she panted heavily.
“I don't feel your fingers yet,”  I growled into her ear.  I felt her fingers press up against my cock.  “Keep them in your needy little pussy.”
I rotated my hips a few times before I fucked her again.   I wanted her to feel everything inside her. Her gasped moans held me in check for a short while.  But the need to cum inside her ass was building to a crescendo.
“How does it feel, Larisa? By the time we are done, you will beg me to pound your asshole like this every day.”
The only sound in the shower was the warm running water and my flesh slapping against hers.  Her hand on the wall tried to claw into the tiles as she whimpered.
“Cum for me, Larisa.  Even if my cock is hurting your little asshole.”
I gripped her throat tighter, and I felt her fingers move inside her pussy.  She let out a gurgling sound.  The feel of her ass clutching at my cock as if to keep it in her ass is too much, and I roar out the one word in my mind.
“Mine.”
She groaned and let out several cries as her asshole tightened again.  I keep pushing my hips closer to her until she is flat against the wall—the need to nut inside her as deep as I can.  My hands moved to her tits, gripping them before squeezing her nipples. I kept my cock inside her until the last shudders ran through me.  The last of my cum shooting inside her last ass.
“You're all mine now.”
I licked the water droplets on her back and rested my chin on her shoulder.
“I'm going to brand you, Larisa.  There is no turning back from there.”  I said.  There is no way in hell I'm going to let her go.
She turned her head to look at me.
“What do you mean?” She said in between catching her breath.
“Nothing for you to worry about.  I want you to suck me clean, but you keep those fingers inside your pussy.”
I slowly pulled out of her ass, watching as my white cum drips out of her ass and downwards toward her pussy.  I pull her ass cheeks apart to watch more of it come out.  I used my dick to scoop it up and turn away from the water.
She crouched down and came around to my front.
“Taste my cum and your ass.”
She looked shocked for a second before she scrunched up her nose.  Her eyes met mine, and she had a pitiful look in them. Those deep chocolate-brown eyes were full of turbulent emotion.  Watching her kneel in front of me with her fingers stuffed in her pussy makes my dick twitch again.
“Be a good girl for me and open wide.  Let me see you taste us, baby.”  I said before stroking her cheek.
She opened her mouth, and I rubbed my cum around her lips before I eased my cock down her throat.
“Keep swallowing me down and play with your pussy.”
The feel of her hot wet mouth around my greedy cock was enough for the blood to flow back down to my dick.  Her legs as spread open, and her fingers were moving inside her pussy.  She used her other hand to wank the length of my cock while she sucked my cock.  A few minutes later, she was sucking me down deeper and harder as she fucked herself on her fingers.
“Look at you.  My horny little slut.  Not only did you love my dick up your ass, but you also loved cleaning it up.”
Her eyes close in embarrassment. 
I held her head and fed her more of my cock. When I have around three-quarters stuffed down her neck, I wrap my hand around her throat, squeezing the bulge in her throat. 
“I would bet my club that your asshole is aching, but your pussy is still hungry.”
She grunted against my cock.  I moved my hips back and forth, feeling the friction of her tight throat against my cock. The last time I fucked this much was in my early days, involving an orgy and some Viagra.
“I'm going to cum all over your pretty face, Larisa.  You will drink down every drop of my seed. Then I will eat your pussy so good that you won’t be able to walk.”
I pull my dick out of her mouth, leaving the tip in her gasping mouth and wank my cock furiously.
“Look at me.  Hold my cum in your mouth, and don’t fucking swallow.”
Her watery eyes blinked a few times before she looked at me.  I fisted my hard cock tighter as my balls tightened, and I groaned when I felt my cum spurt into her mouth.  Quickly I pull out of her mouth and watch as my cum sprays her face.  My thick seed landed on her forehead, nose and cheek. 
“Open your mouth.  I want to see my cum.”
I was satisfied when I saw my cum in her mouth. I pushed my cock back into her mouth.
“Good girl.  Swallow it and suck my cock clean.”
I didn't make it easy for her by leaving my cock in her mouth, but these first few days were about training and consequences.  I brought my hand up and rubbed the cum on her face into her skin. 
Fuck, that's so hot.
My dick was well and truly done now, and I pulled out of her mouth.  But I didn’t stop rubbing her face until all of it had been rubbed into her skin.  I'm glad I haven't fucked anyone for nearly a month. All this cum was meant for her. My dick must have been waiting for her.
When I looked down, her fingers were still inside her pussy. She had excelled in following all my directions so far.  She is sublime in her submission.
I pulled her up by gripping her upper arms and pulled her back under the warm spray of the shower.  She closed her eyes and lifted her face towards the water.
I rested my arms around her waist, pulling her closer till her soft breasts touched me.
“Finish showering up, and I’ll see to your pussy.”  I said in a soft tone of voice.
This woman matched my every dark and filthy thought.  Nothing seemed to phase her.
Tomorrow she will be put through her paces.
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Chapter 14
Larisa
“No, I said canter,”  Grayson said as he instructed me.  I'm glad I loved jogging, but this was not the same.  He had me reined and out in the field running, not in the hooves. Thankfully, he gave me some flat boots to wear.
“That is not how I said your body posture should be.”
He cracked the crop in the air, and I slumped down slightly, keeping my hands in front of me. I felt like snapping back at him. The only thing that stopped me was the contract I signed.  I did not want to forfeit the money and job.  It would make all my effort redundant.
My legs were tired. I could feel the sweat running down my face and back.  My ass was uncomfortable with the tail stuffed inside me.  He did put some sort of balm inside me when we were out of the shower. He had pushed me back on the bed and devoured me.  I'd never had anyone that enthusiastic about eating my pussy. 
After lunch, he dressed me up and brought me outside for the basic training.  Thankfully, there has been no staff in or outside of the house. 
I felt a tug on my long rein.
“Whoa, girl.”
If this was day one, he would make me earn every penny of that £400,000.
“Walk on back to the stable.  I'm going to rub you down.”
Thank goodness, today's training was done.  When I entered the stable, he unclipped the long rein and bridle before walking me into my stall. 
“Wait here.”
He returned with a small black bucket of water and put it on the floor beside his feet.
“Drink up first. I don’t want you fainting from dehydration.”
I stared at the bucket that was filled with water. My shoulders sag in defeat as I got on my hands and knees to reach the water.  I knew this was going to be a total power exchange. It’s horrible pushing past all the degradation, but I didn’t anticipate how much it would turn me on—not having to think about bills, jobs or family.  It’s almost a relief to let go and pretend to be his pony. 
I tried to lap up the water, and when that didn’t work, I near enough dunked my face in trying to get a drink.  I lifted my wet face and growled in frustration.  When I heard him chuckle, I looked at his riding boots and wondered if I could bite through the brown leather riding boots.
“Look up at me, Ponygirl.”
He pulled a bottle of water out of his pocket with a grin.  This motherfucking wank stain.  He was winding me up.
“You know I could punish you for whatever you're calling me in your head right now.”
Deep breaths, Larisa.  Do not do it. 
“I don’t know what you mean, Trainer,”  I said as if butter wouldn’t melt in my mouth. 
He frowned at me before breaking the water seal and pushing the nozzle in front of me.  The fucker didn't like me calling him Trainer. I gulped down the water before I let my amusement show. The look on his face was priceless.  Now he was looking at me as if I told him there are no more tax breaks for millionaires. This is on the contract and within my control.  Let’s see how he liked to be needled.
In the video clips I had watched on BDSM, the subs had mostly called their Dom’s Master or, in pony play, Owner.  I wasn’t keen on the painful looking whippings.  One poor guy’s ass had so many welts on it, but he asked for more.  It made me realise how poorly I had researched the subject before stepping inside Club X.  If I had done my due diligence, I would have interviewed a few people living the lifestyle.
“Lie down on the bed face down.”
I winced at the command.  I couldn’t take him anywhere at the moment.  He has battered my insides with his dick.  I felt him pull my boots off.  He moved my hair out of the way and rubbed me down with a soft cloth. 
Okay, this wasn’t so bad.  I didn’t care when he brought a cloth and cleaned my armpits.  It was his fault I was a sweaty mess. 
He rubbed my entire back and my legs.  It wasn’t long before his hands were on me, but he massaged around my body harness.  I inhale the subtle scent of lavender oil.  He spent a great deal of time on my ass before moving down my thighs.  By the time he was done massaging my ankles and feet, my eyes were half closed.
I felt him cover me up with a blanket. I moved my head in a more comfortable position before I firmly closed my eyes. His footsteps fade away on the wooden floor.  My heart sank as the realisation dawned on me.
I didn’t like being left alone in the stables.
∆∆∆
 
