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  DAY EIGHT


  


  (11 am)


  


  The heron’s head drops suddenly. Its long bill plunges into the lake, then lifts up again, sprinkling water all about it. There is now a fish between the two pincers, wriggling manically, desperate to avoid its fate. But with a toss of its snake-like neck, the glistening silver roach disappears into the bird’s mouth, its throat briefly swelling and rippling as the still alive fish is swallowed whole. The heron stalks forward through the shallow water, haughty and regal, before stopping stock still once more to patiently await its next prey.


  Above the wading bird, a crow glides over the profusion of mature weeping willow trees clustered by the lakeside, before coming to rest on the parapet of a tower, part of a gothic Victorian house situated fifty yards from the water. The black-eyed, black-faced raven stares inquisitively down at the funeral cortège waiting outside the front of the house. Its loud, doleful squawking carries loudly across the space in between.


  Three carriages are waiting, drivers mounted high. It is the first week of April and the clouds lie low, a persistent drizzle fills the misty gloom and there is a nip in the air. A figure descends the steps from the main entrance to the house, her stride purposeful, the full, long skirts of her gown swirling about her alluringly, right down to the ankles. Another figure shuffles alongside the woman, holding an umbrella above her to protect her from the rain.


  The gown is made of leather, the cut and finish, the sheen is exquisite. It covers the woman completely from the neck down, emphasizing her svelte figure. It gleams as if it is already wet. The long sleeves merge into gloves. From her pill-shaped hat a heavy mesh veil hides her head completely, no part of her is visible. She struts assertively across the cobblestones to the middle carriage. She looks like a bizarre character from the 19th century, but it is very much the 21st century.


  Following behind is another fully shrouded figure, this one dressed even more bizarrely in highly polished latex. Her progress is less forthright, encumbered, soon trailing in the first lady’s wake. The skirt of her gown more resembles a tube, so narrow that only tiny steps are possible, the rubber shimmering with every movement, crackling noisily. Her waist is corseted, giving her form a striking hourglass silhouette. Even the veil over her head is made of latex, The opaque rubber manifesting more as an Islamic niqab than a traditional western veil – there doesn’t appear to be any way for her to see out.


  She also has someone holding an umbrella over her, patiently abbreviating their steps to keep pace with the painfully slow progress she is making. Two more leather clad figures follow behind, also forced to match the same rate of motion, these two also having to hold their own umbrellas.


  The first lady is assisted up into the carriage, her raised feet briefly flashing the metal stiletto heels of her boots. It is a cabriolet, its hood raised against the inclement weather to protect the occupants and the heavily padded, leather upholstered seats. The woman takes a front-facing seat. The second lady has to be lifted aboard, unable to raise her legs high enough in the hobble dress to mount the steps. She sits beside the first woman, who reaches out her gloved hand to clasp that of her companion. The remaining two figures take the rear-facing seats.


  Four more women have come out of the house. They seat themselves in the third carriage. The first carriage is the hearse, the glass-walled sides displaying the black coffin within. Several other figures have appeared. They form orderly lines behind the third carriage along with the umbrella-holders, fully exposed to the rain. Everyone is entirely clad in black.


  One of the leather-clad rear-facing women thumps the handle of her umbrella against the side of the carriage. The high-perched driver calls out and jiggles the reins. The cortège moves off.


  But none of the carriages have horses between the shafts. The reins slap down on the shoulders of half-naked, heavily bound humans who lean into the traces forcefully to get the heavy carriages moving. The two tall, leggy women pulling the hearse have particular difficulty in getting moving and the driver flicks her whip across the haunches of both to spur them on.


  Like all of these human ponies, they are wearing remarkable hoof-shaped boots that have no heel, perching them up on their toes – combined with the chunky hoof underneath, these add at least eight inches to their height. They prance forward, lifting their knees parallel to the ground with each step. Every time their feet hit the cobbles the realistic clop of horseshoes reverberates from the stones, eerily authentic, adding to the strange spectacle.


  Their arms are severely bound behind their backs, forearms locked into long cuffs either side of their spines, elbows strapped together at their waists. The extreme position curves their bodies, pushing their chests extravagantly forward. Uncompromising collars are locked around their necks, rising high at the sides, holding their heads fixed in place, slightly tilted backward. A network of straps cover their faces, resembling a real horse’s bridle, with a bit between their teeth. Blinkers restrict their vision to straight in front of them. It is hard to see their individual features amongst all the leather and metal.


  The reins terminate attached to sturdy rings through their nipples, passing up through rings either side of the bits, then over their shoulders to the driver. It leaves them helplessly controlled, capable of suffering huge pain and discomfort if they do not obey as instructed.


  The ponies heads are hairless except for broad strips front to back down the centre of their scalps, the manes braided into ropes, entwined with ribbons. Matching tails are jutting out from between their buttocks, hanging down between their legs. All the ponies have been waiting outside a while and their manes and tails are saturated, weighty with water, swinging heavily back and forth behind them. Each has three large black feathers projecting up more than a foot from their foreheads. Their harnesses, a mixture of metal and leather, are gleaming in the wetness.


  The ponygirls pulling the hearse are a striking contrast. One is dark-skinned with white tack and hair, the other pale-skinned with black tack and hair, but they move in perfect synchronicity and are very similar in build and stature. Both of them have drool seeping from their bitted mouths, hanging in strands off their chins.


  While the third carriage at the back has a pair of ponyboys locked between the shafts. Their bodies are toned and ripped without being overly muscular. They have black manes and tails. Their cocks and balls are locked into anatomically shaped cages that aren’t large enough to allow them to become fully erect. The cages sit against their lower abdomen, held in place by being fixed to thick belly-button rings. These are the only two men in the whole cortège.


  Meanwhile, the cabriolet has a team of six ponygirls in two lines of three. Their manes and tails are a bright, brassy blonde streaked through with a thick line of black. They seem uncannily alike, same height, same build, same large breasts thrust forward by their posture and the harnesses that wrap their torsos, giving them all the appearance of exaggerated pridefulness. Parts of their bodies are clad in metal that moulds to their form, catching the light and the rain to shine vividly.


  All the ponies have the same marching gait, thighs lifting high with every step, each team operating in sync under the control of their driver’s whip and reins. The carriages rumble across the cobblestones until they end, but the procession continues onto an unpaved road that curves around the lake, set back about thirty yards from the water, heading towards a stone building that sits by the lakeside about a third of a mile away. The estate’s mausoleum is only intermittently visible through the trees.


  There is a bell hanging beside the driver of the hearse. Periodically, she strikes it with a hammer and the low note of the chime peals mournfully through the damp air. Behind the last carriage, nine figures follow in three lines of three, heads bowed.


  The raven pushes off from the parapet and glides gently down to the cobblestones in front of the house. It struts about, head pumping with each step, before hopping two-footed to cover more ground. It stops, looking at the house with its steep roofs and grotesque gargoyles looming out from the walls, each dribbling a thin stream of water from their mouths. The bird’s beak opens wide and it projects a long, forlorn call that goes on and on.




  DAY ONE


  


  Luna


  Walking around the bed, Luna’s eyes remained on Anya’s prone figure. Her legs were parted, pointing to the bottom corners, tied to the bed legs. A monoglove had her arms pulled closely together behind her back, underneath her, curving her slim body into a mild bow shape, displaying her small but delightfully pert breasts prettily. Below them, her waist was captured tightly inside a leather waspie corset, giving her torso an alluringly curvy outline. The edges cut into her ribs and hips. A blindfold covered her eyes and her head was moving subtly from side to side as she tried to establish Luna’s whereabouts.


  Luna experienced such a surge of arousal as she eyed her bound girlfriend’s erotically presented body, so pale and unblemished, glowing with health and vitality. She was so beautiful, such a wanton sight, trembling ever so slightly.


  She had been left alone for some time, a Magic Wand strapped to her thigh, the bulb pressed right into her crotch, hard against her sex. The battery had long-since died, But Anya’s hips squirmed periodically, still trying to get some stimulation from the plastic lodged against her labia. It was the most sexy vision. Luna wanted her lover so badly.


  She climbed onto the bed and dropped her head down to take one hard nipple into her mouth, biting gently, feeling the body beneath her kick in response. She tongued the nipple energetically while a hand slowly stroked across the corseted waist, feeling the semi-rigid stays that shaped the figure inside to its unyielding form.


  Unable to wait any longer, Luna spun around, lifting one leg over her prostrate girlfriend, positioning her bottom right over Anya’s head, facing down the young woman’s body. Her hands gently cupped Anya’s breasts, thumbs pressing on her nipples. She slowly lowered herself down until her buttocks covered Anya’s face. They spread apart as she let them take her weight. She felt Anya’s nose slide between the cheeks so that it was lodged against Luna’s bumhole. Luna pressed her sex against Anya’s mouth. The mouth immediately responded, kissing her labia, tongue pushing between the lips.


  Luna quivered, a frisson passing through her entire body, her toes curling, as the tongue eagerly explored inside her, knowing exactly where and how she liked to be touched. Her head tipped back. She felt her long black hair swaying behind her. She closed her eyes and sighed, undulating her hips slowly to sink as deeply onto the mouth as she could, leaning back occasionally to allow Anya to catch a quick breath.


  Her hands continued to play with Anya’s breasts and nipples as her movements became increasingly animated, her excitement snowballing, her passion soaring. She began to grind her sex and bottom on Any a’s face, feeling the hot breath of the woman underneath her right in her crotch. She moaned in delight at both the physical and psychological sensations, jubilant, joyous as her arousal grew ever greater. This was so good…It was perfect…It was nirvana.


  Anya’s agitated fidgeting awoke her. For a moment there was bewilderment, reality and her dream mixing together to create a fog of confusion. Anya was spooning Luna, her body pressed against her, warm and soft. But it wasn’t the dream, the dream was ebbing away and she felt a heavy disappointment that it wasn’t true. It had felt so authentic, right to her core, but once again it slipped away like smoke. It wasn’t the first time this had occurred. The last few days had been especially bad, her sleep producing these explicit fantasies of outrageous sex with Anya.


  “There’s someone at the door!” Anya muttered through gritted teeth.


  “Ignore them. They’ll soon go.”


  But they didn’t. As Anya wrapped her arms around Luna, pressing her lips onto the back of her neck, the insistent knocking continued.


  Luna had this overwhelming desire to dominate Anya, to indulge in extremely kinky sex with Luna in charge. She had been having the thoughts for months, but they were getting increasingly more frequent so that the ideas were now persistently on her mind. It was becoming an obsession.


  “Fucking hell!” Anya growled.


  She unwrapped herself from Luna and threw the duvet back, rolling off the bed.


  “If it’s time-wasters, I’ll go fucking mad!”


  Luna watched her girlfriend throw on a massively oversized T-shirt that reached halfway down her thighs. She looked gorgeous when she was angry. She looked gorgeous when she wasn’t. She was just gorgeous. She was something special. Luna had never felt so passionate about a lover before, never experienced the intensity of the feelings that she had now.


  And that was why she daren’t mention to Anya the sexual fantasies she was having about her. She knew Anya was broadminded – it was one of the many things she loved about her – but the desires that Luna was experiencing were serious shit. It was disturbing…frightening. Luna could imagine how she would have reacted if former lovers had expressed the desire to do such things to her! It was scary.


  The bedroom door banged against the wall as Anya stormed out, she had opened it with such force.


  Restraining, objectifying, humiliating…These were bad things. You didn’t do those kind of things to people, most especially not the one you loved. Even more troublingly, Luna had an urge to hurt Anya, to spank her and worse, even though she was against violence of any kind. The hypocrisy! Neither of them believed it was OK to spank a child, how could you want to spank your lover?


  If Anya found out what Luna was yearning to do to her, what she was dreaming about, Luna could lose her forever. It was a risk that could not be taken. Her fantasies would have to remain just that and she needed to learn how to deal with them.


  


  Anya


  Cait Green took a leather-bound folder out of her briefcase and placed it on her knees. Anya guessed the woman was in her mid-forties, projecting an aura of sophistication and order that was out-of-place in the unkempt, ill-maintained flat. There were two empty pizza cartons on the floor from last night, three empty beer cans lying on their sides on the dirty carpet, several old coffee cups scattered about, discarded shoes, the list went on. Anya wasn’t ordinarily bothered about living in such a mess, but something about the visitor’s presence made her feel a little ashamed for once, self-conscious that she was a slob.


  The solicitor was well-groomed, her dark hair very short but highly stylized, artfully messed-up on the top and emphasizing her cheekbones and angular features. Her make-up was subtle and classy. Butter-soft black leather pants, quite tight-fitting, accentuated her slim figure and her high-heeled boots looked equally expensive. She had slipped off a burgundy red leather jacket, under which she wore a matching thin-knit, close-fitting sweater. She was of quite small stature, it was the way she carried herself that conveyed such self-assurance and authority.


  Her dark eyes were fearless and piercing, unsettling Anya as they looked directly at her again, but the smile was genuine and warm.


  Anya looked back down at the business card in her hand as if it was suddenly going to reveal an explanation for the woman’s presence in their flat, but there was only the same limited information – Cait’s name, a mobile phone number, an e-mail address – all in a bold, black, sans serif font on thick white card. The top left corner of the card was a triangle of solid black ink. There was nothing else on either side.


  “Is this about the flat?” Anya asked.


  They were technically living here illegally. It was a subsidized, council-owned property and they were sub-letting it from the tenant, which wasn’t allowed. Anya didn’t know what they would do if they got kicked out, they wouldn’t be able to afford anything else.


  “No, not at all.”


  The flat hadn’t been decorated in decades, the paint on the walls was discoloured, the carpet worn threadbare in places, but if the lawyer found her surroundings distasteful, she was very good at concealing it.


  Anya didn’t feel much better herself. It was gone midday and they had been sleeping in after some great sex. Her long blonde hair was unkempt and in need of a wash. She gathered it together behind her neck to try to keep it away from her face. They had initially ignored the rapping at the door, but it had just persisted until Anya had got angrily out of bed and pulled on an oversized T-shirt. She had thrown open the front door aggressively, ready to vent her anger at being disturbed, but the sight of Cait Green had completely knocked the wind out of her sails.


  Both women looked up as Luna arrived with three mugs of steaming coffee in her hands. She was wearing an old T-shirt and cut-off denim shorts, her feet were still bare – as were Anya’s – and her face was still puffy with sleep. She had tied her dark hair back carelessly and there were many loose strands that had escaped, wafting about her head.


  “Thank you. What I have to say is personal and confidential to you, Luna. I have to make you aware of this fact.” Cait looked both young women in the eye.


  “Anya can hear anything you have to say.”


  Luna had slumped down on the sofa next to Anya. She took Anya’s hand, feeding her fingers between her girlfriend’s, gripping tightly. She drew both hands into her lap. Anya could see Luna staring at Cait’s pants. It was obvious her lover had a thing for leather, but she had never spoken to Anya about it and they certainly didn’t have the money for her to indulge in it.


  “If you change your mind at any point, let me know.”


  Cait opened the folder in her lap and drew out some papers.


  “This concerns a potential inheritance. You have been named as the main beneficiary in a will, subject to certain conditions.”


  Cait handed one set of papers to Luna, then another set to Anya.


  “Before I can go any further, I have to ask you both to sign a non-disclosure agreement. What you hear and see going forward has to remain confidential. It is one of the conditions that has to be met if we are to proceed.”


  Luna and Anya looked at one another. Luna was frowning.


  “Has something happened to my mum?”


  “Not that I am aware of. I am not representing your mother.”


  “Who else would leave you stuff?” Anya directed the question at Luna.


  Luna looked at Cait, who indicated the agreements she had just handed out.


  “If you sign the NDAs, I will explain.”


  Anya leaned close to Luna, resting her cheek on her lover’s shoulder as they both studied the document. It seemed straightforward, but she wondered how it could ever be enforced. Neither of them had much concern in signing the agreement. Luna handed the papers back to Cait.


  “So?”


  “I am the executor of the estate of the recently departed Dominique de Raveneaux. Luna is named as the main beneficiary in the will.”


  Again, Luna and Anya shared a look.


  “But I’ve never heard of her…Was she French?”


  “Not exactly. The name is Huguenot, from France originally, but that was hundreds of years ago.”


  Taking another piece of paper out of her folder, Cait handed it to Luna.


  “This is a copy of the birth certificate of her daughter.”


  It was a photocopy. Luna and Anya both looked at it.


  “So?” Luna repeated her monosyllabic question.


  “Is there anything there familiar to you?”


  “I’ve never heard of Cimmeria de Raveneaux!”


  “What about the date of birth?”


  It took some moments for Luna to respond.


  “My mum’s birthday?” She looked up at Cait, frowning again.


  “The third of January 1966, yes. That was the birth date of your mother; Cimmeria de Raveneaux. Dominique de Raveneaux was your grandmother.”


  “Na…You’ve got this all wrong. Suzanna May is my mother and she was born in Kent, not Buckinghamshire.”


  “Cimmeria de Raveneaux was adopted at nine days old by Bernard and Margaret May.”


  “My mother was not adopted.”


  “A condition of the adoption was that Cimmeria, later christened as Suzanna, never be told of it and never have the opportunity to search for her birth mother.”


  “You’re saying my mother is adopted and doesn’t know it?” Luna made a strange sound.


  “That is exactly what I am saying!”


  Cait produced another document from her folder and handed it to Luna.


  “It was all handled with the utmost discretion. Neither party was given any paperwork, but this notarized acknowledgement of the adoption was kept by Dominique’s solicitor at the time. I believe that it is the only proof that remains.”


  The sheet of paper and its old-fashioned type and letterhead looked genuinely aged. It appeared authentic to Anya, for what that was worth.


  “Now that Dominique has passed away, Suzanna can no longer contact her birth mother, but the confidentiality clause does technically remain intact. I would advise serious thought before revealing this bombshell to your mother, I doubt the knowledge will aid her wellbeing – quite the reverse…I can’t imagine what effect the news would have upon her, especially if she discovered that the vast majority of Dominique’s estate has been left to you and she will receive nothing.”


  Anya knew that relations between Luna and her mum were strained. Their contact was infrequent. They didn’t see eye-to-eye about many things, having radically different outlooks on life.


  “What kind of inheritance are we talking about?” Luna asked.


  “I must stress again that receipt of the inheritance is subject to certain conditions, you need to be able to fulfil those conditions to inherit.”


  “How much are we talking?”


  “A substantial country estate and a portfolio worth tens of millions of pounds.”


  There was a long silence in the room. Anya and Luna stared at each other. Then they smiled. They weren’t smiles of joy but of cynicism.


  “Forgive us if we are sceptical!” Anya said.


  “Who wouldn’t be! Here is a copy of the will.”


  More papers were passed across.


  “Why would my mum not inherit all this?”


  “It’s a very sad story. A tragedy. When Dominique went into labour with your mother, her lover was rushing to be with her, but was killed in a car crash.”


  “Oh, wow!”


  “Dominique couldn’t help it, she felt that your mother was responsible…She was never able to forgive her. She never saw her daughter again after she heard the news. She insisted on giving the baby the name of Cimmeria, after the darkness that was enveloping her. Somehow she got it on the birth certificate. She wanted the baby gone, never to know the tragedy surrounding her birth and never able to contact Dominique. That is how the strange adoption came about.”


  Anya and Luna sat in stunned silence.


  “And her viewpoint never changed until she passed away. She would ask for reports on Suzanna’s wellbeing, but she never reconsidered her position of hiding the truth from your mother, or never wanting to see her again. To answer your original question, Suzanna has never been included in any of Dominique’s wills, even before you were born. The loss of the love of her life affected her deeply for the rest of her days, she never got over it. She was determined that Suzanna never be part of her legacy.”


  In the awkward silence, Anya and Luna drank their coffee. Cait ignored her mug. Anya was looking at the extensive list of names in the will that were all in receipt of (to Anya at least) huge amounts of money.


  “There are a lot of beneficiaries,” she observed.


  “Dominique rewarded loyalty. She also received a lot of it. There are many who are distraught at her loss and fearful for their futures. She was a genuine matriarch. The inheritance is about much more than the property and the money. That is why there are stipulations attached to receiving it.”


  Luna May was last on the list. The remainder of the estate passed to her, subject to the conditions in Appendix A.


  “Such as?” Luna asked.


  “I will leave you to study the full appendix in your own time. Dominique de Raveneaux was a unique woman. Her lifestyle was unconventional, to say the least. Her country estate, Heron’s Lap, has a culture like nothing you will have encountered before. To inherit you must be prepared to nurture that way of life, to continue the legacy.


  “With that in mind, for the first five years, all decisions related to the estate and its portfolios will require the authorization of the executor – myself – and the trustee, named in the appendix as Use Vietz. I have executive control of the finances. Ilse is the manager of the real estate property and those that live there. At the end of the five years, if we are satisfied that you are capable and committed to Dominique’s legacy, the full inheritance will pass to you.”


  Again, Luna and Anya looked at one another.


  “We just have to let the people already living on the estate stay there?” Luna looked back at Cait.


  “It is a lot more complicated than that. The way of life on the estate will not be to most peoples’ taste. You might well want nothing to do with it. It is best if you see it for yourself and then we go on from there.”


  Once more, Anya stared into Luna’s wide blue eyes and they stared right back at her.




  DAY TWO


  


  Anya


  Oblong cutouts in the leather strap that passed across the ponygirl’s eyes allowed her restricted vision. Their hazel colouring was quite beautiful as they regarded Anya curiously. Anya wasn’t quite sure what she was expecting to see when she looked into them – fear, distress, pleading, maybe. She thought that they would be cowed, but they weren’t. They were placid, even serene, and proud.


  “Heron’s Lap offers the opportunity for those whose submissive needs are so great that they wish to immerse themselves totally into that identity, live their lives full-time in the role,” Cait explained. “Every pony here has chosen the lifestyle. You need to understand that they have made the choice freely. They were not tricked, groomed, blackmailed or coerced.”


  “Give her tits a squeeze. They love that,” Ilse Vietz urged. The estate manager was standing next to Anya.


  Anya watched in shock as the German raised her arm and her leather-gloved hand grabbed the ponygirl’s very full left breast, which was lifted and thrust forward by the harness that supported it, crisscrossed with straps that sunk into the flesh. Her palm covered the tumescent nipple with the thick metal ring through it, fingers and thumbs gripping and squeezing. The ponygirl gave a low hum of pleasure as the hand gently kneaded her breast.


  “At the same time, this is not a game, it is very real. They are treated as ponies 24/7, they live in a stable and are subject to rigorous discipline. They never step out of the role,” Cait continued.


  “Go on, give it a try!” Ilse urged Anya.


  Anya wasn’t about to molest the unfortunate woman standing in front of her. She had first had her suspicions about what they might be heading toward today when Cait had picked them up this morning, though her imagination hadn’t come close to the reality she was encountering. The solicitor had remained cryptic in respect to what was so special about Heron’s Lap, and the appendix in the will was full of euphemisms and frustratingly non-specific details that had left both Anya and Luna confused and uncertain. They didn’t know what to make of the whole situation.


  But Cait had again been dressed in leather. This had been too much of a coincidence for Anya. Yesterday might have been a fashion choice, two days in a row was a proclivity. Straightaway, she had been fearful this was going to be about sex, and kinky sex at that. She had felt a growing sense of anxiety as they headed out of London in Cait’s luxurious electric SUV.


  They had checked out Cait Green online. She was who she said she was, on the roll of solicitors licenced to practice in the UK and a member of The Law Society. But still, they were heading who knew where with a stranger. Anya had wanted to tell someone who they had left with, at least, but Luna was happy to maintain the cloak and dagger antics.


  They had travelled for more than an hour. At the gates to the estate, Cait had asked them not to rush to judgement, for respect for alternative life choices, to not be frightened and shocked by what they were about to see, to take the time to understand what they were about to encounter. The lawyer seemed a little worried.


  Anya had been briefly distracted from her concern as the SUV left the cover of woodland and the estate was revealed to them. The view was stunning. They were at the top of a slope. At the bottom a long, narrow lake stretched away both to the left and the right. At one end, the trees were dense right up to the lakeside. On the tallest of them were huge bird nests, clusters on each tree. There must have been two or three dozen in total, several occupied by the spindly-legged, eponymous herons.


  The other end of the lake had been landscaped. The trees were fewer, artfully placed weeping willows, their leaves cascading down to the water, stretches of grass, a couple of buildings close to the shoreline. The lake glistened and shimmered even though the sky was mostly overcast.


  “Beautiful, isn’t it!” Cait observed. “I never tire of the sight. The Heronry has been here for more than a hundred and fifty years!”


  As they rolled down the slope, the driveway curved off to the left, at one point getting close to the water’s edge before moving further away again. And then they got their first glimpse of the house in between the willows. It was set back into the slope some distance away from the lake.


  Anya’s first reaction was a subtle shiver. She felt the hair standing up on her neck. It was so spooky looking, like somewhere the Addams Family would live. She was surprised at how small it was, she had been expecting a stately home or mansion with a grand facade and wings, but it was nothing on that scale.


  The round tower attached to the left side of the building was the dominant feature, four storeys tall, with a crenulated parapet like a castle. Just under the parapet, and again half way down, there were a succession of gargoyles looming out with scary demon faces. The rest of the house was striking in its own right. The roofs were very steep. There were more gargoyles, a succession of little spires and turrets. The windows were narrow and high, coming to a point at the top instead of being squared off.