When I woke up, the first thing I noted was that my mouth was wet.  I lifted my head to see I was still alone in the stall. 
Ugh. 
This is why you shouldn’t sleep face down on your pillow.  I wipe my face and look down at the wet patch on the white pillow in disgust.  My body didn’t feel stiff or sore.  I ignored the tail that would be part of me for the next four months.  If I imagined I'm on holiday on a nude beach, I could get over feeling so self-conscious being naked in front of him.
I sat up, keeping my weight to one side to prevent the weight from going on the glass plug up my ass.  I kept the blanket wrapped around my shoulders. This stall was much larger than the one it was next to. I shivered, thinking of having to lie down on the hay next door. I would rather sleep on the wooden floor than be stabbed by the dry pieces of hay.
When I heard his footsteps approaching me, I looked around to see him changed into a black shirt with matching trousers and the shiniest pair of black dress shoes I had seen.  I wonder if poor John spent his weekends going through his closet and polishing all his shoes.
“About time you woke up.”
I glanced at him suspiciously.
How did he know I was awake? 
His words come back to me from when he brought me here. He would always be watching. I look around the room to see if I can see any cameras.
“They are too small for you to see them. Do you need to use the bathroom?”
“Yes, Trainer.”
He gives me a hard stare before his eyes narrow on me.  I don’t look away from his glare.  A devious look passed his face making my stomach lurch.
“Why don’t you visit the bathroom but stay in the medical room?”  He said in a casual tone.
I exhaled a deep breath.  This is what I get for poking the devil.  My feet felt like blocks of cement as I dragged myself to the bathroom in the medical room.  I took my time in the bathroom. I rinsed my face with water and fixed my lopsided ponytail.  Perhaps, I was being paranoid.  I hadn’t given him any reason to whip my ass. I dried my face and hands on the small white hand towel. 
When I exited the bathroom, I looked around the room he wasn’t there.  I wandered around the room.  It reminded me of a vets room with white walls and silver equipment.  There was a long silver vets table with a black mat on top of it. Beside it was a chair that looked as if it belonged in a dentist's office. The room vaguely smelled of pine disinfectant. Grayson was seriously kinky.  I wondered if he had a red room in the house.
“Here, drink this.”
I swivelled around to face him, and I burst out laughing.  He was wearing thick black glasses and a white coat over his clothes.  He peered at me over his glasses.
“You won’t be laughing when I’m done with you, girl.”
I cautiously took the bottle of water from him. My laughter died away as quickly as it had come.  I was not being paranoid.  He was going to fuck me up.
“Finish all of it.”  He said in a harsh voice.
I didn’t hesitate. I down the bottle whilst keeping one eye on the fruitcake.  His dour expression didn’t change.  After I had finished the water, he took the bottle from me and pointed to the dentist's chair.
“Sit down.  It’s important to give all livestock a physical exam.”
I gingerly sat on the chair and swung my legs up on the footrest.  The padded seating was comfortable.  He strode toward me, took the empty bottle from my hand and tossed it into the corner of the room.  My eyes followed the bottle, and I watched it fall into a white waste basket.  He snapped on some latex gloves before flexing his fingers out. 
He swivelled a light towards my face, and I closed my eyes as the sudden light blinded me. 
“Open your mouth as wide as you can.”
I felt his fingers run around, all my teeth pressing down on my gums.  I relaxed on the chair, finding the armrests.  He wasn’t going to stab my gums with a needle that sadistic dentists use.  My eyes flew open when he pushed his fingers further into my mouth.  His nose was almost touching mine.  He had a satisfied look on his face now.  I reached out to hold his wrist, but the look on his face made me put my hand back down automatically.
He pushed his fat fingers down my throat, making me gag.   I glared at him.  He pulled them back before he shoved them down again, pressing his fingers downwards.  I felt the water come back up and choked on the warm fluid, but the bastard didn’t remove his fingers. He slid them so far in my throat that it was as if trying to reach my oesophagus.  I feel the hot liquid run down my face, sides, and neck. My nails dig into the padding on the armrest.
Fucking, gross.
It made my stomach spasm, and I felt another gush of water being wrenched out of me.  My eyes watered, and I tried to blink the tears away to see what this bastard would do next.
He pulled his fingers out as I tried to calm my stomach down. 
“What the fuck is wrong with you?!”  I yelled at him.  
He uses his gloved hand to smear my mouth, nose and cheeks with the water.
“You forgot to add Trainer.”  He said.
The emphasis on the word Trainer isn’t lost on me. He used such disdain when he uttered the word.  I shot him a sour look.  My anger and resolve dug in deeper.
“What the fuck is wrong with you, Trainer?”
His eyes light up with some unholy light.  All he needed was the smeared Joker make-up, and he could play the part of a lunatic perfectly. 
“I want to own every part of you, Larisa.  I want your heart, your body and your fucking soul.  You. Are. Mine.”  He gritted out before he punched the metal table beside him.
I jumped at the loud noise it made.  He was acting like a child having a tantrum. 
“And I want you to get assessed, you fucking psycho.  We don’t always get what we want.  Do we?”  I snapped back at him. 
As soon as I said it, I slapped my hand over my mouth.  I remembered my Nan telling me I was hot tempered like my mother when I was a teenager.  We laughed it off at the time.  I might be meeting her sooner than I anticipated at this rate.
His eyes ran over my face before he put the bit back into my mouth and lifted my head to strap it on.  I had forgotten it was still dangling down from earlier.  He strapped it on tighter than before. 
“Something for you to chew on.”
Before I knew what he was doing, he used a velcro strap and tied my hand to the armrest.  I stupidly tried to hide my other hand behind me, but he yanked it out and ignored me, trying to call him every name under the sun.
He stalked out of the room, and I sagged back into the chair. 
Charlene knows where I am.  Everything will be okay.  He was going to calm his ass down and come back. 
Oh shit.  Charlene won’t be reporting anything until my four months are up. 
Option two.  I should have stuck with fucking option two.
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Chapter 15
Grayson
Istomped out of the room. Tearing off Dom’s white coat that he still didn't know I stole from him. Fuck him. It was the best good quality doctor's coat.
My brain knew I was overreacting, but my heart wanted her to admit she was mine.  That I fucking owned her.  I wanted to force her to accept me.  I walked outside into the sun and looked at the beautiful surroundings.  My life had been one shit show after another.  Then I felt like I had made it when Club X took off.  The success my father told me I would never be able to attain. 
John had been with me ever since I could remember.  He left my parents when I could get him into Thornton House.   It was his kindness that helped me throughout my childhood.  The nannies would come and go. My parents' role was done the day my bitch of a mother gave birth to me.
I walked on the gravelled footpath and kicked the stones angrily.  I pulled my phone out and dialled Dom’s number.
“Please don’t tell me you fucked it up already?”  Dom said, forgoing any greeting.
“No.  Yes.  I don’t fucking know.”
“What’s going on?”  He asked in a solemn voice, and all laughter left his voice.
I paused.
How the fuck do I articulate something I don’t quite understand myself?
“She has me in fucking knots.  I almost lost control.”
“Hold on.  Let me get Aaron on.”
“No, Dom—”
I stared at my phone as I heard the hold tone.  I ran my hand through my hair in frustration.  The glove caught in my hair.  I resigned myself to my fate when I hit the Group FaceTime icon.  I see Aaron is at home, as is Dom.
“You dark horse,”  Aaron said before he snickered.
“Fuck you. I helped you both, and you had better come through for me.”
It was best to get on the defensive side early.
“I seem to recall you fucking with me when I was in bits over Willow and Ethan.”
“No,  I was pushing your buttons, so you got up off your ass and did something before you lost your girl for good.  You’re welcome.”
“What’s happened? For fuck’s sake, Grayson. She has only been with you for a hot second.”  Dom said.
“Where are the girls?”  I ask.
“Willow is putting Ethan down for a nap.”
“Ella is outside by the pool.”
I continued to walk passed the training field.  I told them what happened up until I left the stables.
Aaron spoke up first.
“Do you remember what I was like with women before Willow?  They were dispensable things to be used.  You’ve had your pick of women for years.  I don’t remember you being with the same woman for over a week.”
I nodded at him. 
“I fucked up because I knew she was different, and I continued to use her like all the rest.”
“What’s your point, Aaron?”  I asked impatiently.
“We have never seen you this worked up about one of your subs before.  You need to treat her like she is your permanent pet.  She is just another notch in your bedpost for all she knows.”  Dom said.
“It’s hard to let go and trust someone when the people you are supposed to trust end up being cunts.”  Aaron said.
I knew he was referring to our parents.  His aren't as bad as mine, but they have similar traits. 
“I can get yours in two days if Aaron’s plane is free.  Starting a family helps.” Dom said while waiting for Aaron’s confirmation.
“Sure, I’m not leaving home anytime soon. Fuck knows what Willow will get up to.”
“Good point. I’m bringing Ella with me.  We can go over to my parents' house.  It might get my mother off my back.  Why don’t you all come over?  It might help Larisa if she sees that some of us are normal.”  Dom said with a smirk.
I gave Dom the finger before I thought it over.
“I want her implant out, and I want her chipped.  I’ve ordered the iron for her.  She gets branded before you leave.”  I told him.
“I’m going to throw in a fertility shot for free.” 
“Rome wasn’t built in a day.  You have enough experience to know by now if she can adjust to this lifestyle.”  Aaron said.
“Oh, she can.  She is perfect.”  I said with a faint smile.
“Then get your head out of your ass and do your fucking job.  I’m sure a man-slag like you know a way around a woman’s body.”  Aaron said with a smile to take the bite out of his words.  “It’s worth it.  My family are my life.  If I were left with nothing tomorrow, it wouldn’t matter as long as I had my family.” 
“If you need me to run through a woman’s anatomy with you—?” 
“I can’t wait till Ella comes over,”  I said, with a smile, suddenly feeling like myself again.
Dom’s smile slipped from his face.
“Listen here, you fucker—” Dom starts to say, but Aaron interrupts him.
“I’m hanging up. Obviously, this asshole is back to normal.  My wife needs to be seen too.  Good luck, Fucker.  Dom, let me know about the plane.”
He left the group chat before I could say anything, leaving me facing a worried Dom.
“Do not mess with Ella, Grayson.  I know she is on a short leash, but I need them both to have zero issues throughout this pregnancy.”
My mind went to Larisa and our baby or future babies. I frowned at the thought of anything going wrong with her or my baby medically. 
“I won’t say anything even though I feel sorry for the poor girl. I’ve tasted your healthy concoctions.  Some of them are vile.”
“Sure, let me know when you want the recipes when Larisa is pregnant.”
I hung up on him and sent him three middle finger emojis. I cracked my neck before I walked into the stables picking up the stolen coat.  Dr Dalton isn't finished with his pony yet.  I walked towards the end of the stables taking everything I needed off the shelves and a few items from the drawers.
She didn't need to utter a single word to let me know she was mine.  Her body already knew it.
It was only a matter of time before her heart catches up.
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Chapter 16
Larisa
I wondered how many acres of land he had with the house.  No one would ever find me buried out here, as he had a vast amount of land surrounding his house.  I gave up pulling on the straps a while ago. 
Go and live your life, Charlene said.  Don't have any regrets. 
I'm regretting stepping foot in Club X.  I knew nothing about Grayson other than his parents publicly disinherited him ten or eleven years ago.  He hadn't been photographed twice with the same woman.  He was mentally unhinged. Let's not forget that little freshly uncovered nugget of information. 
All those years of living with his BDSM kink finally cracked his control. 
Grayson strolled back into the room with a mischievous look on his face.  His pockets were bulging outwards. I raised my head up as far as I could and eyed him up with caution.
“You can call me Trainer, Master or Owner.  It changes nothing at all.”
My eyes flicked up over his head at the clock.  It took him nearly half an hour to figure that out. Apparently, private schools don’t work out for everyone. What do I know?  I’m strapped to a dentist's chair with drool hanging down my mouth because I have a bit in my mouth. I have zero dignity left, so I leave it be.
He strolled over to my chair beside me and leaned down to whisper in my ear.
“Have you ever been edged before?”
The chair moved back, placing me in a reclining position with my legs in the air.  He didn’t wait for a response. He moved down towards my feet and fiddled around underneath the chair.  I felt my ankles being strapped down, and a few seconds later, the lower part of the chair split to spread my legs open. 
Oh, this devious little bastard.
He rolled the metal table he punched earlier back into its original place.  My chair was too low to see what he took out from his pockets.  It felt like an eternity before he was done.
“You're a very naughty little pony, Larisa.  What if you had messed with the wrong people?  They might not have been as delightful as me.”
I realised it was for the best that I had this in my mouth.  There is no way I could have held back in replying to him about his delightful nature.  The guy was a total freak.
I saw him open a cupboard door and take something from the top shelf.  It was dumped on the table with a dull, hard thud. 
“Just think of me as doing my good deed in saving your ass from getting into any more trouble.”
I snorted at that. 
Good luck, buddy.
He stood in front of my open legs and smirked at me.  I would have given him the finger right now if I could turn my wrist—all four of them. 
“I don’t think you have ever had your pussy flogged before, have you?”
I felt ill.  I did not want to get fucking flogged or whipped.  I shook my head so violently that I made myself dizzy. 
He pulled a deep purple tasselled whip out.  I eyed them both up with suspicion.  It didn’t look like what the Dom or the Dominatrix had in the club.  He slaps the damn thing between my open legs.  I let out a muffled yelp.  He ignored me and brought the whip down in measured strokes.  I held my breath for each one expecting a sharp sting of pain, but it was the opposite. Each time the tassels hit my body pussy, I felt the need to arch upwards for them to hit me where I needed it the most.
I barely got to gather my thoughts before he started the same process down the insides of my thighs.  He hit me a little harder, making me gasp through the mouth bit.  He made his way up my stomach and gave my breasts the same treatment. 
“Do you need it a little harder?” He asked me while rubbing my hard nipples.
I blinked at him before slowly nodding.  He smiled at me as if I had passed a test.  Not his smirky bastard smile but a genuine smile.  At least he didn't look pissed anymore.
“This is the next level up. You can take this, my brave girl.”
I felt the sting on my skin this time. Looking at the tassels hit my breasts at a faster pace. My breathing quickened between the promise of pain and the pleasure each time the tassels hit my nipples. 
He stopped and trailed the flogger down my belly until I felt all the tassels run down my pussy.  I moaned against the silicone bit in my mouth.
“You are getting my flogger wet.”
He struck me on my pussy.  I counted five times in my head before he stopped.
“Why am I not surprised that my pony’s pussy is weeping for more?” 
His fingers run down my inner thighs.  I strained against the straps. 
Did his deep voice get sexier? 
“But that's enough of the flogger for today.”
He came back over to me and attached something to each of my nipples before he pressed something he held in his hand.  When I looked down at myself, two glass bell-like shapes were on each of my nipples, with small tubes coming out of them.  Whatever he was doing, it felt as if someone was sucking both my nipples at the same time.  I closed my eyes until the sensation bordered on becoming painful. 
“There, that should do it.”  He pulled the tubes off and walked away again.  I watched his back in disbelief before I checked to see if my nipples were still intact.
When I heard the loud humming noise of a vibrator, I knew it was game over for me.  He stood over me, holding a beast of a wand vibrator.  I looked at the black wand in his hand, and my eye twitched. My self-control is too lacking for this exercise.
“You will be my good Ponygirl, and you won't cum.  That's called edging.”
I groaned loudly.
He ran the wand over my pussy, but it missed my clit. I closed my eyes when he brought it over my clit.  The feel of the vibrations, my tail and the weird glass suction cups he left on me felt incredible.
“Do you want another option?”
He pulled the wand away from me. 
I moan no, but the word is entirely distorted. 
Give me the damn wand.
“Option two is orgasm denial.  It could be a day, a week or a month.”
I hate his second option.
He placed the wand back on my clit, and he left it there.  I felt him tug on the plug in my ass.  I let out a long, drawn-out moan when he moved it in and out of me.    He didn't stop until I felt I was about to cum. 
He pulled the wand away from me.  His fingertips skimmed along my pussy. This time I felt him pull my pussy open. 
He was going to drive me insane.  
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Chapter 17
Grayson
Her legs were trembling, and I'd barely started. I glanced back at the time.  I've got just enough time to make my point.  She needed to have her dinner.
I reached for the vibrator, watching it slide inside her and feeling the need to tamper down my jealousy.  I switched it on and returned to her to check on her nipples.  Her eyes were closed, and she was mumbling through the bit in her mouth. Her dark eyes were on me as soon as I touched her breasts, and I could see the pleading in them.
“Would you cope with two months of orgasm denial?”
She shook her head.
“Do you need more, baby?”
She nodded her head with big puppy dog eyes.  I pulled the nipple suckers off and put them in my pocket.  I slapped her on each breast before rubbing her nipples with my palms. I reached into my pocket and pulled the small clamps out that had tiny blunt claws on them.  Her eyes were watering, and she was gasping for breath before she looked at her breasts.
“Don't they look pretty now?” 
Judging by her expression, she didn't think so. 
“I think I might attach your reins to these tasty little morsels. That might help you get in the correct posture outside.”
Her eyes widened, and she shook her head.
I walked towards her head and stroked her hair.
“You're not in charge here. I am.”  I covered her eyes with the blindfold and moved the stray strands of hair from her face.
As much as I wanted to fuck her senseless right now and give us both the release we needed, I won't do it.  I returned to her pussy and fucked her with the vibrator before placing the wand on her clit.  I spent the next twenty minutes bringing her to the edge before pulling back again.  I knew she was close because her body went taut each time.
A fine sheen of sweat covered her body, and she looked exhausted.  I unclipped the bit and removed it from her mouth.
“Please, I'm sorry. Just, please stop. I will call you whatever you want.”
I placed the water bottle nozzle in her mouth, and she guzzled it until it was empty in seconds.
“As per the rules, you can call me either. I own you for four months, and I've chosen option two for you.”
I run my hand down her neck and breasts.  I take the clamps off her and see the marks left on her nipples. 
“You do not get to cum until I tell you. If I see you touching your pussy, orgasm denial will be the last of your worries.  Understood?”  I kept my voice stern so she knew her actions would have consequences.
She nodded her head.
I slid the black blindfold from her eyes.
She blinked a few times as she adjusted to the light. I reclined the chair back until I had her head where I needed it and turned the vibrator back on.
Once I stood before her, I unzipped my trousers and pulled my angry-looking cock out.
“Suck me off.  I want to cum all over these tits.”
She opened her mouth as wide as she could, and I watched my cock slide into her mouth.  I could only see her lower lip and her chin.  She was so eager to swallow me down that her throat was relaxed as I felt the head of my cock hit the back of her throat. I pinched both of her nipples and twisted them.  She moaned around my dick.  I rubbed her nipples and proceeded to do it again. As soon as my cock slipped past the right ring of her throat, I rammed the rest of it in until my balls rested on her face below me.
When I looked down and saw her throat bulging with my cock I almost lost it and came down her neck.  I take a moment to regain control before I slowly fucked her throat.  My eyes never left her as I watched her neck expand and contract around my thick cock.
The gurgling and choking noises were like music to my ears.
I leaned forward and gripped her breasts hard, and fucked her face as if it was her cunt. When I pulled out her mouth, her face was a sopping mess. I wank my cock over her gasping mouth and spray my seed over her tits.  I groaned as the force of my orgasm crashed through me.  Rope after rope of my thick cum hit her skin. 
I was still gasping when I pushed the tip of my cock into her open mouth.  She eagerly sucked me clean as I scooped up all of my cum from her skin into the palm of my hand.  
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Chapter 18
Larisa
Isucked on his dick, hoping that my good behaviour would sway him into letting me cum.  My pussy was drenched, and he had set the vibrator on a low setting.  It was fucking torture. My face felt like a slimy mess again, and my head still hung down from his weird chair.
He adjusted the chair upright and held his hand out to my mouth.
“Lick it up like a good Ponygirl.”  He said while he stroked my cheek.
When I look down, I see the cum he scooped off my breasts and neck.  My pussy contracted around the vibrator, and I licked the palm of his hand. 
“Lap up every last drop.”
Once I finished cleaning his hand, I looked at him.
“Please, can I cum?”
“No.”
I didn't know whether to cry or rage at him when he didn't say anything else.  I do neither because my loss of temper got me into this mess. 
“You're going to shower, eat and then rest.”
He unstrapped my hands, removed the vibrator from my pussy and unstrapped my ankles. 
∆∆∆
 