  Anya glanced at Luna, but her girlfriend wasn’t looking at the house at all. Anya followed her stare. The ground in front of the house was cobbled and the tyres of the SUV began to rumble over the stones as they approached. On Luna’s side of the car there was a gleaming black carriage, like something from a Jane Austen movie, its cabriolet roof lowered to reveal plushly upholstered red leather seats facing each other. A striking sight in itself, but it was the figures chained in place between the shafts at the front of the vehicle that drew the attention.


  Instead of horses, there were two lines of half-naked women, three in each row, all elaborately harnessed up, standing tall and proud. Anya’s heart began to pound in her chest as her eyes widened in shock – Cait’s words to not be had been completely wasted. She looked again at Luna, but her lover’s eyes were still locked on the amazing sight, mesmerized.


  As she stepped out of the car, feeling distinctly nervous, Anya glanced up at the house again. There were a pair of large crows perched close to each other on a little turret at the front of the roof. They were squawking noisily, bouncing from one foot to the other, looking directly down at them, for some reason excited. Their black eyes were distinctly creepy. She had shuddered. What the hell! It was like they had fallen into some trashy, X-rated B-movie.


  Cait’s arm in her back had steered Anya gently toward a tall, imposing woman, introduced as Ilse Vietz, the estate manager. Anya was assessed as the lady’s hawk like eyes scrutinized her. They bore into her. It felt like her mind was being read, that all her pretences were being stripped away. She felt uncomfortable and even more vulnerable.


  The German’s appearance was artfully crafted to be as intimidating as possible. There was more leather – tight pants and a long-sleeved top with a wide neckline lying across her collarbone, gloves and knee-high boots with many buckles, a chunky sole and low heel, all in black. Her white-grey hair was scraped meticulously back tight to her scalp and tied in a knot at the back of her head. She had a long face and prominent nose, carrying herself with real authority. Anya guessed she was in her late fifties, her lean figure remarkable for her age, still able to pull off the tight leather look.


  It was Luna who had mentioned the ponygirls. That was why they had been led over the cobblestones to stand in front of them, Cait explaining their presence with a monologue that sounded rehearsed.


  “There is no need to be worried for their welfare, they are well looked after, waited on hand and foot in truth.” Cait finally finished speaking, though she did add an “of course you can!” When Luna asked if she could touch them, something that shocked and surprised Anya.


  Luna was holding Anya’s hand very tightly, squeezing it almost painfully. Her face was flushed, eyes wide with excitement. Anya found her girlfriend’s response a little disturbing. Wasn’t she appalled like her?


  “There’s no need to be shy, they are well-used to being handled.” Ilse continued to encourage Anya to grope the pony in front of her. Her German accent was soft, suggesting she had been in the UK for a long time.


  “I’d rather not,” Anya replied.


  “Suit yourself, there’s no pressure.” Use’s hand finally left the pony’s breast, her palm sliding down across the woman’s belly.


  The costumes that the ponygirls were clad in – all identical – were really elaborate and quite a spectacle. There was a lot of metal, thin, but shaped to the form of their bodies as if moulded specifically for each individual, the fit was so close.


  Use’s hand stroked the wide metal band that encased the ponygirl’s midriff, conforming exactly to her figure, tightly fitting, displaying her narrow waist, which provided a striking contrast against her large bust. Several straps connected the band to the harness that wrapped her breasts. There was also a shaped metal piece cupping the bottom of the breasts, drawn tight against her chest, that lifted them up and projected them forward, exaggerating their size. Two tongues curled up from the panel to surround the nipples, the centres cut out so that the nipples and areola poked out conspicuously.


  From the centre of the waistband, another band descended to pass between the ponygirl’s legs, so anatomically correct that the shape of the woman’s mound was clearly visible. Use’s fingers slid between the thighs and rubbed, pressing hard. The pony gasped and moaned, her hips twitching uncontrollably and Anya realized the woman was really turned-on. She found the idea profoundly shocking, but it challenged her preconceptions and gave her something to think about. It left her confused, not to mention what to make of the casual way Ilse handled the pony so intimately.


  The pony was wearing these really weird boots that were shaped to look like horses’ hooves. The heel of the foot was lifted really high, so that the pony was almost standing on tiptoe, or wearing high heels, but there was no actual direct support for the heel, it was left hanging in the air, the support somehow incorporated in the deeply raked sole. The hoof underneath was at least two inches thick. They lifted the ponygirl very high. She was well over six feet tall, towering over Anya, significantly taller than Ilse.


  The boots rose to low on the thigh, heavily padded on the front of the knees, mostly made of thick leather, but there were two more metal panels on each leg, one wrapping around the shin, the other around the calf, separated by a strip of crinkled leather to provide some flexibility. Anya didn’t see how the woman would be able to walk properly in them, let alone run. There was a heavy chain with even heavier metal balls at each end wrapped around her ankles, hobbling her in place.


  On the pony’s left hip, there was a mark about an inch and a half across. Anya couldn’t see it in detail without bending down to examine it, which she didn’t want to do, but the centre of the design was a large capital R in a cursive script. It was obviously meant to represent a brand.


  Ilse stroked the ponygirl’s cheek with the knuckles of her gloved fingers, the act genuinely affectionate and tender.


  The pony’s head was held in a fixed position, slightly tilted back, the metal collar shaped to cover her neck completely, rising high at the sides to just under her ears, while a little lip curled partway under her chin to ensure she could not lower it. The woman’s arms were bound behind her back in some way that pushed her chest forward. The whole outfit was incredibly restrictive. It must have been appallingly uncomfortable to wear. Anya shuddered at the thought of what it must feel like to be locked in the thing. It made her feel very strange. Her heart was racing. Was she experiencing a hot flush?


  Before Use’s hand left the ponygirl, it slid up the side of her head to stroke her bare scalp. The only hair she had was a strip running from the centre of her forehead right down to the top of her neck, creating an authentic looking mane. It was about two and a half inches wide. It was coloured a bright platinum blonde but there was a thick streak of black shot through it. It was braided into wide plaits that looked very smart.


  Each of her ears were pierced multiple times around the edge, the holes being used to fix an imitation horse’s ear partially over her own. It was made of soft leather and rose several inches above, finishing in a point, curving around to form a little hollow like the real thing.


  The straps of the bridle criss-crossed her face, large rings either side of her mouth holding a narrow, rubber-covered bit lodged between her teeth. There was a heavy ring lying on her top lip, piercing her septum and two chains were linked from this to the bit rings through which the reins passed. Anya could see that it was designed so that when the reins were tugged, the big rings would be pulled, which in turn would tug on the chains to the nose ring, causing untold discomfort and no doubt provoking instant obedience.


  The ponygirl couldn’t help but dribble profusely around the bit. Her chin was slick with drool and it hung in strands, dropping onto the top of her breasts.


  The reality of seeing a woman bound and adorned in this way, presented as an animal, was disturbing and horrifying and Anya’s mind was in turmoil. It was barbaric and cruel, yet she had seen the evidence herself that the pony was sexually excited. It wasn’t just about dress up, this was so authentic and severe. She looked into the woman’s eyes once more, shaded by the wide eye-strap that passed across the bridge of her nose. Two blinkers set either side of them reduced her field of vision even further, she could only see straight ahead.


  Anya could see how Use’s handling of the ponygirl had excited her. Those eyes were now bright and alert, roused. They looked directly into Anya’s and there was no doubt what they were saying. They were pleading, but not to be freed, they were pleading for Anya to touch her intimately.


  “They like as much attention as they can get.” Ilse seemed to sense Anya’s confusion.


  Anya’s eyes kept returning to the brand on the hip. She pointed at it.


  “Is that real?”


  “Of course!”


  Anya could feel her heart thumping in her chest. It was unbelievable. It was unnerving. It was fucking nuts! Even though it was a little chilly she was perspiring. She felt very uncomfortable. She was flustered.


  And to the ponygirl’s left stood two more. They were identical. The same height. The same large breasts, exactly the same outfits, holding the same pose. And behind them there were three more, all standing to attention, unmoving. What the hell had Luna and Anya got themselves into?


  Luna


  “Dominique de Raveneaux. Your grandmother. In her prime.”


  The painting was huge, at least six feet tall, contributing to the imposing presence of the woman, but it was more than the physical size, the image was striking. The fierce, glowering expression on Dominique’s face radiated power and authority and it seemed so real – as if she was actually in front of them, scrutinizing them, standing in judgement on them. It was painted in the formal style of portraits from hundreds of years ago, presenting her as regal, a person of power.


  She was standing with her legs apart, one gloved hand resting on her hip, fingers splayed, while the other was resting on a walking cane planted firmly on the ground a foot away from her body. Behind, either side of her, were mature willow trees, the drooping leaves captured beautifully by the artist, and the sparkling lake visible in between them.


  She was wearing a form-fitting leather catsuit, thigh-high boots and gloves with heavy gauntlets, her long black hair loose, spilling over her shoulders. The look was very 1960s. Luna couldn’t help noticing there was a strong resemblance to her. It removed any doubts she might have had about the story Cait Green had told. Her grandmother really had been a multi-millionaire sadomasochist with a leather fetish!


  Dominique’s portrait was in the entrance hall of the house, at the bottom of a wide, sweeping staircase. A succession of other pictures – not quite as large – were hung in series, rising up the wall with the stairs. They were all women.


  “She looks just like you, Luna!” Anya had exclaimed in wonder.


  Luna had felt very peculiar. It couldn’t be a coincidence that she had been having all these sexy dreams recently involving BDSM scenarios and now this had occurred. But if it wasn’t, what did that mean? That she was possessed with her dead grandmother’s spirit! Some buried predilection had been triggered by Granny’s passing! That was ridiculous. She didn’t believe in things like that…Didn’t want to entertain the idea there was some supernatural link.


  She had still been flustered by the encounter with the ponygirls outside. It had blown her mind. She couldn’t believe her eyes, shocking and amazing! What a vision, so beautiful! The thought that had gone into their costumes…Wow! And the sight of them had turned her on so much. She remembered the feel of their warm bodies against the cold hard metal…She needed time to think, to process. Luna had still been holding Anya’s hand tightly. What on earth was her girlfriend making of all this?


  The inside of the house was antiquated. It felt like they had stepped back in time. The decor was very old, the furniture from a bygone age. There was a slightly musty smell, though everything was scrupulously clean. They were taken into the lounge and served coffee. The windows didn’t let in enough light, creating a gloomy atmosphere.


  “Dominique lived in her tower rooms. Most of the house has been barely used for decades and is a little neglected.”


  Use’s eyes flitted between Luna and Anya, but Luna thought they were lingering a little covetously on her girlfriend.


  “The original house burnt down in the fire of 1867, this one dates from 1869, but the de Raveneaux family owned the estate for a hundred years before that. We’ll tour the land later.”


  “In that carriage pulled by the ponygirls?” Luna asked.


  “That is how we do things here.” Use’s smile conveyed more warmth than Luna had expected, cracking the stern veneer the German carefully cultivated.


  The coffee was served by a bizarre figure. At first, Luna had thought her a nun, dressed in swathes of black and white, but the costume was gleaming latex, a perverse kind of maid’s uniform. The voluminous, full skirts fell right to the ankle, a white ruffled underskirt longer than the black top skirt. They rustled and crackled noisily with every step. Over her torso and arms the latex was tight-fitting, with more white ruffles at the top of the high collar, spreading out around her chin.


  Then there was a white apron that fell to just below the knees and covered her bust, wide straps passing over her shoulders. It looked like she was wearing a nun’s wimple, except that too was made of rubber, her face surrounded by tight-fitting black latex, then more thick rubber cascading from the top of her head down past her shoulders, a veil, the outer edge a broad band of white, the rest looking like a waterfall of wet tar.


  It was as she bent over to place the heavy tray on to the low table that the voluminous skirts fell forward. At the back, the skirts were split from the hem to the waist, falling away to reveal the woman’s bare buttocks and legs clad in thigh-high rubber boots that fitted skintight and had extraordinarily high stiletto heels. Luna was impressed by how gracefully she moved given the double encumberment of the heels and the long, loose, heavy skirts.


  Also revealed as she leaned over the table was that the uniform had cut-outs for her breasts, which were only hidden by the top of the apron. Side on, as the apron dropped forward slightly, both breasts were exposed. Luna stared, even though she thought she was probably being rude. The thought that had gone into the costume was mesmerizing. It was so sexy.


  When she glanced up again she felt embarrassed to see both Cait and Ilse were watching her, smiling.


  “That will be all, Flopsy.”


  “Yes, Ms Vietz.”


  Straightening up, the maid bobbed a curtsy. As she turned to leave, her skirts swung apart again very briefly and Luna had glimpsed a shiny metal band passing down between her bottom cheeks.


  “Was that woman wearing a chastity belt?” Luna almost blurted the question as soon as the maid had left.


  “You noticed!” Ilse flashed another smile, pleased. “Yes, all the maids are locked up. Their sexual pleasure is at our discretion and it helps to keep them focused on their duties.”


  “Is that legal?” Anya’s tone had been a little sharp and Luna had glared at her.


  “Yes, of course,” Cait stepped in. “The contract is signed in full understanding of the rules therein. You still have doubts that our submissives want to be here?”


  “I don’t know…I’m perturbed by what I’m seeing.”


  “That is understandable. That is what this day is all about. Can I ask you to see it through before you pass judgement?”


  The tour of the house had continued. To Luna’s surprise, there was a lift installed in the tower, something that was completely out of keeping with what they had seen so far.


  “As Dominique lived in the tower, it has received more attention than the rest of the house,” Cait offered by way of explanation.


  “Her bedroom and playroom are on the top floor, her living room below, her dressing room below that – she had quite a collection of clothes, rarely discarding anything, things going back decades. It is wonderful to browse…But I’ll let you do that in your own time,” Ilse said.


  The tower rooms were smaller on the inside than they looked from the outside, about twenty feet across. By modern standards the windows were small, leaving the spaces very dark, even though it was quite bright outside. Even when Ilse put the lights on, they were focused on certain places, leaving shadowy unlit areas that were a little creepy.


  The living room was dominated by a large antique desk which had a closed laptop lying on it. There was a huge TV screen on the wall that looked incongruous amongst the dated decor and furnishings. There was a sofa and armchair and also a conspicuous open space marked by uneven wearing on the rug. Something was missing.


  “Dominique passed away lying on her chaise longue. It wasn’t fit to keep it,” Ilse explained.


  “What did she die of?” Luna had asked.


  “The death certificate says heart failure. She had remained very sprightly for so long. She deteriorated quickly in the last couple of months, though. It was just old age. She slipped peacefully away from us.”


  “How old was she?”


  “Eighty seven. A good age…”


  There were a series of spotlights focusing on another large portrait, though not quite the size of Dominique’s downstairs, but it was very much in the same style as that picture, surely by the same artist. The figure was androgynous. At a glance it could have been a man, but closer inspection showed the smaller build and softer, more feminine features of a woman, but she was wearing a man’s suit with the baggy trousers that were the fashion in the middle of the 20th century. The suit was black, as was the tie. The shirt was white. Short black hair was slicked back on the scalp.


  She was standing with her arm resting on the mantelpiece of the fireplace in the lounge downstairs. In her other hand she was holding a large cigar, a trail of smoke rising and dissipating from the tip. She had a cocky, cheeky smile and her eyes sparkled. The artist had really caught her personality.


  “Ursula ‘Frenchy’ Wentworth. The love of Dominique’s life,” Use said.


  “The one that died?” Luna confirmed.


  “Correct. Dominique never got over her death, turned her into a different person by all accounts.”


  “Dominique’s lover was a woman!” Luna had been surprised. It hadn’t occurred to her. She had assumed it would be her grandfather.


  “Seems to run in the family!” Ilse quipped, looking at Anya.


  “So who was my mum’s father?”


  “We just don’t know,” Cait said. “The birth certificate says unknown. Dominique never revealed a name. Everything was kept hush hush. Remember, two women having a child together was virtually unheard of in those days. They weren’t ashamed, but didn’t need unwanted attention.”


  “And Ursula died the same night my mum was born?” Luna said quietly.


  “Ursula was a doctor. She was rushing home to be with Dominique when she went into labour, but it was a filthy night, a big storm. A tree had come down on the road. Ursula swerved to avoid it but lost control of her car. In those days they didn’t have much in the way of crash protection.” Ilse had filled in the details.


  “As you can see, she kept her ‘Frenchy’ with her always. Many of Ursula’s belongings are in these two rooms, scattered about. Upstairs, her silk pyjamas are on a mannequin in a glass case. We have a decision to make about what we do with them all, now…” Cait’s voice trailed off.


  “After the loss of Ursula, Dominique became a recluse. She rarely left the estate at all in those decades after. She could never let it go, never even wanted to try to move on, it was tragic.”


  “Ursula looks like she was a real character!” Luna was studying the picture again.


  “By all accounts, she certainly was!”


  When they had moved up to the bedroom, Luna immediately noticed the display case, brightly lit internally to highlight Ursula’s possessions, the centrepiece being the headless mannequin wearing black silky pyjamas with white piping. There were several photographs, all with Ursula dressed in mannish garb. The attention-grabbing feature of the room, however, was the dramatic four-poster bed. It almost reached up to the ceiling and each post was intricately and skilfully carved with erotic figures of bound women in submissive poses. It fascinated Luna, and aroused her.


  “Dominique had the bed handmade to her specifications. Amazing, isn’t it?” Use’s gloved hand stroked over the protruding buttocks on the nearest post, lovingly. “I never tire of looking at it.”


  The motive continued on to the ornate headboard surround. There was so much to look at, Luna didn’t know where to put her eyes.


  “What’s this?” Anya asked, her foot kicking the base of the bed.


  Around all three out-facing sides of the bed there were vertical bars running down to the floor from below the high-sitting mattress.


  “That was Nutmeg’s kennel, where Dominique’s pet would spend her nights if she wasn’t sharing Dominique’s bed or hadn’t been left somewhere else.”


  Bending over, Ilse pulled out one side. It opened like a drawer. Inside, there was a thin, rubber-covered mat. There were also numerous rings built into the floor.


  “Though she was very reclusive from the wider world, strangely Dominique didn’t like to be alone. If she was outside, she would be with her ponies. If she was inside, she would always have Nutmeg or her personal maid Bunny nearby.”


  “Her pet was a woman?”


  Luna could see Anya’s brain trying to make sense of what she was looking at. It didn’t look suitable for a dog.


  “Correct. Her personal submissive.”


  “Where is Nutmeg now?” Luna had asked.


  “Both Nutmeg and Bunny are at the cottages. Dominique’s passing has hit them both hard. She was the centre of their world. Neither wish to continue in their roles.”


  “At the top of the hill there is a row of old tied cottages where the land-working staff used to live,” Cait explained. “Now the cottages are also available for former staff and retired ponygirls who wish to stay on the estate. Most don’t, of course. Nutmeg and Bunny haven’t decided yet whether they will stay, but there will always be a place for them here. We look after those who serve loyally. The arrangement continuing is one of the conditions for receiving the inheritance.”


  As Ilse slid the underbed prison cell back into place, Luna couldn’t stop her imagination running wild. She had fantasized sleeping on the bed and having Anya chained down underneath. The surge of arousal she had experienced when examining the ponygirls reignited. She had glanced guiltily at her girlfriend.


  “What about this?” Anya had turned her attention to something that looked like a hassock, a curved, heavily padded piece of wood and leather with multiple straps hanging loose.


  “That, Miss Allen, is a spanking or whipping stool, depending on one’s mood!” Ilse had teased Anya. “This was Dominique’s playroom as well as her bedroom. You will see there are various devices for BDSM play.”


  Ilse strode across to a large, free-standing wardrobe and pulled the doors open with an extravagant flourish.


  “And this is where she kept all her toys!”


  Luna’s eyes had grown wide. The contents of the cupboard were deeply sinister, but she couldn’t help finding them both very erotic and exciting, as well. There were all kinds of items hanging from the walls and doors, whips, canes, straps, gags, hoods and masks, dildos, things she couldn’t begin to guess the purpose of.


  “Dominique was very traditional. Old school bondage and corporal punishment.”


  And now they were up on the roof of the tower. The wind was chilly. The views both across and up the lake were glorious, it was so beautiful. Luna wrapped her arm around Anya’s waist and pulled her close. She could feel the tension in her lover. Someway up the opposite shoreline there was a stone building right on the lakeside with similar gothic architecture to the house. Luna pointed it out.


  “That is the de Raveneaux family crypt, the mausoleum. That is where Dominique will be interred next week.”


  Much closer to the house there was a jetty projecting a short way into the lake, a wooden building at each end.


  “You can just make out the ruins of the old house.” Ilse pointed between the trees to the left. “The stable block is beside it. It survived the fire somehow and is still used today for the ponies. We’ll visit there in a short while.”


  Turning completely around, Ilse pointed up the slope. In the distance several rooftops and chimney stacks could just be seen above the treetops.


  “The cottages.”


  “So how long have there been ponygirls here?” Luna asked, still trying to get her head around the idea of them retiring.


  “Always,” was the surprising answer. “Since Ines de Raveneaux bought the estate in the 18th century. I’ll talk about that more when we look at the portraits down the stairs in the house, explain the legacy. That is why it is so important for the heritage to continue and we would love the new matriarch to be you, Luna, to maintain the family line which has been unbroken since then.”


  Luna and Anya both looked up at a harsh, noisy sound above them. Two huge crows were circling around the tower right over their heads.


  “We get a lot of ravens around here, too,” Ilse commented.


  Anya


  Luna had asked to sit up with the carriage driver at the front, much to Anya’s consternation, leaving her alone on the rear seat under the constant scrutiny of Ilse Vietz, who was sat on the rear-facing seat beside Cait, right behind the driver.


  Anya had wondered if she had been paranoid in finding Use’s attention predatory and sexual. Now that the woman was so close to her, right in front of her, it was clear that it was not her imagination. The lascivious nature of the looks was only thinly disguised. She was used to such blatant, covetous sexualization from men, not so much from women. Ilse was all but licking her lips, eyes roving over Anya’s figure. She had a habit of running her gloved hands back and forth across her thighs, stroking the tight leather of her pants, while she was doing it.


  The carriage ride was bumpy, not as luxurious as it appeared – nowhere close to the suspension of a car. But the sound of the ponygirls’ hooves was uncannily close to the clop of real horses, especially when they had started off on the cobblestones. Not surprisingly, they were not moving as fast as real horses. Anya could just see the top of the heads of the outside ponygirls either side of the driver and Luna, held oddly still by the severe collars that held their necks immobile.


  It wasn’t just Ilse that was making Anya uneasy. Luna was clearly excited by what she was seeing, accepting of it. Although it had been obvious to Anya that Luna had a thing for leather, she had never indicated an interest in kinky sex at all. To the contrary, she was always so gentle and loving. Luna’s reaction to the visit was causing Anya some angst. She was seeing a part of Luna she had never seen before and wasn’t entirely comfortable with it. She was yet to be convinced that being pulled in a carriage by heavily bound women under a whip was entirely acceptable.


  She tried to sit back and relax and enjoy the experience. The landscape was beautiful, the weather good for the end of March. But she wanted Luna back beside her and some clarity in her confused mind.


  The carriage took a trail close to the lake for a short while, passed the boathouse and jetty. Anya frowned as she studied a rig about halfway down the jetty. It looked like a chair fixed to the end of a long beam.


  “What is that? She pointed.


  “That is our ducking stool!” Use’s face lit up at Anya’s interest. “We don’t actually know how long it has been there. We think it might date back to Ines herself.”


  “You don’t still use it, do you?” Anya expected them to laugh at her for such a silly question.


  “Of course!”


  Anya’s eyes grew wide.


  “I’m told it is very refreshing on a hot summer’s day! Not so much in January, though!”


  Eventually, they turned away from the lake, heading up hill. They were moving over grass. Anya saw the driver flicking her whip repeatedly. She heard the snap as the lash landed on the unfortunate women pulling the carriage. It was a long haul and only got steeper. The whip was being raised higher and higher, coming down with ever greater force. Anya could hear the hum as it passed through the air. There might have been six ponygirls, but the carriage was a considerable weight and they were struggling, slowing down, The whip was needed to keep them moving. Anya had to pinch herself that this was really happening. It was crazy!


  The ground eventually levelled off. They passed by the tied cottages – there were twelve in all, all with views facing the lake and several had cars parked outside. The cottages had their own entrance to the estate. Then they were gently heading back down toward the house, easily identified by the tower. They passed a sizeable solar farm and large kitchen gardens.


  “We are virtually self-sufficient for vegetables and can provide most of our own power.”


  There were three women working in different locations. In a further shock, Anya saw one of them, whip in hand, goading two men forward who were pulling a little plough. They too were costumed as ponies.


  “There are men here!” Anya exclaimed.


  “The only two. Dominique introduced ponyboys to Heron’s Lap in the 1970s. It was considered a radical step at the time, but having real cocks available for the ponygirls is important. It would be inconceivable not to have them now.”