After dinner, he took me into the bad pony stall.  I winced when I saw the hay pile.  He cuffed my hands and told me to lie down.  I lay on the spiky hay, and he clipped my cuffs around the post.
“To save you from temptation.”
He placed a blanket over me.  I can't deny that I would have given in to temptation.  The shower hadn't helped me at all.  His hands had been all over me when he washed me down.  I had asked how long it would be till I got to cum he had told me that it depended on my behaviour.
I shuffled around uncomfortably on the hay.  He gave me my pyjamas, so it didn't feel as bad as it would have done if I was naked.
“One day down, only one hundred and twenty-two to go.”  He said, with a slight smile playing on his face.
He walked away, switching the stall light off on his way out.  The soft glow from the stable light gives me a little comfort. I heard him leave the stables, but shortly afterwards, the main lights were turned off.  It was pitch black now.
I lay in the dark, feeling the despair crawling through my insides. As kind as he was earlier in the day, it didn't change the fact that he was in control for the next four months.  I'd never had so much satisfying sex in all my life as I'd had in a single day.  It only makes me ache for him more because he left me hanging.
A Ponygirl's life will not be as easy as I had anticipated.
Fucking hell.
How will I cope once my four months are up?


∆∆∆
 
The next morning I felt exhausted.  I followed all of his instructions. We trained in the field for a large portion of the day.  After rubbing me down, he left me tied to the post with a long rope outside for a while.  There had been a blanket on the grass, which I had curled up on and napped under the sun's warmth.
Before bedtime, I sucked him off, and he came on my tongue, but he never touched me once.  It was torture.  The only plus point was that I wasn't in the shitty stall tonight.  He cuffed my hands to the bed before he left.
Day two, and I've got a blue bean.  
Fuck.
∆∆∆
 
“We are going out of the estate today.” 
I looked up from my stall feeder, where I'd had my meals for the last two days. 
What new hell is this?
“Out?”  I asked uncertainly.
“My friends and their wives are coming here today.  They are pets, also.  We need to go to my friend’s parents' house.  You can come inside, and you won't be wearing your pony outfit.”
“The wives are pets like me?”  I asked in confusion. 
“Not quite like you.  They are into kitten and puppy play.”
I must have still looked confused because he shook his head.
“You can speak to them when you see them.”
I’m not sure how pleasant I will be.  I'm an orgasmless grumpy bitch right now.  My appetite deserted me, and I moved away from the feeder.
Grayson looked at the metal shelf feeder.
“You need to eat more than that.”
“I've not got an appetite right now, and I will feel sick if I try to finish it, Owner.”
He sat down on my bed before studying me for a moment, then pat his lap.  I walked over, and he sat me on his lap.  My legs dangled between his as he sat with his legs wide open.  I guess with that set of balls and cock he needed all the space he could get.  I squirmed on his lap when I visualise his dick. I need dick—a plastic one will do right now.
One hand rests on my belly, and the other stroked my naked backside.  He moved his hand to my tail.  He pulled it out slowly, and I tried not to move because it made things worse for my poor blue bean.  I put my hand on his shoulder to steady myself.
“Is my poor Ponygirl feeling horny?”
His head dipped down, and he bit the side of my breast.
“Yes, Owner.”
“That's a shame.”  He said cheerfully before standing me up to unfasten the rest of my outfit from me. “On your knees, sweetheart.  I want you to take me down your throat.  I want you to fuck my cock with your throat this morning.  Nice and slow.”
He stood up and put my tail on the bed before he pulled his shorts down enough to get his dick out. He wasn't wearing any underwear.  His size wasn't daunting anymore, but the sight of his hard cock made me ache for him to be inside me.
“If you make me cum down your throat, I will let you cum before the end of the day.”
I dropped to my knees and opened my mouth.  My hand went around his thick veiny  cock.  I gave him a few tugs while I put the tip in my mouth.  He felt so thick around my hands.  The feel of his hot, smooth cock made my mouth water, and my pussy was just as wet.  I moved my mouth back and forth until I felt the tip against the back of my throat.  I tried to take him further, but no matter how much I relaxed my throat or swallowed, I couldn't get him fully past the tight barrier.  It was easier when he took control.
I looked up at him.
“I need a little help, please, Owner,”  I said softly.
“Good, Ponygirl.  Keep your eyes on me. I will have my cook down your neck in no time.”
I kept my eyes on him and watched him as I felt his hands on my head.  His eyes looked as if he wanted to devour me.  The tip slipped into my throat.  His lips parted slightly, but he didn't stop.
“Keep your hands behind your back if you want me to fuck your throat.”
I immediately put my hands behind my back, linking my fingers together.  I swallowed as he pushed himself further into my throat.
“Yes, you take that dick. You're going to take it all. I’m going to stretch that throat out.”
He gently pushed back and forth, taking his time as he slipped further down my neck. I blinked the tears out of my eyes so I could watch him.
His hair had fallen over his forehead, but he didn't take his eyes off me.  I breathed heavily through my nose and swallowed him down.
He pushed my head down and thrust the rest of his cock inside me until my nose touched him.  I could feel the slight prickle of hair on my nose. 
“Lick my cock try and reach my balls.”
I ran my tongue under his cock, but only the tip of it reached his balls.
“Fuck.  Yes, just like that.”  He gasps.
He pulled back slightly before pushing back inside of me.  He slowly took his cock out and thrust back inside. The pace was slow, to begin with, and when I looked up at him, his eyes were closed, and he was breathing heavily.  I moved my head back and forth in rhythm with his hips.
“That’s it. Let me use your tight throat.”
When I ran my tongue under his cock again, flicking it back and forth, he groaned before gripping my head and began to fuck my face hard and fast.  I gagged with the first thrust before I caught myself.  My chin was dripping with our fluids.  I glanced up at him, and his eyes were on me.
“Mine!”  He roared at me.
He slammed his hips against my face and grabbed my ponytail, keeping my head in place.  I felt his dick swell in my throat and his hot seed spurt.  I kept breathing and swallowing until I felt his grip on my hair loosen. 
He pulled himself out of my mouth, leaving the tip of his cock inside my mouth, and I panted around him before I sucked him clean. He bent down, lifted me by my forearms, and kissed my mouth.
I froze for a moment because my face was a sopping mess. He tilted my head and deepened the kiss.  His tongue is now trying to deep-throat me. His hands slid down my back to my ass, and he squeezed my ass cheeks so tight that it bordered on pain.  I tried to rub my pussy on his semi-hard dick because my bean needed this.
He softened the kiss, and I melted onto his chest, placing my arms around his neck and I ran my fingers through his thick hair.
When he pulled back, his eyes were hooded but with that intense look burning in them.
“All fucking mine.”  He said with satisfaction.
I didn't deny it because he had begun to feel like he was mine too.
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Chapter 19
Grayson
We are back in the house, and while giving her a thorough wash down, I discovered she had started her period.  She tried to back away from me until I slapped her ass a few times. 
“Do you use pads or tampons?”
“I brought my liners and Tampax with me.”  She said in a sulky voice as she rubbed her ass.
Being around the girls at work, I'd heard it all. It's certainly coming in handy now. 
“Good.  I want to put it inside your pussy.”
“No!”
I raised my hand, ready to smack her ass again.
“Okay, whatever.”  She cried out and plonked her head onto my chest in embarrassment. 
I wouldn't tell her, but she will get some leeway due to her period.  I push two fingers inside her pussy.  She pushes herself further onto my fingers.  Her need superseded her embarrassment. My other hand ran down the crack of her asshole, and I pushed the tip of my finger into her ass.  Her nails dig into my chest.  I moved my fingers in and out of her pussy.
“You can cum on my fingers.  I want to see your blood and cum on me. I will fuck you whether you're on your period or not.  Do you think I care about a little blood on my cock?”
I don't know if she was listening to me. She was moaning and crying out while I fingered her wet cunt.
I shoved my finger further up her ass, and she shuddered and came on my fingers. I felt a gush of liquid on my fingers.  I thrust them deeper inside her cunt.  Her nails dug into my chest as she struggled to breathe.  She came within seconds.  Her pussy spasmed on my fingers until she gushed on them again. 
At least I know edging or orgasm denial would keep her sassy little ass in check.
She was so mellow after she came.  Days of tension must have taken its toll.  It was essential to her training, like keeping her in the stables at night.  I wanted her in my bed and by my side.  I didn't like leaving her in the stables on her own.
After I took her into the bedroom, she lay before me with her legs wide open and hands covering her face. She showed me how to use the little plastic applicator.  I pushed the small tube into her pussy and pressed on the applicator.  When I pulled it out, I checked inside the applicator to ensure it went inside her.  Satisfied that the job was done, I looked down at her pussy and noticed the little white string. 
I couldn't wait to use a vibrating egg inside her. 
There were so many things I wanted to do to her. Dom assured me she could get pregnant straight away once he removed the implant. I haven't told her about the branding, implant removal or microchip she is due to get tonight.  Her skin will be numbed, so she won't know what I got done to her.
“Turn over onto your belly.”
She won't wear her tail, but I have a small silicone butt plug. Every time I see her lush ass or pussy, I have to tamper down the need to pound into her uncontrollably.  It didn't matter if I came down her throat.  I stroked the section of skin on which I was going to get branded on her.  I'd done a few brandings in the club or supervised the procedure when Dom’s wanted to brand their partners publicly. 
It was going to hurt like a bitch for both of us.
I covered the plug with lube before I pushed it into her ass.  I preferred the glass plug inside her, but the silicone would be more comfortable today. If I couldn't be inside her all the time, I want her to feel what I left inside her. 
“All done.  You can sit up now.”
When she sat up on the bed, I looked at her breasts.  They looked magnificent with my cum sprayed all over them.  The dress I have for her won't allow for the nipple clips I had for her.
“Leave your hair down.  I'm going to get your clothes and shoes for you.”
She looked up at me curiously for a moment before nodding.
She had all her personal belongings in this room, but I had everything for her in my room.  It didn't take long to order her things from the department store.  I gave her size and colouring to a personal shopper and approved the majority of items she had chosen for Larisa. 
She was brushing her hair when I got back into her room.  Her eyes met mine when she sees me holding everything in my hands.
“Put it on. I want to watch.” I said before laying everything out on the bed.
She put the comb down and looked at the clothes.
“This dress is stunning.  How did you know my size?”  She asked as she looked at the label.
“All the sizes match your clothes.”
It hadn’t been difficult to go through her clothes to get her sizes. I watched her slide the lace French knickers up her legs. I might have gone overboard in buying her underwear.  I know I will be ripping that shit right off her.  She placed a panty liner on it before sliding it over her pussy. 
“Turn around,”  I demand.
She turned around and stuck her ass out, and wiggled it around.  It's just as well that the lube is still in my back pocket.  I'm taking her ripe ass today.
I watched as she slid the matching bra on and slipped into the dress.  It was a mid-length short-sleeved mustard dress that fit perfectly around her breasts and flared outward at her hips.  It had a modest neckline with a small tie at the top.  The stylist paired the dress with some nude sandals.  It will give her a few inches, but she still won't come past my chest.  She looks in the mirror as she touches the material of the dress.
“They will be here soon,” I said
“I just need to put some make-up on.”
“You look fine to me,”  I tell her with a frown.
She rolls her eyes at me.
“Fine. Don’t be long.”
I came up behind her, my cock poking her backside. 
“You look beautiful.”
My hands slid from her hips to her breasts.  Watching my hands in the mirror, I squeeze her tits.  They fill my hands perfectly. I find her nipples and pinch them. Her hard nipples poked out of the soft silky material of the dress.
“If it weren't for this material, I would have put some pretty little clips on these tits today. I would have made you ache for my cock.  Your ass is mine today.”
I rub my cock harder against her pulling her hips back.  The lust in her eyes matched mine.  I leaned over and kissed her cheek before leaving the room.  If I stayed with her any longer, I would bend her over the damn dressing table.
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Chapter 20
Larisa
Thank goodness for panty liners.  Grayson is a filthy animal. No wonder he liked pet play.  I didn't think he realised he was the animal, not me.  He made me feel sexy in any outfit.  I was surprised at his choice.  I thought he might have picked out gaudy clothes for me, but the dress was elegant, and he gave me matching lingerie. 
I didn't take long to apply some make-up.  I used gold, brown and charcoal for my eyes and left my lips with a light gloss.  I didn't know what the other women were going to be like.  Willow is with Aaron. They have their son Ethan.  Ella is with Dom, and they are due to fly in from the Isle of Wight.  That's all Grayson told me about them.  I'm nervous and excited to meet them.  I just hope they weren't stuck up. 
∆∆∆
 