  Turning away from the house again, they reached the ruins of the original, which appeared substantially bigger. Some of the walls were still standing, overgrown and sprinkled with moss. It looked forlorn. The stable building was close by and in an entirely different state of repair, even though it was made from the same stone. Two stories high, there was an impressive arch that led into the courtyard. It was rather stately and gave a good idea of how grand the original house must have looked beside it.


  As they reached the arch, the driver pulled on the reins, slowing the ponygirls, guiding them through. The courtyard was just large enough for the carriage to circle comfortably around, hooves resonating loudly on the cobblestones, bouncing off all the four walls. The vehicle came to a halt.


  “We had an extensive refurbishment of the stables a little over ten years ago, putting in underfloor heating, modernizing the groom accommodation above, and replacing some of the brick walls with glass to let in more light.”


  The glass walls looked smart, but a little incongruous amongst the classical Georgian architecture. The individual stalls of each pony could be seen. The flipside of so much glass was a lack of privacy.


  Anya watched Luna dismount from the driver’s bench. Her face was flushed. She was so excited, so energized, bouncing around like a puppy. She gave a huge smile to Anya. It was disconcerting.


  Luna took Anya’s hand to assist her down from the carriage and kept a hold of it. She led her to look at the ponygirls again. Anya saw their backs for the first time. It was even more shocking than the front. The thick central strap of their harness ran down their spine. Attached to it vertically were two metal cuffs, each long enough to encase an entire forearm. Their hands were wrapped in leather mitts, wrists fastened against the back of their collars, thus their forearms were held in a straight line down the centre of their back, against each other, with their elbows drawn together touching at their waist.


  Anya didn’t know how it was possible to even get their arms into that position, let alone how painful it must be. Their shoulders were pulled right back by this, concavely curving their spines. It was why their chests were forced forward in such a pronounced fashion and they appeared so prideful. Beneath, their tails sprouted out from between their buttocks, initially upward in a little curve, before cascading down between their legs, coloured a brash blonde with a thick black vertical stripe, matching their manes.


  Her eyes were inevitably drawn to the bare buttocks of each pony. They were all littered with welts from the whip, both fresh from the recent journey and also older, fading marks. The new ones were bright red lines, raised on the skin, almost glowing with fire. Anya shivered. What must it be like to be so hideously bound, no choice but to run under the whip? It was inconceivable. She had a knot in her stomach. She felt a little queasy. It was so shocking…So scary…


  Use saw what she was looking at and her hand cupped the nearest cheek, squeezing and rubbing it. The ponygirl clearly flinched at the casual, but cruel touch.


  “A whipped arse is a beautiful sight, isn’t it!” The passion in Use’s eyes, the coldness of her smile, Anya felt the hairs raising on her neck, not for the first time.


  All the ponygirls were still breathing heavily, chests rising and falling earnestly, the arrangement of their harnesses exaggerating the effect. There was a sheen of perspiration across their visible skin. They were glowing. Anya didn’t want to admit it, but brutal as their predicament was, they all looked stunningly beautiful.


  “Amazing, isn’t it!” Luna whispered in her ear.


  They were taken into the building. Just inside the entrance were two more ponygirls, fully tacked-up. They were held in place by chains hanging down from the ceiling that were connected to their nose rings. There was no slack in the chains whatsoever. Neither pony could move one iota without tugging painfully on their septa, forcing them to remain stock still. To make doubly sure they could go nowhere, both had hobble chains wrapped around their ankles. Anya couldn’t help finding their situation distressing.


  “This is Bambi and Thumper, Dominique’s favourite ponygirl team. They will be taking their afternoon run, shortly.”


  Use circled around them, her eyes drinking in their half-naked bodies. Her hand was roving across both their bodies possessively, touching them everywhere. As they were both completely helpless, they could do nothing about it. Their vulnerability had an odd effect on Anya. While she was horrified, she couldn’t help wondering what it would be like to be in their position, completely at the mercy of a sadist like Use. Her stomach was turning somersaults.


  The pair were a striking contrast, like a negative image of each other. One was pale-skinned, one dark-skinned. The black woman’s mane and tail were the same blonde-with-a-black-stripe as the carriage ponies, but the pale woman’s were black with a broad blonde stripe. With the straps of their bridles largely hiding their features, they did actually look alike except for their skin tone. They were the same height and build. They had the same size breasts, significantly smaller than the others.


  Though their costumes were similar to the other ponygirls, the straps of their harnesses and bridles were black leather for the pale pony and white leather for the black pony. This colour contrast especially effective with the broad straps that covered their eyes. Together, they were an arresting sight.


  “Which one is which?” Luna asked.


  “Thumper!” Ilse smacked the bottom of the black pony hard, it sounded like a rifle shot. “Bambi!” She spanked the white pony with the same intensity. The force caused them both to jerk, tugging on their nose rings. Both blinked back tears. Anya felt so sorry for them.


  “Have you not seen the Bond film Diamonds are Forever? That’s where their names came from. Dominique liked to run these two hard. It’s why she kept their tits small, to optimize their performance, while the others are primarily show ponies.”


  Ilse stroked both ponies’ bare scalps. She squeezed their breasts.


  “So how many ponies are there altogether?”


  “You’ve seen them all. The team outside mostly operates in pairs or threes, the big carriage is not often used. So six show ponies, these two runners and the two ponyboys. In its heyday Heron’s Lap had as many as twenty ponygirls, but with only Dominique here – who obviously had been less mobile in recent years – there really hasn’t been the need for more.”


  To Anya’s chagrin, Luna stepped right up to the ponies, running her hands over each of the toned, shapely bodies. Her fingers stroked their cheeks.


  “They are so beautiful!” she exclaimed.


  “Yes, they are!” Ilse purred.


  Anya couldn’t deny that. But was it right?


  “How do you get their arms into this position?” Luna had walked around behind the ponies.


  Anya followed. She felt strange. She was trembling. She couldn’t help examining the ponygirls, but felt guilty for doing so, feeling like it validated their objectification.


  “Gradually.”


  Ilse ran her gloved hands down Bambi’s forearms, locked in their metal restraints. When her fingers reached the elbows, she pushed them momentarily even tighter together, an act of wanton cruelty. The ponygirl gasped.


  “It takes several months of daily training, getting the elbows closer week by week. The human body is so adaptable!”


  Both ponies’ bottoms were covered in whip marks of varying ages, some so red they had to have been received today. Anya took a sharp intake of breath as Luna cupped them in her palms, squeezing and stroking them. Her girlfriend was groping other women…Bound, helpless women. What the hell should she do about it? She did nothing, said nothing. She was so confused.


  “How long have they been ponygirls?” Luna’s fingers had moved on to exploring the brand burnt into Thumper’s hip.


  “We’ve had Thumper over four years, but Bambi has only been here for two and a half. She really is still the baby.”


  “How long do they usually stay?”


  “Initially, they sign a five year contract. But there is a get-out clause after a year which is occasionally taken up. Some leave after the five years, others wish to continue. Dominique’s favourite pony was with her for twenty six years!”


  Luna gasped in astonishment.


  “She finally retired at forty nine. The demands on her body became too great. Time catches up with us all, eventually. She was a groom for a while. She lives at the cottages now and helps out with the kitchen garden. I’m sure she would be happy to speak with you, should you wish to? Most of the grooms are former ponies. Come, let us show you around! The head groom should be somewhere about?”


  


  Luna


  “The catsuit Dominique is wearing in her portrait, do you still have it?”


  “Yes, Ms de Raveneaux.”


  Luna didn’t correct the maid over her name. It sounded good to be called that. Every movement Flopsy made was accompanied by the loud rustle and crackle of the heavy skirts of her rubber uniform. Even the movement of her upper body produced snaps and squelches, a liquid noise that was delightfully erotic. The maid moved around the dressing room and was quickly able to locate the garment, which she pulled from the rail. It was covered in a protective plastic sleeve.


  Returning to the house, Luna had left Anya at the stables. Much to her relief, Anya had seemed to find some rapport with the head groom, Malin, and had gone to her quarters for a coffee. Luna needed to have a talk with her girlfriend later, though she had no idea what to say. What a difference a few hours could make to a relationship! The startling revelations of the day had induced different – possibly opposing – reactions in the couple. She was fearful of the consequences.


  Luna had wanted to see Dominique’s dressing room, not quite sure why it had been left out of the tour. The maid who had answered the door had brought her here, and it hadn’t disappointed. It was an absolute treasure trove. She could have spent hours browsing through the contents and trying things on. There were two rails running three-quarters of the way around the room. There was even a set of steps like mini airport boarding stairs, with a platform and a rail and wheels so that it could be pushed around to give easy access to the top rail of hanging clothes.


  In the centre of the room were sets of drawers for smaller items and cabinets to display the huge collection of shoes and boots. Against the wall there was a large dressing table with strip lighting around the mirror. There was also a massive freestanding, full-length mirror, too.


  Flopsy brought the garment over to Luna. In her prodigious heels, the maid was significantly taller than Luna. She had a heart-shaped face with rosy-apple cheeks and a full mouth. She was wearing very heavy make-up. She was in her twenties, a couple of years older than Luna.


  “Would you like to try it on, Ms de Raveneaux?”


  The maid pulled the plastic cover off, holding the hanger high to display the full length of the outfit. Luna reached forward and ran the leather through her fingers. It was so soft and buttery, of such high quality, and it even had that leather smell even though it must be nearly sixty years old. It was still very stylish, though. Luna hesitated. Was it proper to put on a dead woman’s clothes just days after she had passed away?


  “OK.”


  She found herself being undressed by the maid, slightly embarrassed, but also excited. She didn’t feel inclined to stop what was happening as she looked down at the mass of noisy, gleaming black and white rubber as Flopsy knelt at her feet to take off her trainers and jeans. She could see flashes of the woman’s bare breasts when the apron briefly fell away from her bust, her bare buttocks were sticking out provocatively once again. Luna felt guilty about having sexual thoughts about someone other than Anya. That rarely happened, but it had been happening all day today.


  The sight of the ponygirls had aroused her and thrilled her so much. They had been stunning. She had heard about ponyplay, seen it on some tacky TV documentary, but it had made the participants look ridiculous and not at all convincing. Here, it had been taken so seriously. The details were exquisite – the costumes, the rigorousness of the bondage and discipline. It looked and felt so real, so authentic. It was mind-blowing that this place existed, that such lifestyles were being lived.


  She remembered vividly the image of the ponygirls from the driver’s bench of the carriage. The grace and discipline with which they had moved, the synchronization – as one entity. How much training must that take? The way their buttocks rolled as they trotted. The marks left by the driver’s whip as she spurred them on up the hill, working around all six ponies so that every bottom was heavily strewn with livid red lines. She hoped her panties weren’t stained. How embarrassing would that be!”


  “How long have you worked here, Flopsy?” She felt sorry for the woman for being given such an absurd name. How humiliating. Luna felt awkward using it.


  “Three and a half years, Ms de Raveneaux.”


  “Are you happy?”


  “Very, Ms de Raveneaux.” The maid was very well spoken, sounding like she had been to a posh school, someone who should be waited on, not vice versa. Luna would have liked to have found out more about her, but was hesitant to probe any further.


  “What was my grandmother like? I never met her.”


  “Very demanding, Ms de Raveneaux. But I liked that such high standards were expected of me and I was never allowed to forget my place. She was very good for me. We are all devastated by her passing, but pleased that she had such a long life.”


  Flopsy began feeding the legs of the catsuit over Luna’s feet.


  “I hope to have the honour to serve you in a similar way, Ms de Raveneaux.”


  Once her feet were visible again, Flopsy bent right over and kissed each of them in turn, which Luna found even more embarrassing. Her bare bottom was lifted high, the buttock cheeks held apart by the curving metal of her chastity belt. Then the maid rose elegantly and effortlessly to her feet, pulling the catsuit up Luna’s legs as she did so, right over her thighs and up to the waist.


  The catsuit wasn’t lined. Luna could feel the leather against her skin. It caused her to tingle all over. She felt so excited. She had always been attracted to leather, but never had the money to seriously pursue the interest. Flopsy pulled off Luna’s T-shirt. She felt self-conscious about the old sports bra she was wearing, especially with the maid having obviously put so much effort into her costume. She hadn’t considered that anyone else would be seeing it today – why would she have?


  “Shall I take the bra off, Ms de Raveneaux?”


  “Not for the moment.” Much as Luna wanted her to, it was a step too far. Anya’s face flashing in front of her eyes.


  Flopsy helped Luna slip her arms into the catsuit and pull it fully on. The zip was at the back. She shivered as the zip was raised and the leather closed around her. The collar went high up her neck, tucking under her chin. There was a very wide belt with a dramatically oversized buckle – very 1960s. The maid drew it in very tightly. There were also little zips at the end of the sleeves and the legs to ensure a close fit. Luna turned to look at herself in the full-length mirror.


  “Mistress was a little fuller-figured, Ms de Raveneaux,” Flopsy observed.


  “Yes.” Luna had to agree.


  It still looked amazing and the fit was reasonable, but it was a little loose, especially at the bust and the hips, and a tiny bit around the shoulders. It was such a thrill to see herself so clad. She ran her fingers over the hide. It felt so good! She could have been in one of her dreams – except the maid would have been Anya.


  She went for a short walk around the room, feeling the second skin sliding against her own. It was every bit as sensational as she had imagined. She felt empowered and confident, comfortable. It just felt right!


  “What is your shoe size, Ms de Raveneaux?”


  “Six.”


  “That is the same as Mistress, Ms de Raveneaux!”


  That was incredibly fortuitous. Not for the first time, it occurred to Luna that there was something spooky about all this. So many coincidences…Did she have something of the spirit of her grandmother within her? It could be destiny at the very least…


  Luna looked through all the boots. Most had steeple heels and severe arches, fabulous to behold, items of real beauty. But Luna had hardly ever worn high heels, she wouldn’t be able to walk in these. There was a pair of black boots that reached just over the knee – they looked very modern – and the heel wasn’t quite so extreme and was a block, not a stiletto. She selected those. She could tell immediately that Flopsy was disappointed with her choice.


  “Mistress’ final acquisition, Ms de Raveneaux, when she was finding it hard to balance in stilettos.”


  It made Luna feel frumpy, selecting footwear worn by a woman in her eighties.


  “If Ms de Raveneaux is not used to high heels, may I suggest these? Forgive my forwardness, but only a little practice is required to get used to them.”


  Black, mid-thigh boots with beautifully shaped feet ending in a point, a classic, clean design.


  “The heel is not quite as high as most here and they will provide strong support for the ankle.”


  


  Anya


  Malin was tall and athletic, classically beautiful. Her long blonde hair – pulled back in a ponytail – had a few streaks of grey, especially around her temples. Anya thought she was probably in her early fifties. As the head groom, she had the apartment set above the arch into the stables. It had a big window looking down into the courtyard. Anya watched as the carriage that had taken them on the tour of the estate was wheeled backward into the building and the doors pulled shut.


  Over the other side of the courtyard, a smaller and much more prosaic cart, made up of a tubular frame with a pair of bicycle wheels attached, had Bambi and Thumper chained between the shafts. One of the grooms had just removed the hobble chains around the ponies’ ankles and was climbing into the low-slung bucket seat. The groom picked up the whip tucked down the side of the seat, but she didn’t use it, instead slapping the reins onto the ponies’ shoulders to get them moving.


  They pranced forward, lifting their thighs high, parallel to the ground with each step and were turned toward the arch, whereupon they were brought up to a trot, legs pumping conventionally now. The sound of their hooves reverberated loudly around the courtyard, able to be clearly heard in the apartment. Now the initial shock of seeing women turned into little more than beasts was wearing off, Anya could appreciate how graceful and elegant they were, but no less disturbing for it. She watched them pass underneath them, out of sight.


  Malin’s coffee was excellent. Much better than the rubbish Anya and Luna had at their flat. She took another sip of the piping hot drink.


  “I haven’t been able to get a signal on my phone since I got here!”


  “You won’t. There’s wi-fi around the stables, house and cottages. I’m sure they’ll give you the password if you ask. It’s also forbidden to take photos without Use’s approval. They really try to protect everyone’s privacy…But it’s a losing battle, impossible to enforce. We have to rely on everyone being honourable.”


  “And are they?”


  “So far, as far as I know.”


  Malin sat down opposite Anya, offering her a biscuit, which she took. The groom was wearing drum-tight jodhpurs in a stretchy, leather-look material, creamy coloured, above conventional knee-high riding boots, and a black, sleeveless leather top. There was a white leather scarf tied cowboy style around her throat. Anya found her lithe movements subtly sexual, almost feline, like a dancer. Despite the fact the woman must have been well over twice Anya’s age, she found her very attractive, with sparkling blue eyes and a magical smile. She was very easy to talk to.


  “How long have you been the head groom?”


  “Nearly three years.” Malin had a Scandinavian accent. “Before that I was senior groom and junior groom. Over ten years in this stretch, and I also did a couple of years when I was in my thirties, too.”


  “You must like it here?”


  “It is a magical place. There are very few like it in the world. I’m blessed to have been part of it.”


  “But still you left?”


  Malin frowned, not understanding.


  “You said you were here in your thirties, too?”


  “Yes, but I never left. I retired too early and missed it, so I signed up for another five years as a ponygirl.”


  Anya was stunned.


  “You were a ponygirl?”


  “For sixteen years altogether. I still miss it, deeply.” She fell silent. “Most of the grooms have been ponies. You are surprised?”


  “You don’t strike me as the type.”


  “What is the type? Browbeaten, low self-esteem? Tractable?”


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


  “I’m not offended. I hope you can use your time here to discover that most of us are none of those things. We experience joy in submission. The decision to become a lifestyle ponygirl takes immense strength of character and courage. To abandon your old life, to give total control of your life over to others, for real. It is an act of bravura and determination.”


  “It’s hard to understand the cruelty.”


  “In captivity I found freedom. The most intense, powerful liberty to be myself, without society telling me how I should feel and think. It was so rewarding. I would do it again in a heartbeat. The physicality of the ponygirl lifestyle means it is a short one, though. I couldn’t keep up with the other ponies to the standards they maintain here. Still, Dominique gave me another five year contract, even though I was no longer competitive. Bless her for it! Being a groom is the next best thing. I can give the experience to others as it was given to me.”


  “Competitive?”


  “I was a sprinter. Twice European champion and a gold medallist at the pony Olympics!”


  “There is a ponygirl Olympics!” Anya was astonished again.


  “There are events all over the world, a network of owners.”


  “So how did you ever get into this world?”


  “It found me. I was an athlete at school and I continued it at university, but when I didn’t make the Swedish team for the Barcelona Olympics – the real Olympics – I gave it up. But the week that I retired, I was approached by a man – headhunted I suppose you could say. I’d never heard of ponygirls. The idea blew my mind! But I initially declined. But the idea excited me and I never could get it out of my head once it was there. I wasn’t pressured at all. He left me a number to call if I changed my mind.


  “It was more than a year later before I did. I was too ashamed for a while, filled with thoughts like you are having about the cruelty, about being a sicko pervert to get off on it, of how other people and society would judge me, that I was betraying the cause of women’s rights. I had to confront all the issues. Meanwhile, my life was turning to shit. I split up with my boyfriend, I had a job I hated…I wanted so much more from life, and from sex…


  “Roman, my first owner, was German. He scouted for good runners and took them into his pony school, trained them, then sold them on for big money. He took me to an event in Bavaria first, to show me the sub-culture and that it was safe. Once I’d been there, I just wanted it so bad. I signed a contract with him for a year to give it a try…And I never looked back!”


  “So, he sold you to Dominique de Raveneaux?”


  “After eight months, yes.”


  “And you had no say in the matter?”


  “I knew the contract was transferable to a different owner, that’s the way the system works. I had over three months left on it but then I was free if I wished. Or I could just have broken the contract, but if you do that you are blacklisted by the international owners’ organization – unless there is a very good reason. It never occurred to me to do that. It was a shock at first to be sold to a woman – 1 hadn’t considered that. I was heterosexual, fundamentally still am, I guess, but soon learned it was possible to have wonderful experiences with women.


  “The Mistress – Dominique – offered me a five year contract, then another. After that I retired. It takes time to adjust to becoming a person again and I had a lot of support, but I knew very quickly that I had made a mistake. I wanted to be a ponygirl again. The urge was overwhelming. The life is so simple. Everything is done for you. There is nothing to worry about, just savour the experience, just exist. I enjoyed such peace. Dominique gave me another five years and I treasure that.”


  “What was your pony name?”


  “Cloudberry. They are a Swedish delicacy.”


  Malin unconsciously rose a little taller in her seat as she said the name, her pride in it clear.


  “And you were branded?”


  “Twice. Once by Roman and once by Dominique. Most owners brand their ponies. I have seen veteran ponies that have changed hands a lot with four, all in a line down from their hip. Here, have a look!”


  Twisting in her seat, Malin pulled down the waistband of her jodhpurs to reveal first a small capital R surrounded by a larger capital C. It was an inch-and-a-half in diameter, burnt into the top of her hip. Underneath was Dominique’s brand that Anya had seen on the other ponygirls. This was another capital R, but in an entirely different, stylish, cursive, font. It was significantly bigger. In the hole of the R were a lower case d and e.


  “Feel them!” Malin offered.


  Tentatively, Anya put her fingertips to the indented skin, a shiver passed through her.


  “The de Raveneaux family has been using the same brand for more than two hundred years.”


  “Did they put you out for them?”


  “No way! The branding is so symbolic, so psychologically important. It marks you as owned. You have to experience it.”


  “But the pain?”


  “You cannot conceive how much it hurts.”


  “You enjoyed it?”


  “No, not at all! The trauma will live with me for the rest of my life. But they were two of the most profound, moving moments of my life as well. To have your ownership burnt into you, for all to see…” Malin’s voice trailed off. For a moment Anya thought the groom was going to choke up. “It makes it so real…I’m proud of them. I love them!”


  Malin traced her own fingers over the marks.


  “As part of the contract, the owner will pay for plastic surgery to remove them when a pony retires, but I don’t want that. I treasure them.”


  Malin pulled the waistband back up and sat back.


  “Tomorrow, if you want, just you and me, with no one else around, I can turn you into a ponygirl – just for a couple of hours, to give you a taste. It would give you the chance to see things from the ponygirl’s perspective, to appreciate the role, understand it better. If you wanted to stop at any time, we would. I could even take you for a short run, if you wanted?”


  Anya shuddered, horrified at the idea. She felt her heart racing again at the very thought, a recurrence of that strange feeling in her belly.


  “I could never do that!”


  “No problem. The offer remains open if you change your mind. Submitting to someone…It’s an incredible experience. It requires absolute trust…But the rewards…Think about trying it sometime. Just for a short while at first. You never know…You might enjoy it. Would you trust Luna enough to do it with her?”


  “I thought I would trust Luna with anything, but after today…She has frightened me…There’s a side of her I’ve never seen before.”


  “Because she is embracing her inheritance? She’s on her own journey of self-discovery.”


  “She’s been so excited by what she’s seen, but I’ve never seen cruelty in her before.”


  “Don’t fear it. She’s still the same person you love. If you trust her, still trust her. She looks so much like her grandmother, it’s uncanny!”


  “What a day! So much to process…I don’t know what to think!”


  


  Luna


  Sitting on the bed in the top room of the tower, Luna was running her gloved hands over the carved figures on the bedpost, Just as Ilse had been doing earlier. It had been Flopsy’s idea to add gloves to the outfit. There had been several pairs in the drawers, each tailored from the softest, thinnest leather Luna had ever handled. Each was handmade to fit Dominique, who must have had slightly shorter, fatter fingers than Luna.


  Already, her hands were getting hot and sweaty. She wondered how Ilse could wear gloves all day when it wasn’t cold, but it did make touching things a delightfully tactile experience.


  The carving was of two nearly naked women standing back-to-back. Each was wearing exaggeratedly high stiletto-heeled boots that rose right up to their naked crotches. A thick strap around their ankles bound all four legs together. Both were laced into waspie corsets that shaped their midriffs to an unnaturally small size. Another thick strap around their waists held them together, their buttocks squashed tight against each other. Their arms were pulled high above their heads, all four wrists strapped together.


  The pose pushed out their full breasts with beautifully detailed little erect nipples. Both figures had lush, long hair spilling around their shoulders. Both were blindfolded. The craftsmanship was exquisite. Luna found the work so erotic. If she slept every night in this bed she would be permanently turned-on!


  She heard the hum and whine of the lift and stood up. Flopsy had persuaded her to put on the thigh boots with the higher heels. The maid had helped her practice walking in them, giving her advice. They elevated her so high and with the leather catsuit she felt a wonderful confidence, a sense of power and control that she loved. She had determined that she would learn how to walk in stilettos properly so she could try the other shoes and boots in the collection.


  Flopsy had sat her at the dressing table and made her up quite dramatically. She usually wore minimal make-up and couldn’t get over how stunning she looked when the maid had finished – the woman certainly knew what she was doing. The deep red lipstick worked so well with her black hair. Flopsy had styled that too, using some product to make it a sleek and shiny curtain around her head and shoulders. Luna had been frankly amazed as she posed in front of the big mirror, never dreaming she could look so good.


  The maid had commented how much Luna resembled the image of Dominique in the portrait and she couldn’t disagree. If her hair and make-up were done in the 1960s style of the painting, the likeness would have been even more remarkable.