“Is he six months now?” Ella asked Willow while she held Ethan. He seemed to be fascinated by her wild red curly hair. 
“Almost six months.  When are you due?”
I look down at Ella’s stomach and notice a tiny bulge.
“Oh, congratulations,”  I said.
Her smile blinded me.  She looked excited and so happy.  I feel a pang in my stomach.  I'm sure it's just my shitty period hormones. 
“I'm only three months. Kath is more excited than both of us,”  Ella said.
Willow laughed, shaking her head. 
“She is a sweetheart.  You got lucky with Kath as a mother-in-law.  Aaron’s mother is a complete cow.  These men don't hang about when it comes to getting us knocked up.  You're next, Larisa.”
“Erm. It's not like that.”  I said awkwardly.
Ella snorts at me. 
“His eyes haven't left you.  I give you a month.”
We all turned to look at the men, and Grayson was talking to his friends, but his eyes were on me.
“How did you girls end up in the pet kink?  How does it work in a long-term relationship?”
Willow wiped Ethan’s face with a small tissue I do not know where she magically whipped out from. 
“Aaron blackmailed me into becoming his pet bitch.”
My jaw dropped open. 
“He calls you his bitch?” 
I cringed at the word before looking at Ethan, but he was too busy playing with Ella.
“Yes.  It's so hot.”  Willow said, and her eyes went towards her husband.  “It was terrible when I was pregnant.  He wouldn't see to me the way I needed it. Pucking vanilla sex.”
“Don't get me started.  Dom still drills me but has gone crazy about nutrition with me.  He makes me several smoothies a day.  Not all of them are bad, but I need junk food some days.”
Ella had only been married for a few months, and Willow hadn’t been married that long either.
“Dom kidnapped me.  I love being his kitten.” 
Her eyes are soft, and she plays with her silver necklace.  It is slim but covered with diamonds and sits high on her neck like a collar.
“I hated him when I first met him.  I thought he was an arrogant basket.”
I looked at her, confused.
“I try my best not to swear in front of Ethan.”  She clarified.
Willow let out a snort. 
“Aaron can't control his mouth around Ethan.  I'm sure his first word will start with an f.  I don't think it will help if I use p as a replacement.”
“God, blackmail and kidnapping.  Are they all crazy?”
Ethan looked exactly like his dad, dark in colour. I wouldn't have thought Willow was his mum if it weren't for his eyes. 
“Never mind us.  How did you manage to get Mr Tasty?  I bet he knows all sorts of nasty poop.”  Ella said before she scrutinised the men.  “They all used to frequent the club, but I reckon Grayson is a kinky freak.”
They both looked at me expectantly.
I thought of everything he had done to me and how much I loved it. 
“Oh, now I'm jealous.  Look at her face.”  Willow said with a pout on her lips.
“Well, it all started when I needed a story, and I was determined to get into his club.”
“I've still not been yet.”  Ella gripes.
“Shush.  I need this story in my life right now.  I've been in momma mode for nearly six months.”  Willow said while looking at Ella. 
I relaxed and told the girls everything.  They gasped and, with wide eyes, turned towards Grayson in speculation at parts of the story.
The girls were down-to-earth and genuine.  It felt so good to talk to someone about all this.  They wouldn't judge me for what I enjoyed because they were part of it.
“I knew he was a filthy basket when I first met him,”  Ella said with a grin. “He had that look about him.”
“They are all cocky baskets,”  Willow adds.
We all burst out laughing, startling poor Ethan. Willow took him from Ella and invited us along for his feeding session.
Before we left, I glanced back at Grayson. He had a big smile on his face.  He winked at me before I left. 
My stomach had a sudden fluttering feeling inside.
He was a dangerous man.
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Chapter 21
Grayson
“Look at him.  He is a lovesick puppy.  I bet he cries at his wedding too.”  Aaron said. 
“I was not fucking crying, you cunt.  I have allergies.”  Dom protests.
I pulled my eyes away from the doorway the girls just left from.
“You were definitely crying,”  I said to Dom.
“And I should have let Aaron kill you.”
“Where did they go?”  I asked.
Aaron glanced at the clock.
“It's Ethan’s breast time.  We have an arrangement to share.”  He said with a smirk.
“I brought everything you needed with me.  Oh, and if my mum tries to plan your wedding, just go along with it.”
I looked at Dom.
“That's not a bad idea, actually,” I said with a smile. 
A marriage would supersede any contract we signed. 
“He is definitely going to cry like you, Dom.” Aaron sniggers.
“I'm going to choke you out myself, Aaron. So help me, God,” Dom bitched to him.
I ignored them. They got their girls pregnant immediately; I could understand it all now.
The need to lock them down and the thrill of fucking your woman with the sole purpose of knocking them up? 
Hell, yes.
∆∆∆
 
I glanced around the dinner table, and everyone was engrossed in conversation.  I slid my hand onto Larisa’s thigh and pulled up her dress.  She gripped my hand and turned to look at me.
“What are you doing?”  She gasped out quietly.
“Just finish your dessert.  Kath went to a lot of trouble.”
I pulled her dress up and stroked her thighs before pushing my hand between her legs. I calmly ate my cheesecake.
I pushed past her knickers and felt her pussy.  Her hand trembled before she put a piece of the strawberry dessert into her mouth.  I pushed my finger inside her. I Ignored the fact that it was beside her tampon. 
She choked on her mouthful.
“Are you okay, dear?”  Kath asked her with a concerned look on her face.
“Yes, I'm so sorry.  It just went down the wrong way.  I-It’s lovely, thanks.”
I didn't make it easy for her to speak as I played with her pussy.  She might be embarrassed about her period.  I didn't give a fuck. 
“Where is the restroom?” Larisa suddenly asked as she tried to pull away from my wandering hand.
“I can take you,”  I told her, quickly pulling my finger out of her.  I ignored Dom’s glare towards me.
Before she could react, I took her by her hand and grabbed her bag. I dragged her upstairs to Dom’s old bedroom and locked the door before I pulled her into his bathroom.
“Bend over the sink and pull your dress up.  I need to fuck your ass.”
I pulled the lube out of my pocket.
She stared at me. Her mouth opened and closed again.
“But we are at your friend's parents' house.  We can’t—”
“Can't what? Violate your ass while they are all downstairs enjoying their dessert?  That's what makes it so fucking hot.  Now fucking bend over.”
She visibly swallowed before she bent over the sink.
I lift her dress and tuck the material behind her neck.  I pulled the small black plug out and threw it into the sink.  I stretched the yellow panties to one side and flicked the lube open. I smeared the lube around and inside of her asshole.  Leaving the lube on the counter, I unzipped my trousers and pulled my cock out.
I used copious amounts to cover my cock. I needed in her tight hole immediately.
“If I want you under that table sucking me off, you do it.  I want everyone to know how horny you are for my cock.  I want to take you to the club and fuck you so hard in front of everyone.”
I pulled her ass apart and placed the tip of my cock against her asshole.
“I want everyone to watch as I claim every hole you own.” 
My cock slipped inside of her.
“I want everyone to see you cum with my dick stuffed up your asshole.  Just like this.”
I forced the rest of my cock into her ass.  I watched it disappear, and my hips hit her soft ass cheeks.  I saw her hands claw at the sink as she groaned.
“I would cum on the floor and make you lick it up like a dirty little slut.”
“Oh, God.”  She gasped out.
I pulled back and fucked into her deliciously tight hole.  My hand slid to her pussy.
“I would eat your bloody pussy out in front of everyone so they all know every part of you is fucking mine.”
I slammed into her harder with each thrust. 
“Do you understand now, Larisa?”
I watched my dick slam in and out of her asshole.  It was wet from the lube and sucked me in each time I fucked into her.  She pushed back to take more of my dick.  I slapped her ass hard. 
“You stand there like my good girl and take it however I give it to you.  You're going to cum with my dick pounding into your guts.”
I felt her ass tighten around my dick.  I ignored the sensation and fucked her faster with longer strokes.  The feel of her tight ring as it rubbed the head of my cock with each stroke heightened my pleasure. I rubbed her clit harder.  I wouldn't be able to fuck her ass like this for a while, so I didn't hold back.
She cried out again and again as I used her hole.  I didn't stifle her moans because part of me loved that she couldn't contain herself. The other part of me wanted everyone to know I was taking my woman.
“Cum for me, you dirty anal slut.”
“Fuck.”  She howled out like an animal.
Her ass clamped down on my dick, and I managed to thrust into her another two times before I gave in to my orgasm.  I felt my cock spit my seed into her ass.  I gripped her hip hard as I continued to spray her insides with my hot cum. 
Her little moans and gasps mingled with my own groan.
“Fucking hell.  You're a nasty little whore.  I love it.”
I managed a chuckle.
She groaned and mumbled something about me being a basket which made no sense.
When we returned to the dining room to finish dessert, the table had been cleared up. 
“Sorry, I was showing Larisa Dom’s old room.”
Oh, shit. 
Dom’s left eye was twitching when he glared at me. He might have a seizure.  I needed him tonight.
“That's okay dear. I packed up extra dessert for you kids to take home.”
“Thanks, Kath.”
Dom continued to give me the death stare till Ella elbowed him in the ribs.  She whispered something in his ear, and his hand rested behind her neck.  He is always fingering her collar like a freak.
Aaron and Willow have a knowing smirk plastered on their faces, while Kath and Simon were too busy playing with Ethan. 
We sat back down, and Larisa hadn't made eye contact with anyone.  Her head was ducked down.  I couldn't wait to take her to the club.  My Ponygirl might like being a show pony. 
She will need to get over her embarrassment.
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Chapter 22
Larisa
On the drive home, I wondered if Kath and Simon knew what we did. The others couldn't stop grinning, except for Dom.  I overheard him tell Grayson that he would have to sterilise his entire bedroom.  Grayson told him that only his bathroom required a clean-up before he slapped him on the back and told him he was a good friend.  I’m sure Dom would have punched him in the face if it wasn't for Kath's presence.
“All your friends and their family are lovely.  I enjoyed tonight, thank you.”
Grayson looked away from the road to look at me in surprise before he smiled.
“Yeah, I have some good people in my life. And you're welcome.  It was nice to see you get on with everybody.”
“Who's been looking after the club?”
“Logan and Stewart, I'm taking a few months off.”
We sat in a comfortable silence for a while.
“Dom’s here to get you branded,” Grayson said.
“What? Already? But I'm not ready.”  I spluttered out.
“You will be knocked out for the entire procedure.”
His voice was soothing, but it wasn’t his skin, which was about to be burnt to a crisp.  I played nervously with the edge of my dress.  I signed up for this so I could help my parents. I just needed to get it over and done with. 
“Trust me. I will look after you. There are numbing creams and other emollients.  It won't be as painful as you think.  You will be knocked out for the worst of it.”
I didn't say anything because I realised I did trust him.  It's only been a few days, and other than not letting me cum, he had been diligent in his care.
When we returned to his house, he made me a drink and sat me down in the living room.  He came back into the room, holding a pale blue cotton robe.
“You can leave your underwear on.”
He handed me the robe and sat opposite me.
“Dom is an excellent doctor.  He will be here to assist me.”
“You're doing the branding?”  I asked before I took a large gulp of my drink.
“You think I would let anyone else do it?”
“It's not going to be a derogatory or curse word, is it?”
“I'm not five years old. I'm thirty-seven.”  He said with one dark eyebrow arched upwards.
I bit my lip so I didn't remind him of his tantrum from a few days ago.  He liked getting his way, that's for sure.  He was nine years older than me.  It wasn’t that big of an age gap.  If he was anything like his friends, he was relationship material.   
I reminded myself that my time was limited with Grayson.  He said he wanted to own me, but that might have been in the heat of the moment or temporarily.  I had watched as Aaron and Dom interacted with Willow and Ella.  I could picture both the girls enjoying the care and attention from their men, with or without the pet playing roles.  Ella seemed more of a handful, or I could be generalising because of her red hair.  She would be a sassy kitten.
I changed into the robe and sat back down.  When the doorbell rang, I was startled, knowing what was to come.
“It's just Dom.”
Grayson went to let Dom in.  I heard Dom ask him where John was and if it hurt him to answer his own door, making me smile.
“Hi, Larisa. My mum loved you and asked me to let you know you're welcome to come around anytime.”
I smiled back at him. His easygoing nature put me at ease.  He wasn’t as intense as Grayson and Aaron. 
“That's very kind of her,”  I said with a smile.
I'm only here temporarily. I doubt I will see her again.  I noticed his black leather bag, and I felt my stomach lurch.
“Don't worry. I'm here to make sure everything goes smoothly.  Can you roll up your right sleeve for me?”
I followed his instructions.  He tied my arm up under my implant, and I watched him wipe my skin with white cotton.  He pulled out a needle and carefully filled it up with a solution. I closed my eyes as I felt the needle prick my skin.
“Sorry, I had to find a juicy vein.”
“Fucking be gentle with her.”  Grayson snapped at him.
I opened my eyes, and to my surprise, I saw Grayson look anxious. 
“There, all done,”  Dom said with a smile.  He completely ignored Grayson.
I didn't feel any different.  I flex my arm a few times.
Grayson sat down next to me, his arm slipped around my waist, and he pulled me onto his lap.  I put my hand on his chest as my eyes began to feel heavy.  I didn't feel any panic as Grayson held me close to him.
∆∆∆
 
I woke up lying in bed on my stomach.  I didn't feel any pain.  Maybe he didn't brand me. 
“Welcome back, sleeping beauty.”
I turned my head and saw Grayson sitting up in bed beside me.  He had his laptop on a padded tray.  His chest was naked with white gauze on it.
“What happened to you? Did Dom finally snap and stab you?”
Ugh.  I sound like a man, and my mouth feels disgusting.
“No, smarty pants.  I got branded as well.  I'm sure Dom enjoyed sticking it to me, though.”
I pushed myself upright and noticed I was currently braless.
“You got one too?  Why?”
His eyes dropped to my breasts before I covered them up.  I didn't want him distracted.  I wanted to know why he marred his skin because he had no blemishes or tattoos on him.
“I thought matching brandings would look good.”
He moved his laptop to the side and pulled the covers down.  He touched my right hip, and his hand trailed to where I felt my branding covered up. I still didn't understand why he got branded too. 
“Why don't I feel any pain?”
“I had asked Dom to numb the area. It will feel uncomfortable for a while.  You will be staying in the house until it heals.”
“Can I see it?”
“It's going to look messy just now. I will show it to you once the dressing is ready to come off.”
I slumped back down on the pillow.  It would be strange staying in the house and not being his pony. Willow and Ella told me how they balanced it all out.  I was curious to see what his branding is like.  I reached down to mine, and the area felt smaller than the dressing on his.  I did it for the money, but the significance wasn't lost on me.  He had burned something permanently onto my skin.
It made me feel owned.
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Chapter 23
Grayson
Imoved Larisa into my bedroom.  We had spent the last week together in the house.  Other than holding her at night, I haven't touched her.  She had spent time relaxing and catching up with her family.  I shamelessly listened to all of her calls.  She was close to her family, so I would need to meet them at some point. I'd felt the sexual tension build up between us. Going from fucking like wild animals to having no sex had been torturous.  I woke up one morning to find her hand around my cock in her sleep.
Dom had removed her implant and replaced it with a microchip.  Her branding was healing nicely, and I was taking her to the stables today. 
It was breeding day.
I watched her finish her breakfast before telling her she was returning to the stables. Her reaction was priceless.  She looked shocked and then excited.  I took her to my bedroom to dress her up in her pony-wear.
“Bend over the bed.  Your asshole is going to be tight.  We need to open you up again.”
I left the leg straps off as I didn't want them rubbing near her branding.  I traced my fingers around the area.  It was healing beautifully. My initials are on her forever.  The iron I had designed for her ass was a simple cursive GD.  I will show her mine today.  No matter how much she had pestered me, I had refused to show it to her.
I stroked her ass.  I couldn't wait to seed her pussy for the next week. All my cum is going to get dumped in her womb.  She squirmed and tried to rub herself on the bed.
“Behave yourself. Look at you trying to rub your horny cunt on my bed.”
I grinned when she groaned into the bed.
“Sorry, Owner.”
My hand paused in opening up the lube.  Her voice was soft and sultry, but she didn't say it grudgingly.
“Good girl.  You're going to be rewarded for all your good behaviour today.”
I took my time playing with her ass before pushing her tail back where it belonged. 
“Stand up, Ponygirl.”
I sat on the bed and pulled her closer to me.  Her pussy is swollen and wet for me.  I traced my fingers down her lips.  Her eyes are closed, and her breasts moved with her heavy breathing.
“I almost feel sorry for you.  Your pussy will be aching by the time I’ve finished with it tonight.  I've got six days' worth of cum saved up for you.”
Her eyes flew open, and she looked at me with desire burning in her dark eyes. A small smile crept up on her lips.
“I'm sure I can handle it, Owner.”
The fucking minx licked her lips as she looked down at my dick.  My cock is already hard around her, and I felt the pre-cum wet my shorts.
“We’ll see.  How about you trot to the stables?  I want to see if you remember your posture.”
I clipped her reins on, pulled the bit into her mouth, and buckled it behind her head.  Seeing her dressed up and with my branding on her filled my soul with a feeling of joy like no other. 
She had missed us as much as I had.
∆∆∆
 