  The lift door opened to reveal Anya. Luna swallowed hard, unsure how her girlfriend would react. Anya stood still after stepping into the room, eyes wide with surprise. Neither spoke for some time.


  “Wow! You look incredible. So sexy!” Anya broke the silence.


  “Thanks.”


  “What are you doing up here?”


  “I asked to sleep here.” Luna indicated their overnight bags on the floor in front of the bed. She began to walk toward Anya. “Are you OK?”


  “I guess.”


  “How did it go with Malin?”


  “I learnt a lot.”


  Luna loved the way the heels altered her posture, causing her hips to roll. She felt very feminine. She felt the leather moving against her skin all over her body, a delicious sensation. Her thighs rubbed together with every step, a sensuous sound. Anya was staring at her, expression unreadable. Luna wrapped her arms around her lover and kissed her passionately.


  “I need to make love to you!”


  She grabbed Anya’s hand and led her back to the bed. There, she unfastened Anya’s jeans and pushed them – along with her panties – down to her ankles. She briefly cupped Anya’s mound, rubbing gently. Then her hands slid up the blonde’s gorgeous body, brushing across her breasts, thumbs pressing on her nipples. She pushed Anya backward so that she fell on to the bed. She lay there, looking up at Luna inscrutably.


  Luna climbed on top of her to kiss her again, even longer this time, hands back on her breasts. Then she slid down, lifting Anya’s legs over her shoulders, and bent down to put her mouth to Anya’s sex. As her tongue pushed inside, her lover responded, gasping and jerking. Luna was ecstatic to find her girlfriend wet, her tongue delved deep and she used her fingers to spread the labia wide apart. She adored Anya’s taste, lapping up the fluid eagerly, at the same time knowing exactly where and how to touch to give Anya the most pleasure.


  Anya squealed as Luna’s teeth nipped her clit hood, thighs briefly closing tight around Luna’s head. Luna continued to work her tongue energetically, breathing in the odour of her girlfriend’s arousal. They didn’t usually rush their sex, building gently to the climax, but today was different, Luna was so excited. It didn’t take long before Anya was moaning and writhing, trapping Luna’s head between her thighs again and this time keeping it there. Luna’s tongue focused on Anya’s clit, pummelling it relentlessly. The blonde yelled and thrashed as she came. Luna needed to hang on to Anya, she was moving so violently.


  Then Anya became still, breathing hard. Luna untangled herself from Anya’s legs and climbed up her body again, taking her in her arms and pulling her close, feeling her warmth, her chest rising and falling. Luna buried her head in Anya’s hair which was spread chaotically all about her.


  After a couple of minutes, Anya’s hand found Luna’s crotch, rubbing the leather, making Luna squirm.


  “How the hell do I get inside this thing?”


  “You can’t. I have to take most of it off just to piss!”


  They both sniggered. Anya kept rubbing, pressing gradually harder.


  “Anyway, I want to keep it on…Make me cum while I’m wearing it.”


  Anya giggled. “I always knew you had a thing for leather!”


  “You did?” Luna had always tried to conceal the fact.


  “It was funny watching you try to hide it!”


  Anya was now using the heel of her hand to generate more pressure. Now it was Luna who was breathing hard and fidgeting. She pushed her hips into the hand, grinding her sex on it. She moaned. A whole day of such arousal had left her stoked even before she had put on the leather outfit. She was desperate to cum.


  “You’re probably going to stain the inside of the catsuit!” Anya whispered in mock seriousness.


  “But don’t stop…It’s mine now, anyway, isn’t it!”


  They both sniggered again.


  Anya was rubbing hard and fast, Luna riding the hand. Luna was so turned-on, she climaxed quickly, crushing Anya to her, gasping. When she had got her breath back she tried to kiss Anya, forgetting her mouth was still covered in her lover’s own wetness.


  “Eew!”


  “Sorry!”


  More sniggering.


  As they lay side by side, holding hands, Luna spoke.


  “I want to take the inheritance.”


  She squeezed Anya’s hand.


  “I can see that.”




  DAY THREE


  


  Luna


  “Gallop!”


  Ilse slapped the reins onto the shoulders of the ponygirls. At the same time, she flicked her wrist twice and the whip in her hand caught a buttock of each of the ponies in front of them, leaving a faint mark both times. Both the ponygirls had heavier, livid welts scattered across their backsides from harder strikes. It was a restrained use of the whip to keep the ponies focused. They immediately responded, increasing their speed from a canter to a full-on sprint, while still retaining their unerring synchronization, moving as one entity.


  Sat in the cart beside Ilse, Luna instinctively grabbed a hold of the edge of the seat. They were moving so fast! This was a much different experience from the big formal carriage yesterday. This little two-seater was so small and light, just a tubular frame with bicycle wheels and two low-slung bucket seats. They were close to the ground, giving the cart greater stability, and so much closer to the ponies – right behind them. It was exhilarating!


  Ilse had just picked up Luna from the house (Ilse lived in the gatehouse at the entrance to the estate) and they were heading down toward the lake. The day wasn’t as warm as yesterday, the wind particularly chilly, and Ilse had advised Luna to wrap up. The clouds were largely hiding the sun, which was only making a sporadic appearance.


  Luna had requested Flopsy attend her again in the dressing room. Dominique’s clothes weren’t a perfect fit for her, but absolutely fine – Luna had never had the luxury of made-to-measure clothing before anyway. She was wearing black leather jeans and a very stylish biker jacket. The jeans were tucked into knee-high riding boots with a low heel. The jacket was fully zipped closed and the maid had produced a sumptuously soft Cashmere scarf that wrapped Luna’s neck.


  She was wearing the gloves again and had chosen a soft and stretchy black leather hat with a cute little peak that wouldn’t blow off in the wind. Flopsy had made her up and dressed her hair again and Luna felt like a million dollars. She could get used to having a skilled personal attendant – something that had never crossed her mind before yesterday.


  The invite from Ilse was for Luna alone and Luna had wanted to insist that Anya come too, but her girlfriend had talked her down – she was happy to lay in bed a while longer and didn’t want to cause friction over something so minor.


  Last night, things had gone much better than Luna had expected. Anya had returned from the stables much more chilled out – Luna didn’t know what the head groom had said to her, but it seemed to have assuaged some of her concerns. But only some. She admitted that she was seeing a side of Luna she hadn’t observed before and it had unsettled her. What could Luna say? She hugged Anya, telling her she loved her, nothing had changed in that respect.


  She had asked Anya if she would let Luna dress her up for the evening meal with Cait and Ilse. Anya was surprisingly enthusiastic at the idea. It was the first time Luna comprehended how excited Anya had become at seeing Luna in the catsuit and boots, she kept stroking the leather. That had been unforeseen. It had given Luna hope.


  Handing over Anya to Flopsy’s imagination, Luna had expected Anya to appear in some of Dominique’s stylish leatherware, but when Anya revealed herself, it was a moment Luna would never forget. She was stunned. Anya was clad in a bright blue latex catsuit, polished to perfection, over it a matching corset and thigh boots. Her hair was tousled, cascading over her shoulders and down her back, her make-up dramatic. Just the memory was making Luna warm all over, flushed with arousal again. How the maid had persuaded Anya to put it on, she would never know. It was Luna’s fantasy made real.


  That night, when they had returned to the bedroom, Luna had found a double strap-on dildo in Dominique’s cupboard of treasures. She had fucked Anya while she was still in the latex outfit. It had been an amazing experience, she had to pinch herself to believe it had really happened.


  Meanwhile, in front of her, Luna drank in the sight of the rolling bare buttocks of the two sprinting ponygirls as they pounded forward. The tails sprouting out from between their buttocks were swinging wildly back and forth. They were so close. If she leaned forward, Luna could almost touch them. She marvelled once more at the incredible bondage their arms were placed in, so severe, yet so aesthetically attractive.


  She had thought the carriage ride next to the driver yesterday had been amazing, but it was nothing to the immediacy and intimacy of being in the little cart, travelling at such speed. She wanted to howl in pleasure.


  Ilse pulled the ponies back to a canter and steered them left. They were now alongside the lake, flitting between the willows, heading toward the jetty and the boathouse. There was already some activity there, another cart – though this one had no ponygirls attached – and a groom disappearing into the building. The ponies were drawn back to a trot with a jerk on the reins, then a prolonged pull brought them to a stop alongside the empty cart. Both ponies stood bolt upright, feet together. Luna could hear their heavy breathing.


  From behind the seats, Ilse produced two hobble chains, the heavy balls at each end knocking against each other.


  “Would you like to hobble the fillies?”


  Luna jumped at the chance, quickly dismounting. She felt a little thrill as she wrapped a chain around each pony’s ankles, immobilizing them. Ilse was petting the ponygirls, making soothing noises and praising them. Her hands roamed all over their bodies, squeezing their backsides and breasts. Luna stood beside her. Their chests were rising and falling as they regained their breath, slick with their drool. There was a sheen of perspiration on their faces. Their eyes were animated, dancing about excitedly.


  Nice and warm in her leathers, Luna wondered how the ponygirls coped with the cold wind with most of their body exposed. She shivered at the thought.


  “Tulip and Ragamuffin.” Ilse touched the cheek of each pony in turn.


  “How can you tell them apart?”


  With so much of their face hidden by the bridle and particularly the wide band passing over their eyes, Luna wasn’t able to tell one from the other – they were the same height, even their breasts were the same size. They had been made to look as identical as possible.


  “You’ll find it’s not a problem once you get to know them. Their teats are all a little different, as are their jawlines.”


  Ilse was right. Tulip’s nipples were very pink, her areola small, while Ragamuffin’s were darker and her areola larger. The thickness of the rings piercing them really struck Luna. They looked barbaric and clearly able to inflict considerable pain when the reins were pulled.


  Tulip quivered quite extraordinarily when Ilse pressed her fingers against the anatomically-shaped metal panel over her sex, rubbing it. The ponygirl whimpered and Ilse tittered.


  “Always so in need! Come!”


  Ilse headed into the boathouse and Luna followed her. It was large. There were four boats bobbing gently. Ilse headed for the nearest one. There were two grooms standing beside it, both were tall and lean but with large busts. Luna remembered the German’s comment that most of the grooms were former ponies themselves and these two were really of the same build as Tulip and Ragamuffin outside.


  “All ready?”


  “Yes, Ms Vietz.”


  It wasn’t until the grooms stepped aside that Luna could see the bizarre boat she was about to board. It was a close aquatic approximation of the pony cart they had just travelled in. It was about the size of a normal rowing boat, though wider at its widest point, and made of plastic or fibreglass, very light. There were two ponygirls strapped down, almost lying down, their feet disappearing under the bench seat toward the back. There was a further seat right at the bow. Either side of the bench seat, outboard, were two paddlewheels. It was a glorified pedalo, with the ponies providing the muscle.


  Ilse boarded the boat with deceptive ease, then helped Luna. They both sat on the rear bench, each with a leg either side of the ponygirl’s lower legs. It was actually possible to put your feet up on the ponies’ backs if you were so inclined.


  “Tansy and Koala!” Ilse indicated each ponygirl with a spank to their bums, which were right in front of Luna.


  There was a heavily padded, wide bar that reached right across the boat and over which both ponies were restrained, hips resting on it, lifting their midriffs eighteen inches above the bottom of the boat. The position gave them a perfect angle to be able to turn the treadmill which was located under the seat and which turned the paddlewheels. A wide strap across each pony’s back and arms held them in place. Their heads were low, toward the bottom. They would be unable to see out. Luna also noticed that there were chains from the bottom of the boat connected to their nose rings to prevent them from rising.


  Ilse had their reins in her hands and had picked up a little whip with a short handle and five semi-rigid prongs fanning out. It was not much over a foot long.


  Luna couldn’t resist picking up Koala’s gorgeous tail and running it through her hands. It was so soft and silky. She tugged on it mischievously.


  “You can have a life jacket if you want, but this was an artificially created lake, the water’s no more than five feet at its deepest, less than that in most places and shallow enough to stand up in.”


  Luna declined the offer.


  “If we do capsize or sink, pull this!” Ilse indicated a red handle projecting out from under the bench right in between them. “It immediately releases the straps and chains and frees the ponies. Make sure they find their feet OK, they might need some help.”


  One of the grooms threw the mooring ropes into the boat and pushed it off. As if she was driving the cart, Ilse slapped the reins onto the ponies’ shoulders and they began to turn the treadmill. The boat moved slowly forward toward the open water. As they left the cover of the boathouse, Ilse increased the speed. The paddlewheels spun noisily, but Luna’s attention was focused on the captivating rolling buttocks right in front of her. She reached out a hand to stroke Koala’s bottom, blemished with multiple whip marks old and new. The muscles were so sleek and toned.