When we reached the stables, she was eager to please. She followed all my instructions without any delay.  I took her to the far corner of the stables.
“This is the breeding bench for ponygirls to be mounted on by their owner.  You place your hands and knees on these pads and present your holes for me.”
She glanced at the bench before she looked at me and nodded.
I took her hand and helped her up on the bench. I strapped her hands down beside her head before strapping her ankles in. The bench was raised in the middle to support her stomach. I pulled my phone out and took a photo of her spread out on the bench.  The long tail hung between her legs and my mark on her skin.  I lifted the tail and took a picture of her glistening wet pussy. 
Her head was pushed into the headrest.  I pulled her head up using her ponytail.  Showing her the picture of her wet pussy.
“Look how badly you need fucked, girl.  Dom took your implant out and replaced it with a microchip.  All ponygirls that are owned need this done.”
Her eyes widened, and she tried to say something through the bit in her mouth. I put my phone to the side and pulled my T-shirt off. Her eyes met mine, and I could see all the emotions in her eyes until she closed her eyes.
“You're all mine, Larissa.  I'm never letting you go, but I'm all yours too.”
I trace my fingers over her name.
She opened her eyes, and I saw a tear form before it rolled down her cheek. I pulled her head up and licked the salty droplet from her face.
“Now, you'll be my good girl and take my cum all week until I breed your ass.”
Her drool fell out around the bit.  I love her face, all wet and messy.  I smeared it across her face with a dark smile.
I pulled my shorts down and stroked my throbbing cock.  Using my thumb, I smeared my pre-cum over the head.  She watches my every move.  I pushed my thumb into her mouth and rubbed it over her tongue.
“I could see how badly you wanted to taste me.  The only cum you will taste this week is the one that has been in your pussy.”
She was panting like a wild animal now through her bit.  I pulled my thumb out.
“Do you want some more?”
She nodded her head. 
I wanked my cock until more droplets oozed out. I used my fingers, gathered some more, and pushed it into her mouth before I rubbed it over her mouth and face.
“Does your pussy ache to be fucked, Ponygirl?”
She moaned pitifully and nodded again.
“Do you need me to breed your cunt?  Keep you so full that you're leaking my cum all day long?”
She bit down on her mouthpiece and nodded.
I rubbed her cheek before I pulled my shorts off and threw them on the other bench. 
“You asked for this, girl.  I'm going to pound your cunt so hard you will never forget who owns you.”
I moved between her spread legs.  Her pussy is gushing so much that her thighs are wet.  I touched her thighs before I pulled her pussy open.  The vibrant pink against her dark skin makes it look like my target.  I placed the tip of my cock at her entrance before I ran my fingers over her clit. 
She let out a strangled cry and tried to move, but the straps held her in place.  She was so ready to cum, so I decided to tease her.  I watched my cock fill her up inch by inch until I was balls deep inside her.  I could feel her cunt contracting around me already.
“You can cum as many times as you want, Ponygirl.”
I pulled her head up by her hair. 
“I want you begging me to stop by tonight.  Keep your head up.  I want to hear you.”
I wrapped my hand around her thigh until my hand gripped her inner thigh.  I pull my cock out and ram it back inside of her.  She felt so fucking good. I fucked her pussy, hard.  I could feel her body twitch and quiver around me.
“This is how a mare is ridden.”
I didn't stop and hammered into her, picking up my pace.  I used my other hand to rub her cunt, and she screamed through the bit and came all over my cock on my cock.  It didn't stop me as I continued to fuck her pussy hard.  Whenever I felt my balls tighten up, I slowed down or pulled out.  I want a fat load inside her.
“Keep your head up.”  I slap her thigh.  Her head instantly went back up again. 
I looked down at her pussy and pushed my cock back inside her.  Her cum is smeared all over my cock.
“You keep gushing on my cock, girl.  It means I can fuck you harder.”
I grabbed a handful of her hair, yanking it back.
“Do you like being taken like an animal, Larisa?”
She moaned and tried to nod her head, but I was pulling her head back so she couldn't move it.
I gave her several long hard thrusts, and my eyes fell on my initials.  All thoughts left my head except one thought, the need to get my cum inside her as deep as possible.  I let go of her thigh and placed my hand on her hip, and pounded into her like a madman.
I let go of her hair and rubbed her clit.  She needed to cum on my cock again and pull my seed towards her womb.  The sounds that came out of her mouth were feral.  I slammed into her another few times until my balls tightened. Her pussy clenches around me, and I let go and groaned when I felt my cum spray into her pussy.  I held myself inside her as I felt copious amounts of my cum spurt inside her.  Each time pulling an alien sound out of my mouth. 
Her pussy fluttered around me and pulled more seed out of me. I held myself deep inside of her until my balls were drained.  I rested my head on her back and licked her skin before nipping her with my teeth.
I didn't know if her pussy was tender, but I don’t give a fuck. I’m not leaving it all week. 
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Chapter 24
Larisa
Grayson had been on a mission all week. He kept my training to a minimum.  It was hard to do anything when you were mounted on a horse’s cock all day.  I don't think I've had as much sex in all my life as I have in the last week.  I groaned when I moved my leg. 
I would want to get branded awake rather than take more of his dick.  I smiled when his cock grew hard inside me.  I might be exaggerating.  My fingers trace my name on his chest.  It will look subtle once it's fully healed.  The script is beautiful.
His hand moved from my waist down to my ass.  His fingers constantly grazed my branding, but he was careful not to press down on it.
“Just think, if your ass isn't bred by now in another few weeks, I will fuck you like this again.”
“I'm sure it's one day past my ovulation period now.”
“Good point.”
He pulled my head up and kissed me. 
“Open your mouth.”
I opened my mouth, and he put a ring gag in it. 
Where the fuck did he get that from?
“Now get down there and clean my dick up like a good girl.  Make my dick nice and sloppy.”  He said with a smirk.  His hands gripped my hips, and he rolled onto his back sinking me further onto his cock.
I sat on his dick and moved up and down him.  He pulled me off him and nuzzled my breasts. 
“All the more for you to clean up now,” he said.
I closed my eyes and moaned, but I slid down his body, nudging his legs apart so I could kneel between them.  His cock was slick from both of us.  He had woken me up in the middle of the night fucking me with deep strokes. What a way to wake up.
He didn't wait and pulled my mouth onto his cock.  I felt the pressure of his thick cock as he quickly pushed past my throat.  He was not playing around this morning.  I could taste both of us, which made me want more of him.
He thrust up into my mouth while pulling me down to his pelvis.  His hands moved me up and down his cock, and I gasped for breath each time he pulled me off. I've gotten used to the width and length of his dick, but I still have to prepare myself for that first thrust.
“Fuck, that's so good, baby. Lie down on the edge of the bed.  I want to get in balls deep.”
He pulled me off and stood up beside the bed.
I lay down on the bed with my head hanging off the bed.
“Get your fingers in your pussy.”
He slapped my breasts before rubbing his wet dick over my face.  I stuck my tongue out of the gag, and he sat his balls in my mouth.  He leaned over and sucked my nipples.  His balls slid along my face, and I licked his length when he moved up and down my face.
“Are you hungry for my cock?  Does my girl need some cum for breakfast?”
“Uh-huh.”  I moaned.
His hand came down as he guided his cock into my mouth.
“Swallow me down.  I want to hear you choke.”
My eyes were already watering, and it only took a few thrusts for me to gasp and choke on his massive dick. I pushed my fingers deeper inside my pussy, but I couldn't focus on anything but his cock stabbing my throat.
He pulled out and rubbed his cock all over my face again.  I closed my eyes as I felt our fluids spread across my face.  He slapped his cock on my lips a few times before thrusting deep inside my mouth again.
“My cock hungry, whore.  Look at you swallowing me down like a pro.” 
He spread my legs open and pulled my hand away from my pussy as if it offended him.  I felt his mouth on me, and I gripped his thighs, and pulled him closer.
He leaned on my stomach and began to fuck my mouth.  His tongue fucks my pussy in time with his thrusts.
“Fuck, your tight throat is going to make me cum.”  He said with a moan.
I wrapped my hand around his balls and massaged them.
“Such a cock hungry whore.”  He growled into my pussy.
He moved so fast that I had to let go of his balls.  All I heard was my choking sounds and the wet slap of his balls hitting my mouth and nose.
“I’m going to cum.”  He said, warning me. I'm so close, but his mouth has come off my pussy.
He thrust another few times and gripped my legs before slamming deep down my neck. I felt his balls harden against my face, and his cock jerked inside me as he spurt his cum down my neck. I kept swallowing until I felt him slide back and forth in my mouth until he left the tip inside my mouth.  I licked all around it, cleaning him like I knew he wanted me to.  I felt my saliva drip down towards my eyes, and I closed them.
“Sit on my face, and I will finish you off.”
I quickly wipe away all the fluids from my eyes to open them again.  I'm about to reach out for the tissues.
“No. Leave it.  You know I love your face looking filthy.  Come here, let me take the gag off.”
He pulled me upright, and I could feel him unfasten the gag.  He was a freak but about to eat me out, so now wasn't the time to complain.
He lay on the bed smiling and pointed to his mouth.
“Get on here, now.”
I laughed but quickly climbed on board.  It won’t take me long to cum, but I plan to ride his face hard.  I won't remind him that he told me I would never ride him.
I settle on his face and hold onto the bed.  I felt his hands on my ass, and he moved my pussy along his open mouth.
His mouth latched onto my clit, and he shoved his fingers inside me.
I pushed down on his face, determined to make a mess on his face for a change. I looked down at his head.  I could always smother him if he ever pissed me off too much.
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Chapter 25
Grayson
Ifinished the final touches to her hair and stood back to look at her.  I put a full latex outfit on her with a velcro attachment to her pussy.  Her tail came out just above it.  It had been several weeks now, and her branding is healing well.
“Are you ready to go out there?”
“No, Owner.  I'm nervous.”
“No one will recognise you with your mask on.”
We are at my club.  I don't want anyone to see her completely naked, but I want to fuck her in front of everyone.  I want to claim her ass, and I want everyone to know that she was mine. 
“I know.  I've never done anything like this before.”
“Just focus on me and my instructions.”
Anytime I mentioned other people watching me fuck her, she came very quickly, so I knew the idea didn't turn her off.  The reality is more daunting for her first time.
I took her reins and led her out of my office. I kept my pace slow as she was wearing the high hooves.
“My good Ponygirl is ready for her first show.”
Her posture was perfect as I led her out onto the floor.  I've participated in live scenes before, but I've never fucked anyone during a scene.
She hesitated as we got to the platform.
“Up,”  I said in a stern voice.
She stepped up, and I led her to the bench.
“Bend over the bench.  I want you to feel those clamps bite into your nipples.”
I watched as her eyes darted around her before she walked to the bench.  I glanced around the crowd and watched everyone's eyes on her ass.  An ass that none of these cunts will ever get to touch. 
I walked around to her head, placed the bit in her mouth, and fastened it behind her.  Using the reins, I tied her hands up.  I bent down to her ear and moved her ponytail to the side.
“It's a shame the bit is in your mouth.  Wouldn't it be nice to show everyone what a hungry girl you are?”
Through the mask, I could see her eyes widen, and she shook her head.
“You're going to be begging me to fuck your ass by the time I'm done with you.”
She moaned through the bit and put her head on the bench.
I pulled a small rabbit vibrator out of my pocket and heard some clapping and cheering. My hand ran over where I knew my initials were.  She knew she was mine.  I pulled the velcro section down to bare her holes and switched on the vibrator. 
“Her pussy is drenched. This pony needs a good hard fuck.”  I shouted.
Larisa groaned but kept her head down.
“Give it to her.  Make her whine!” 
Someone from the crowd shouted out.
I slid the vibrator inside her pussy and slowly fucked her with it. She coated the entire length of the vibrator. I teased her for a few moments.
“Do you need it harder?”
She moaned and pushed back on the vibrator.  I shoved it in and out of her until I shoved it deep inside her and left it there. I yanked on her tail and watched her ass stretched around the upper curved section. 
“You dirty girl.  Do you want my cock in your ass?  Do you need both holes filled up?”
I took some lube out and squirted some on her plug, and fucked both her holes until I could tell she was close.  I stopped and put pulled the plug out.  I lay her tail on her lower back.
“You only cum on my cock.” 
I slapped her ass hard.  I could only slap her on one side, so I slapped her thigh.  She squirmed on the bench, looking for more.
I was no longer focused on what anyone else was doing or saying. I needed inside my girl. Her ass looked more prominent, encased in the latex material. I licked my lips.
“You're going to cum in front of everyone, baby. You're going to show them all that this ass is mine. Mine to brand.  Mine to fuck and mine to breed.”
She lifted her head and mumbled something through the bit.
I unzipped my pants and pulled my cock out to smear lube all over it before shoving the tube back into my pocket. I pulled her ass cheeks apart and pushed my cock towards her dark, puckered hole.  Even though she had had the plug inside her all day, it was a tight squeeze. 
“Let me in, or I'll get someone else to fuck your mouth.”
I instantly felt her relax her asshole for me, and I watched the tip of my cock go inside her ass. I quickly pushed more of my cock inside of her. I wanted her nice and loose to pound her asshole wide open. I squirted more lube on and kept screwing into her until I was balls deep inside her ass.  I reached down and felt for the vibrator button to increase the intensity.  I felt the vibrations increase against my dick. 
“You keep this inside your pussy while I fuck you. You don't want to know what I will do to you if it falls out.”
Instantly her ass tightened around my dick. I could feel her tremble, so I ran my hand over her ass and thigh. I moved my feet wide apart so I could get a solid stance.  Pulling out till just the tip was in her ass.  I slid back inside her, giving her long and slow strokes of my cock.  I grabbed her hair and pulled her head up.
“Who's ass is this?”
Her mumbled response came through the bit. I kept her head up as I fucked into her ass harder. Riding her like an animal.
“You're going to feel my dick inside you all night. It will feel like I'm still inside your ass even when I'm not.”
I let go of her hair and held her hips as I smacked my pelvis against her with each deep thrust. Her ass was incredibly tight with the vibrator inside her. It didn't stop me from pounding her ass. 
“I'm going to plug my cum up inside you.  I bet you'll be disappointed you won't get to lick it off my fingers.”
She moaned each time I slammed into her. The crowd were forgotten. The only thing I could see, feel and hear was us.  Her ass tightened around my dick, and I leaned over her and fucked her harder in shorter strokes.
I slid my hands underneath and held her tits in each hand. I felt the nipple clamps on each of them. She cried out as she came. Her asshole clenched so hard on my dick that I stopped thrusting and let myself go along with her.  My fingers gripped her tits as I spewed my cum inside her ass in the middle of my club.
I panted on top of her as I felt her every contraction and the vibration through her pussy. It prolonged my orgasm as I continued to spurt inside of her.  At this rate, I will have to start making some of Dom’s concoctions for myself. I rocked my hips slowly, feeling my cum around my dick.  I loved dirtying her up.
As much as I'd loved taking her in front of everyone in my club, I preferred being out at the estate. We had complete privacy there, but it felt right to claim her here. This was where I started a new life many years ago. I felt this was another new beginning with Larisa, and it needed to be marked here in the middle of my club.
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Chapter 26
Larisa
Iwas grateful for the dim lighting in the club. I could hear all the shouting, encouragement and lewd suggestions.  Thank goodness for the mask over my face.  He pulled his hands from under me, making me groan as my breasts pressed onto the bench again. He kept his dick inside me while he untied my hands. The vibrator was still switched on, and I felt him pull out of my ass.  When I moved my hands to stand up, I felt his hand on my back.
“Not yet, my pretty pony. Just lie there and keep your legs spread open.”
I groaned before burying my face back on the bench. I guess he wasn’t done humiliating me yet.  It freaked me out when he threatened to get someone else to join in. 
I felt his cum drip out of my ass and run downwards.  I felt him scooping it up before he pushed it back into my ass.  It felt as if he is using the glass plug from the tail. 
“Didn't I tell you my cum stays inside of you?”
I nodded my head.
He slaps my ass.
“It's a shame I couldn't paddle your ass tonight.”
I felt him cover me up again.  I moaned in protest because he had left the vibrator inside me.
He pulled me up and faced me towards the crowd.
“Look at them. They loved watching you get fucked.  Every single one of them wished it was them in that ass.”
I looked around and saw the men looking at me with lust.  Some women looked at me with desire, and others looked jealous.
Holy fuck. 
Grayson wrapped his arms around my latex-covered stomach.
“No one is ever going to touch you but me.”  He said before he bit my neck.
∆∆∆
 
“Why aren't you eating?”  Grayson asked me with a frown.
“I don't know.  Did you add something different to the eggs this morning?”
“No. Are you complaining about my cooking?”  He asked indignantly.
I glanced back down at the omelette. It looked identical to the one he usually cooked. 
“No.  But maybe I should cook lunch. Ugh.”
I got up and ran through to the utility room.  I made it to the toilet before I vomited in the bowl. 
“What the fuck, Larisa?”
“I know, you've given me food poisoning,”  I said, joking with him. However, when I glanced at him, he looked like he was about to be sick.
“Did you give us food poisoning?”  I ask him.
“No, I fucking didn't.  I feel fine.”
He stomped over to me and pulled me up off the floor.
“Oh, God.  Not so fast,”  I said before dry heaving. 
“I'm calling Dom.” 
“Leave him alone.  He is miles away on an island.  You made undercooked eggs.  Just admit it.”  I said to him with a snicker. 
I groaned and held my stomach.  I bent down towards the toilet and vomited again.  My stomach didn't stop this time.  When I was done, my eyes were watering, and my nose was running.
“This isn't funny, Larisa.”
“I know, but your reaction is hilarious.”
“Are you done?”
“No.  Just leave me here to die.” I said, leaning on the toilet seat.  I lost my dignity a long time ago.
I heard him stomp out before he came charging back inside.
“No.  She has stopped vomiting, but she looks pale as fuck.”
That's insulting. Most people have to burn before they can get to my colour.  I give him the stink eye.
He scowled at me and then at his phone.
“Why are you asking me stupid questions, Dom? How many years did you go to med school?”
I rubbed my stomach, but it only brought up a burp.  Thankfully, Grayson is too busy questioning Dom’s qualifications to pay attention to my wind issues.  He stayed silent for a bit, saying yes, no or an odd hmm.
I stood up slowly because my stomach was as sensitive as Grayson’s disposition. I rinsed my mouth out before washing my face with cold water.  I was wiping my face dry when he strode over to me.  He snapped the toilet lid down before he pulled me over to him.
“All done?” He asked before he sat me on his lap.
I sigh against his chest.
“Yeah, I think so. The nasty sick feeling is still there, though.”
“He thinks you are pregnant.”  He murmurs into my hair.
“How long has it been since he took out the implant?  I've totally lost track of the time being here.”
“It's been nearly eight weeks since I brought you here.”
“Oh.”  I held my stomach. 
Yeah, I definitely should have had my period by now.  We had been so wrapped up in each other that neither of us considered the dates.
His hand rubbed my breast. 
“You did say your nipples felt more tender yesterday.  I should have kept track.”
“It could be food poisoning. Maybe you need some cooking lessons?”
I rested my hand on his cheek.  I loved the feel of his rough skin. 
He grinned at me.
“It's not my food making you sick. It's my seed,”  He said in a proud voice. 
Ugh.  I've got months of this to put up with.
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Chapter 27
Grayson
Iheld a wet towel over her forehead with one hand and her hair with the other as she vomited.  She groaned, and I knew it was coming.
“This is all your fault.” 
“Yes, dear.”
“Stop agreeing with me.”
“Okay.”
She glared at me. 
“What? I only said I won't agree with you.”
Her hormones had been all over the joint.  The worst was watching an animal documentary together one evening, and she wouldn't stop crying over a baby zebra that some lions killed.  She has been banned from watching them.
“Are you done?”
She looked at me miserably and nodded her head.
I helped her up before getting her cleaned up. Four months passed, but we never went back to the city.
“I'm going to be a fat bride, and it's all your fault.”
“You're going to look beautiful,”  I said, rubbing her belly.
I didn't remind her that she was gagging for my dick at the time. I would happily marry her after the babies are born, but she told me her parents were traditional. 
I needed to message Willow and Ella.  I'm sure they could pull her out of her funk.  The girls have grown closer.  Willow has Ethan, and Ella is almost eight months pregnant. 
“Just think, our babies will be at our wedding.”
“There is that.”  She said before putting her hands over mine.
∆∆∆
 
I recheck my hair in the mirror. 
“You look fine, princess,”  Aaron said.
I remembered Dom being a nervous wreck on his big day.  Aaron was just happy. I'm a mixture of both.  I'll be damned if I showed my nerves to these two.
“He does look pretty.” 
“Did I mention we are having twins?”  I drawled out.  “Are you having twins, Dom?” 
Aaron sighed.
“I knew you were going to be a dickhead about this.”
“Let's get this princess to the church before he gets worse,”  Dom said. 
I smirked at his shoddy deflection of my question to him.
∆∆∆
 
I looked around the church and saw everyone was seated.  What's taking her so long? 
When I heard some commotion, I looked to see if she had arrived. To my shock, I saw my parents walk through the church doors.
They looked older but still had the same arrogance in them.  It's on their faces, in their posture and the way they looked around the church as if it is full of peasants and beneath them.
Aaron placed his hand on my arm.
“Stay here. Let me talk to them.”
I had both of them as my best men.  So, Dom stayed beside me. 
“Aaron will sort them out. Don't let them spoil your big day,” Dom said.
I nodded at him but kept my eyes on Aaron as he reached my parents.  I could see my father get irate.  My mother's face was expressionless.  I'm unsure if it was the Botox or her natural emotionless look.
The wedding march played.
My heart sank as I saw Larisa with her dad beside her and the rest of her close family and friends walking inside.  I tensed up as my parents turned towards her.  Whatever my father said, it had Aaron looking furious.
Larisa looked confused at the commotion before looking at me.  She looked stunning in her lace dress.  One arm was covered in lace, and the other completely bare. The material hugged her breasts before it fell loosely over her belly.  She wore a thin veil over her face, but I could see her eyes.
I smiled at her in an attempt to reassure her.
“He is not marrying her.”
My father's words pierced my brain, and I felt all my fury build up. This was our special day. I would not subject their abhorrent nature to Larisa or her family.
“He is only marrying her to bring more shame on this family.  I doubt the child is even his.”
Larisa’s father let go of her hand as he walked towards Aaron and my parents. I jumped down the stairs and rushed up to my parents.
“You weren't invited here, leave,” I growled at them.
“This is the last straw.  How can you marry someone so, so common? Don't you remember who your ancestors were, boy?”
I heard gasps and murmuring around me.  I didn't think, and I punched him in the face.  He fell into the pew. 
“You have no idea how many years I've wanted to do that.  Grandad would have been ashamed of you.  Aaron, can you get them out of here?”  I snarled out.
“With pleasure.”
He bent over the bench, grabbed my father by his shirt and blazer, and pulled him upright.  My mother followed them, screeching like a banshee.  They weren't very refined now.
I turned towards Larisa’s dad.
“I'm so sorry about that, Mr Osei.”
“You can call me Dad.  We can always tell people you were adopted.”
I blinked at him for a few seconds before I started laughing. 
“Dad.”  Larisa walked over to scold him.
He kissed her cheek before placing her hand into mine.
“Look after her. Once you've put a ring on it, there are no returns.”
“Dad, I'm not a cow for sale!” Larisa looked around for her mum. “Can you come and get him? He is making a scene.”
I pulled her up beside me, and we walked down the rest of the aisle.
“You're not a cow. You're my Ponygirl.”
She pinched my hand but carried on smiling.
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Chapter 28
Larisa
Iwatched all of our family and friends around us.  I had promised Charlene her scoop and got her an invite to Club X.  I'm sure she and her husband will enjoy the experience. I wasn't upset about Grayson’s father. I felt angry for him to have had such horrible parents. My dad put him at ease, and I was grateful for that.
“Do you feel tired?”
Grayson came up behind me, resting his hands on our babies. He swayed his hips to the music.  I'm sure he just wanted to rub his dick on my ass.
“A little. It's nice watching everyone have fun.  Are you okay?”
“Of course I am. I just got hitched to the best fuck of my life.”
My head nearly snapped off, turning towards him. My eyes narrowed in on his grinning face. 
“I'm not so sure I got such a fair deal.  Half of London has been on your dick.”
“I can vouch for that.”  Aaron and Willow came and stood beside us. Willow was trying hard not to laugh. “Used goods.  You should have made him sign a prenup.  I have a great lawyer if you need one.” Aaron said.
Willow slapped his arm.
“You know all about contracts. I'm surprised you didn't get me to sign one when we got married.”
“He was just grateful you took him back. You could have asked him for anything, and he would have given it to you.”  Grayson said.
“She doesn't need one.  She isn't going anywhere.”  Aaron said with a smirk on his face.
He was smiling, but I got some weird psycho vibes from him. It was as if his words were ominous.  Willow rolled her eyes and looped her arm into his.
“Yes, Master.”
Only then did Aaron’s eyes soften, and he looked down at her. 
“Is Ethan with Ella?”  I asked Willow.
“Yes, she wanted to practice changing his nappy.  I tried to tell her it's totally different changing a newborn's nappy, but she was adamant.”
“I can't believe how much he has grown since I first saw him.  He is so friendly with everyone.”
She sighed.
“He is growing up too quickly. I'm looking forward to meeting all your babies.”
Aaron pulled her to his side and whispered into her ear.  He reminded me of Grayson. He hated it when I was sad or feeling ill, and he always tried to fix the problem. I mean, who the fuck banned you from watching animal docuseries?
I leaned my head back on Grayson. 
“Guys, we are going to go home. I need to fuck my wife before she falls asleep on me.”
“Grayson!”
“What?  It's true.  Come on, let's tell your dad.”
He pulled me away, leaving me to wave to Willow.
“Tell Ella and Dom we said bye,”  I said.
I told my dad I was tired, and we were leaving before Grayson could say anything to embarrass me. Grayson gave me my money at the end of the four months. I gave my parents £200,000, but I've barely touched the money he gave me.  I’d had no need to. Grayson had bought me too much. He cancelled my lease and moved my belongings to the estate.  I decided to have the babies and look at part-time work once the babies were born. I can write from anywhere.
Grayson shook my dad's hand, but Dad pulled him in for a hug reminding him he was his father now. Dad jokes are so cringeworthy.  I could picture Grayson being worse.
“You did well, Larisa. He is going to look after you and my grandbabies.”  My mum said as she moved to stand beside me.
I watched Grayson with my brothers before I smiled at her.
Only Charlene and the girls knew about our lifestyle.  As close as I am to my mum, I could never tell her about that part of my life. She was curious about his club. I had purposely kept it vague.  Grayson was happy leaving Logan in charge, and after our last visit, he said he wouldn’t miss it.
∆∆∆
 
Grayson continued to drag me to his car. 
“Why are you in such a hurry to get home all of a sudden?”
“I've never fucked a married woman before.”
I gaped at him as he opened the door for me.
“Dom needs to arrange a psych evaluation for you,”  I said before sitting in the car.
He sat in the driver's seat and started the engine.
“It's cute how you think he is the normal one.”
Good point.  Ella told me all about his freaky ass.
∆∆∆
 
We lay beside the pool under a parasol that Grayson insisted upon.  When I tried to protest, he accused me of overbaking the babies in the sun.  It was easier to give in to him than argue with his kind of logic.  I’m glad we are going home tomorrow. I miss our home and our playtime together. Now I know why Willow didn't want more children for a while. Ella said her pregnancy wasn't impacted that much, probably due to Dom not overreacting over every tiny thing.
“What are you thinking about so deeply, Mrs Dalton?”
“I miss my time as a pony.  We are going to be so busy when the babies come.”
He smiles at me. 
“We are always going to make time for us.  We can hire a nanny for the twins.  I already have a housekeeper.  My side job doesn't take much time.  Just relax. We only have one more day in Italy.”
I look down at the platinum engagement ring and wedding band.  I don’t know if he had help picking it out, but I love it.
He takes my hands and kisses both of them.
“I'm going to see my father when we get back.”
“Do you want me to come with you?”
“God, no.”  He exclaims.
I felt a little hurt by his reaction and looked away from him.
“It's not what you're thinking, Larisa.  I can barely stand them. Why would I want to subject you to them?  Especially when you're pregnant.”
“I just wanted to support you.”
“It's my job to protect you.  Kath was more of a mother to me than the woman who gave birth to me.  They are not nice people.  I would never let you or the twins them near.”
“The twins will have plenty of people around them who love them.”
I rested my cheek against his chest and traced my fingers around my name.  We were both fully healed.  It still gave me butterflies whenever I saw my name branded into his skin.  I'm glad I was unconscious for it, though.  The thought of smelling burning flesh makes me want to gag.
∆∆∆
 
I paced around the front room, keeping my eyes on the driveway.  Grayson messaged me to let me know he was on his way back home.
“Why don't you sit down, Mrs Dalton?  I will let you know when Sir has arrived.”
“Ugh.  You make me sound so old, John.”
He pursed his lips to hide his smile.
“I must seem ancient to you.”
“No.  I can see you running around after the twins.  You're quite fit, John.”
“I did my time with Grayson.  He was a very mischievous child. These ones are all on you two. Good luck.”
I snort at that.  I could picture a rambunctious Grayson running amok.
“My mum said I was an angel when I was younger.  Perhaps the kids will even out.” 
I heard a car crunch on the gravel driveway and looked out the window.  Grayson was back.  I waddled to the front door and saw Grayson walking towards me.  He always looked hot in his suits. 
Ugh.  Hormones. 
“Well?”  I demand.
“Hello, to you too, wife.”
He dropped his head down and kissed me.
“He isn't going to press charges.”
I pulled back from him and looked at him in horror. 
“He was going to press charges against you?”
“Yeah, I told him everything I should have over the years and that if he did press charges, myself and Aaron would finish off his struggling business.  From what I can gather, they had some socialite lined up for me in a marriage deal.”
My face scrunched up at the last bit of information.
“I couldn’t see you with a snooty socialite woman.”
“A lifetime of missionary and separate bedrooms like my parents.”  He scoffed.
“I could picture myself in the story being the poor maid caught up in your wicked ways.”  I chuckled.
His eyes lit up, and he pulled me inside the house. 
“What are you doing?  I've got lunch ready for us.”
“Are you hungry?”
“No.”
“I am.”
He tugged me upstairs.  I'm sure he didn't want John to bleach his eyes out with whatever he had in mind.
We got into the bedroom, and he slammed the door shut.
“Now I'm going to have to get you a maid's outfit.”
“You're so easy, Mr Dalton.  We had best be quick before your wife comes.”
“My wife is definitely going to cum.”  He said with a smirk.  “Take off your clothes.”
He walked over towards the window and sat on the chair.  He tugged his tie loose and sat with his legs spread open.
I unzipped my top and let it slide onto the floor.  I pulled my leggings down and kicked them off.  His eyes followed my every movement.  His gaze rested on my belly.
“Turn around.”
I turned around and smiled. He loved seeing his initials on me as much as I loved seeing my name on him.
“Continue.”
I turned back to face him and reached for my bra fastening.  I paused when I saw he had pulled his dick out and was shamelessly wanking himself.
“Tick tock,” he said.
I snapped myself out of my daze and took my bra off.  My eyes stayed on his dick while I pushed my panties down.  I kicked them off, uncaring where they fell.  I watched the white material land near his foot.  He bent down and wrapped them around his hand before he continued to wank his cock.
“Is my pussy wet for me?”  He asked, with his eyes locked on my belly.
I nodded.
“Let me see how wet you are.”
I slid my hand down my stomach and rubbed my pussy.
“Come closer.”
I stopped in front of him and showed him my fingers.
“Let me taste you.”
I put my two fingers into his mouth and felt his tongue lick my fingers.  He held my wrist until he was done.  His stormy eyes didn't leave my face.
“I've made a little mess.  Why don't you do your job and lick me clean?”
I glanced down and saw he had indeed made a mess.
“No mouth.  Only use your tongue.”
I put my hands above his knees to kneel down.  I used my tongue and licked the tip of his cock before I used my tongue to clean the small slit on his cock.
“Open your mouth and stick your tongue out.”
I slid my hands up his hard thighs and licked my lips before opening my mouth and sticking my tongue out.
He rested the tip of his cock in my mouth.  He used my panties in his fist and wanked his cock.  He did this for a few moments.
“Now lick me clean, girl.  Taste how much I want to fuck you.”  His voice sounds husky with desire.
I sucked the tip of his cock, swallowing down all of his pre-cum.  I kept sucking and licking the tip until there was no more.  I kept my eyes on his, unable to look away from him.
“I want you on your hands and knees on the bed.  With your legs wide open.”
I licked his cock one last time.  He held his hand out for me and helped me up.  I walked to the bed and climbed on it before settling on my hands and knees.  I shifted my legs apart as he had instructed and waited.
“You think you're so clever to tempt me with this ass and pussy?”
“No, Mr Dalton.”
“I don't want to hear a single sound from you.”
Why did he ask me a question, then? 
I rolled my eyes, but since I needed to cum I kept my thoughts to myself.
I felt him put something over my head.  He tightened it until I felt something in my mouth.  I saw he had fastened his tie around me with the thick knot in my mouth.
“This ass was made to tempt me.” 
His fingers grazed over his initials.  He slapped my ass, making me grunt on the tie.  I shifted my knees.
“You need to stay quiet and don't move.”  He said in a stern voice. 
Oh.  Yes, please, Mr Dalton.
He pulled my ass apart, and he spat on my ass. 
Oh, no.  I hope he didn't think that would help if he intended to put his horse dick inside my ass.  I felt my body tense up.
“I know how to keep your ass still.”
His fingers rested on my lower back, pushing his thumb into my ass.  I moaned and pushed my ass back.
“I. Said. Keep. Your. Ass. Still.”
He slapped my ass repeatedly, making me gasp and bite down on his tie.  He moved onto the other side and slapped my other cheek.  He is pushed his thumb in and out of my ass simultaneously.
Finally! Ever since my belly popped out, he has treated me like I'm made of delicate glass.
“You dirty whore.  Your pussy is leaking all down your legs.  Little sluts like you need to be fucked often.”
He pushed his thumb deeper into my ass.  I rested my head on the bed covers with a moan as it only pushed my ass closer towards him.
I felt his cock rub against my pussy. 
“Do you need my cock, little whore?”
I mumbled, but it came out distorted because of the tie in my mouth.
His dick pushed into me.  He fucked himself in and out of me in slow hard thrusts.  He pulled his thumb out and spat on my ass again before pushing his thumb back inside. 
“This is what you get.  A thumb stuck in your asshole and my dick in your cunt.”
I'm panted into the bed.  I kept one elbow on the bed, and I rubbed my clit.  He wasn’t any better as he panted above me like an animal.
“You're going to make me cum in this pussy, girl.  You’re so fucking wet.”
He thrust harder into me, and I moaned on the bed. I couldn’t move because he kept me in place with his hand on my back.
I rubbed my swollen clit just as he slammed hard into me, and I felt the uncontrollable pleasure run through my body.  I cried out into the tie and bed, uncaring of the sounds I made.  He pulled his thumb out of my ass and began to pound into me like he used to.  He pulled my ass back onto his every thrust.
“Take my cum. Ugh.”
I felt his body tense, and he continued groaning as he spewed his seed inside me.  He held himself deep inside of me until his cock stopped twitching around.  The only sound in the room is our breathing.
I groaned and moved my ass.  My legs were aching, and I needed to lie on my side.  He pulled out of me, giving me a final slap, and I rolled onto my side.  After I pulled the tie out of my mouth, I rubbed my belly with a smile. 
Daddy did good. 
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Chapter 29
Grayson
Iwet a washcloth before going back into the bedroom.  She had pulled the tie off and was rubbing her belly with a relaxed smile on her face.  She surprised me with all that maid talk, but it took my mind off all the shit I had just heard come out of my parent's mouths.  I almost punched my father again when he referred to my children as half-breeds.
I spoke to Aaron on the way back, and combined, we will ruin what little he has left of his business.  I never want to tell Larisa what happened.  A little white lie not to hurt her feelings is acceptable in my book.  No one is going to fuck with my wife or kids.  Period.
My cum dripped out of Larisa’s magical pussy, and I wipe her clean.  She looked up at me with a lazy smile.
“Thank you for the clean-up service, Mr Dalton.”  She said with a giggle.
This is the way I want to see her.  Smiling, fat with our babies and well fucked.
“You're welcome, baby. Are you okay? I wasn't too rough?”
“God, no.  It's just what I needed.”
I rubbed her belly.  Our babies.  We are going for the scan so we can plan out their nursery.  The project should keep her out of trouble.
For a whole five minutes.
∆∆∆
 
I grasped Larisa’s thigh when we saw the babies on the screen.  The nurse is saying something, but it's all a white sound to me.  We created not one life but two and—Oh, fuck.  I will have to start making smoothies for Larisa and the babies.  It's not just one baby she is nourishing but two. 
I turned, frowning at her, but she wasn't looking at me.  Her eyes were blinking rapidly as she looked at the screen with tears.  I stood up to put my arm around her shoulder.  I told the nurse to print off a few pictures before looking back at the screen. 
The feeling of happiness is like no other.  I no longer felt like the black sheep of my family.  We have our own family to nurture now.  My woman and children are all that matters.  The bonus is that I will always have one up on Aaron and Dom by having the twins.
The nurse’s words pierce through my thoughts.
“Do you want to know the sex?”  She asked us.
“Yes,”  Larisa said before I could.
“A son and a daughter.”  She said with a smile and showed us on the screen.
“A brother and sister,”  I whispered. 
Larisa has siblings, I had the boys later in life, but my babies will always have one another.  The nurse went on about something else, and I walked up to the screen and touched their little faces. I don't know what kind of monsters my parents were, but my babies would never doubt that I loved them.
That we loved them.
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Chapter 30
Larisa
Idon't know how Grayson did it.  I felt like a beached whale when I was lying down, and he still managed to turn me on with his filthy mouth. 
“Ugh.  It will take me ages to get back into shape once A&B arrive.”
We had to call them A&B because we kept arguing over their names.  I don't know why Grayson is against matching names. It's cute. 
“Why the fuck are you worrying about that shit?”
“I just feel short and fat.  I resent that you look just the same.  Aren't you supposed to get a dad bod?”
“Are you trying to jinx this?”
He waved his hand up and down his naked body.  Even his cock is perfect.  I could start adding butter to his protein shake. He would never know.
“Whatever.”  I slapped my hands above my head.
“I like you like this.  It's a bonus having your ass and tits this size.  If you still feel like this when the twins are six months old, we can always get high fencing around the field, and I could whip you into shape in no time.”
I lifted my head up.  That's not a bad idea. 
“I see no point in it, though, because I will breed you again.”  He adds on.
I flop back down onto the pillow.
“You're impossible.”
He kissed my belly. 
“I want a tattoo on your back.  I want my full name on you.”
“Branding my skin wasn't enough?”  I asked while I looked at the high ceilings.  I'm glad I didn't get the nursery painted. These walls would have been a nightmare.  I decided to use different furniture colours on each side of the room so that as the twins got older, they had their own space.
“It's never enough with you.  I will always want more.  I want the kids' names on me.”
“A&B will be a short tattoo for you, and I'm stuck with your full name on my ass.”
The babies will be here soon. They might end up being named A&B if we don’t decide on their names.
“I've not fucked you hard enough.  You should be sleeping by now.”  He grumbles.
I flung a leg over his and closed my eyes. 
“Try harder next time,”  I said with a smile and stretched my back out.
“You're lucky A&B are inside you.”
My smile widened as I snuggled into his body. 
I am so lucky, but like hell am I going to admit it to him. 
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Epilogue
Grayson
Ihold Aisla in one arm and watch the nurse clean up Bennett.  The doctor is stitching Larisa up in the other room.  I was stuck between staying with her or being with the babies until Larisa told me to stay with them. She ended up having an emergency C-section.
It was horrible watching her go through it all and unable to do anything to help her.  We have a live-in nanny at home now.  I only want Larisa to focus on her recovery. 
She was being wheeled in, and she looked at the children.  I look down at Aisla and don’t want to let her go.  Her eyes are closed, and she looks so peaceful.  The nurse walked over to Larisa and passed her Bennett. 
The other nurse pushed the chair closer to Larisa and nodded at me.
“Thank you.”
I sat down next to Larisa as she stroked Bennett’s cheek.  He blinked and rubbed his face into Larisa.  He has greyish-dark eyes. They are wide like his mother’s.  The shape of his lips looks like mine.  Their skin looks as if it has been kissed by the sun. 
“I think he is looking for some food, mama.”  The nurse said.
Sure enough, he was nuzzling into her breast.  With my free hand, I help Larisa pull her gown down.  I watched as the nurse helped Bennett to latch on.  Larisa sucked her breath in when he started to chomp on her.  He got the hang of it very quickly.  The emotions coursing through me were indescribable.  I felt myself choke up. 
Aisla lets out a little squawking noise.  I gently rocked her on my arm as I sat back to watch the most natural and beautiful sight I’d ever seen.  
My wife nursing our son for the first time. 
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Larisa
Aisla and Bennett were on the playmat, and Grayson was making the most ridiculous faces at them. They were nearly three months, and they recognised us now. I’m sure they could sniff out my boobs.  My parents spent a month with us.  I was only too happy when they retired.  They will be back soon enough. They are never off the phone trying to see them.  It’s like I no longer exist.
“My babies are hungry. Get their food out.”
I looked down at them. 
“They seem fine to me.” 
I could feel my breast pads get wet. They were due their lunch, but it needled me how he was so in tune with Aisla and Bennett. 
“Don’t you need to get some work done?” 
“No, I did most of it when you were pregnant.  Now I only need to collect the rent.  The club is being looked after.  I'm all yours.”
Great.
Bennett began to fuss, and I scooped my baby boy up.  He nuzzled his face into my breasts.  I kissed his plump cheek.
I'm no longer a pretty pony but a milking cow.  A sudden pang went through me.  They were growing up too fast. I would need to start them on solid food in another few months. 
I looked down at Grayson.
“As soon as they start solids.  I want another baby.” 
Grayson’s head snapped up to look at me so fast I'm surprised it didn't fall off.
“I'm ready now.”
I scoffed at him as I took Bennett to the bed.
“You're always ready.”
He walked over with Aisla in his arm and watched me untie my top. 
“You had better be ready by the time they are asleep.”
I smiled down at Bennett.  I would have to share my hucow books with Grayson. 
The End.
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Afterword
Hello Lovelies,
I hope you enjoyed the last book in this series.  I didn't want their stories to end, but Giovanni and Alessia are calling! 
Punished By Him will be out next month now.  My apologies for the delay.  I lost a lot of work/time when my laptop died.  A lesson learnt. 
Thank you for all your support and kind words. 
A massive thank you to my friend Kelly. You kept me sane. ♥️
Stay happy & stay healthy,
LoveBite Shorts xXx ♥️
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