  Ilse slapped the reins again and the ponies’ legs really began to pump, the boat surging forward. Luna was grinning like the Cheshire Cat, this was such fun! It was also completely nuts! They were heading out into the middle of the lake. Ilse was steering by tugging on the reins of one pony to slow them down while the other kept up the pace. She was very experienced, manoeuvring the boat effortlessly even though it looked a difficult skill to master. Luna lifted her head, taking deep breaths, feeling the wind on her face. The air here was so clean and fresh after London.


  The German demanded even more effort from the ponygirls, their legs moving like they were sprinting if they had been on land. The boat ploughed through the water so fast Luna laughed out loud. As they headed up the lake, she got a perfect view of the heronry, so many nests. She could see a couple of the huge birds high above, circling over the water. They looked really strange in flight, like pre-historic pterodactyls.


  “It’s wonderful to come out here in the summer when it’s warmer.”


  “I can imagine.” Luna was already fantasizing about bringing Anya out here.


  “The mausoleum.” Ilse indicated the building, which was right on the water’s edge, very much in the same style as the house, with an ornate spire in the centre of the roof.


  “The original crypt was much smaller, it was built over in the late 19th century.”


  The ponies had been going full pelt for some time and were starting to flag. Ilse employed her strange little whip to keep them motivated. Gradually, she needed to strike with greater frequency and force, lifting her arm high, slashing down on each bottom in turn, following through with the stroke for maximum impact. The pattern left on the buttocks was unique, five ultra-thin lines fanning out with each hit, soon merging into an untidy mess. The hips of both ponygirls were squirming and twitching, trying to find a way to alleviate the pain. It was futile. Ilse showed no pity.


  They were more than halfway down the lake when the German finally relented and pulled hard on the reins to bring the paddling to a stop. Not surprisingly, both ponies were panting loudly. Ilse briefly got Tansy to start work again, turning the boat around.


  Luna put her hand onto Koala’s bottom again and the ponygirl flinched at the touch. Luna removed her glove. The skin was so hot, the lines livid. The pony whimpered as Luna’s fingers explored the marks. For some reason, Luna didn’t feel any guilt at causing the ponygirl additional distress. This was so exciting and arousing. Was she becoming a sadist? Were Anya’s concerns justified?


  “There’s nothing quite so beautiful as a well-whipped, shapely female arse, is there?” Use’s voice was thick with her own lust. She stroked Tansy’s backside with her gloved hand, before spanking each cheek hard.


  The view back to the other end of the lake was just as good. The artfully placed willow trees and expanses of grass a manufactured beauty, as opposed to the chaos that had been allowed to evolve at the top of the lake. The upper floors and tower of the house were clearly visible. Luna wondered what Anya was up to – still in bed? Watching them through the tower windows?


  “I’ve been here twenty five years, but I never get tired of this place…Never take it for granted, either. I hope you come to feel the same way.”


  “I hope so.”


  “How are you feeling about the inheritance?”


  “It’s turned our lives upside down. The last two days have been a dream…I’m waiting to wake up!”


  Ilse laughed politely.


  “You seem to be embracing it?”


  “I am…It is so thrilling…I can’t believe a place like this exists for real!”


  “I think you will make a fabulous Matriarch…I think Dominique would be so proud of you…See you as well worthy of continuing her legacy.”


  “Thank you.”


  “What about Ms Allen?”


  “I think she’s coming around, too. She made the effort and dressed up last night!”


  “And very delectable she looked, too!”


  “She’s still a little afraid and confused. She can see me becoming a different person.”


  “You have the makings of an excellent dominant. I think it is your destiny. She will have to adjust.”


  “You know…The last week or so…I’ve been having such erotic dreams, dreams of sexual dominance…that I never had before…It’s almost like my grandmother has spiritually passed on her legacy to me and it truly is my destiny – except that I don’t believe in stuff like that…” Luna didn’t know why she was telling this women – who in truth she hardly knew – her most intimate, bizarre thoughts that she couldn’t even talk to Anya about.


  Ilse place her gloved hand on top of Luna’s.


  “You are her granddaughter…Her direct descendant…Who knows how the world works, but here we are! It will be my pleasure to support you in your new role. Don’t be afraid to ask for help, everyone here wants to serve you as best they can.”


  “I’ve felt that, thank you.”


  “Is your commitment to Anya strong?”


  “Very.”


  “And you believe it’s reciprocated?”


  “I’m sure.”


  “Then we need to concentrate on getting her acceptance of the situation, that things have changed and she will be expected to take a subordinate role in the relationship.”


  “That would be alien to our relationship thus far…Besides, I would never impose that upon her. It would only work if that was what she truly wanted. Her welfare is paramount, not my sexual desires.”


  “That goes without saying. Don’t misunderstand me. We are talking about Anya finding a role that suits both herself and the Mistress of Heron’s Lap, whatever that might be.”


  “She’s never shown any inclination for kinky sex or power games…Until last night!”


  “It’s interesting that she is still here and hasn’t asked to leave…Maybe it’s time to push things a little further, neither of you will know until you try. Try being more assertive in bed, see how she responds. Maybe she is a closet submissive, possibly she hasn’t even acknowledged it herself!”


  Luna was sceptical.


  “We’re just exploring options, ways to cope with this sudden and tumultuous change in your lives, how to negotiate your new situation. Think about it.”


  Ilse lifted the reins and slapped them down on the ponygirls again. Their legs began pumping, the boat moved forward. Luna put her feet up on Koala’s back and sat back, looking at the sumptuous view again.


  


  Anya


  The white-tiled shower area in the stable was completely open. It even had a glass wall opposite so that anyone in the courtyard could see the naked ponies being


  washed. Such things were still shocking Anya as she stared through the glass. She could see Bambi and Thumper being towelled down by two grooms. They still had the leather mitts on their hands, pony ears and their pony boots, but that was all they were wearing.


  Anya could see the two ponygirls’ faces properly for the first time as they tossed their heads to flick their loose manes away from their faces, glancing through the glass at her, preening under her scrutiny. They were not in the least ashamed, to the contrary they displayed themselves with pride and even arrogance. Their poise and swagger had a profound effect on Anya. They were glorying in their situation, their roles, not at all cowed or oppressed.


  Needless to say, they were both very attractive. Heron’s Lap had the money to buy the best. Anya hadn’t seen an unattractive or out-of-shape woman since she had passed through the gates.


  “Anya! How are you?” Malin appeared beside her. She put her arm around Anya and hugged her. “I’m so glad you came back!”


  “I’m good.”


  Was she? She was still confused, in a tumult from the seismic shift in her life over the last twenty four hours. She was returning to the stable against her better judgement, lured by some desire she couldn’t articulate. She had butterflies in her stomach and thought she might be sick.


  Left alone in the house, feeling Luna’s absence keenly, she was drawn to seeing Malin again. She was concerned that Luna’s meeting with Ilse was going to be about her, that’s why the German didn’t want her around. But she had stopped Luna making an issue out of it – she didn’t want to make herself even less popular. Was she being paranoid?


  She also felt uncomfortable having the maids fluttering around her, trying to do everything for her. Their crazy uniforms were off-putting enough – they looked like they belonged to some sinister cult – but their deference was disconcerting. She had never treated people like they were in some way below her, and she didn’t want to start now. The only person at Heron’s Lap that she had felt comfortable with was Malin. She had walked to the stable. It hadn’t taken much more than five minutes.


  Anya had been stunned last night to find Luna dressed in that catsuit from Dominique’s portrait, both by her audacity in daring to put it on and by how fucking amazing she had looked in it…So hot! It had made her so assertive as well as she had made love to Anya…And Anya had loved that. Maybe it had relaxed Anya a little too much, though.


  When she had agreed to let Luna dress her for the meal that evening, she had thought it would be more stylish leatherwear, but Luna had handed the decision over to the maid. The latex catsuit had been completely unexpected. She had tried it on – she had never actually worn rubber before – with the full expectation that she would reject it. But once she had the catsuit on, it felt great, so soft and smooth against her skin. The way it caressed her with every movement, like a lover’s gentle fingers all over her body at the same time. Suddenly she could see the appeal of the material beyond its sexy visual effects.


  Flopsy had polished the rubber until it gleamed with endless depth. The bright blue colour was so vibrant, so extrovert. She had never worn anything so attention-grabbing in her life. It hadn’t stopped there. There was a matching corset and then the thigh boots in the same rubber. The maid had laced the corset so tight, that had been really uncomfortable. She had considered putting a stop to it, but she had really wanted to please Luna. She would put up with it just the once.


  Then Flopsy had transformed Anya with the hair and make-up (it was like she was a professional at it.) When she had posed in the mirror she had been incredulous. She couldn’t believe it was herself that she was looking at. She looked like a model. So glamorous and sexy. When Luna had first seen her there had been such fire and desire in her eyes and Anya had felt so proud of herself.


  Back in the bedroom after the meal, they had both been so horny. Luna had discovered a strap-on in Dominique’s sinister cupboard and fucked Anya while she was still in her costume. The feel of the rubber against her body had really enhanced the experience, and though she didn’t want to admit it, the tight corset somehow heightened the physical intensity of being penetrated. It had given her possibly the most power climax of her life.


  Even when they were finally naked and between the glorious silk sheets, they had continued making love deep into the night, both insatiable. It had been an amazing night. Anya felt like she was losing control, her resistance was crumbling. Heron’s Lap was seducing her as well as Luna, and that was very scary.


  And then there had been that dream. She had woken suddenly around six this morning, covered in a sheen of sweat, her heart pumping, so incredibly turned-on. Her fingers had been inside herself. She had been masturbating herself in her sleep – she hadn’t done that since she was a teenager (the night after seeing Gal Gadot in Wonder Woman.) It had been so real. So exciting. So frightening and unnerving.


  There are mirrors every way she turns, nothing to see but the same image, the figure that could only be her, but which she is unable to recognize. The anonymous, dehumanized pony girl, gleaming in the moulded metal of her costume, locked on her body.


  She is trying to move her arms, use her hands to feel and stroke the outfit, but she cannot move them. They are locked brutally, painfully behind her, her shoulders are aching abominably. She cannot turn her head, the severe metal collar wraps her neck perfectly, it is frozen in position. Filled with terror, she fights the unyielding restraints imprisoning her body. All the while, her sexual need is growing, overwhelming her.


  She is right up close to the glass, staring at herself in disbelief. Her breasts are lifted and pushed forward obscenely by the shaped metal carapace, a halo of the cold, intractable casting surrounds her nipples, projecting them. There are thick, heavy rings piercing them and they are so hard, so erect.


  Her hair, her gorgeous blonde tresses are gone. There is just a narrow mane left down the centre of her scalp, which is glowing like it has been oiled. It cannot truly be her, can it?


  The bridle and the strap across her eyes conceal her identity, but she can see the green pupils staring back at her through the oblong slots cut into the strap. They are her eyes!


  There is another thick heavy ring resting on her top lip, disappearing into her nostrils. She can feel it pulling on her septum and it’s an unsettling sensation. The chains from the bit rings are connected to it and they are too tight, a constant tension. Her own ears are hidden under the pony ears, which are connected to them by countless piercings around their rims.


  She is dribbling profusely. The drool seeps down her chin, hanging in tendrils off the tip, falling on to her displayed tits which are rising and falling with her heavy, panicked breaths.


  Anya is gone, she is just another cloned ponygirl, her humanity stripped away, a sexual object. But it feels so good. It feels so sexy. She has never felt so aroused in all her life, even as the utter horror of her situation fills her with terror. She stares at the ponygirl…at herself… And then she woke up.


  “Come and watch the ponies being tacked up!”


  Her hand in Anya’s back, Malin guided her through to the tack room, which Anya had visited on the tour yesterday. This still had four opaque walls, all draped in the leather and metal components of the pony costumes. They sat on a bench and watched the two ponygirls marched into the room, each being led by a chain connected to their nose rings. Every step they lifted their thighs high, parallel to the floor, prancing. Their backs were curved, pushing out their chests, movements elegant and controlled, so proudful. Their horseshoe-clad hoof-boots clashed noisily on the flagstone floor.


  Initially, both ponies had those nose chains connected to a larger chain hanging down from the ceiling while their body harnesses were fitted. The rings on the end of their mitted hands were also locked to the chain, keeping their arms lifted high, out of the way. As always seemed to happen when the ponies were stationary, the hobble chains were wrapped around their ankles.


  “Each metal panel is made from a mould of the pony’s body part, specific to each pony for a perfect fit. No expense is spared. Each pony’s tack costs thousands of pounds.”


  As the ponies moved, Anya could see flashes of metal catching the light from their hairless sexes. They weren’t sitting close enough for her to see exactly what they were.


  “The ponygirls have each of their labia pierced three times. The metal you can see are the grommets put in the piercings to keep them open at the required size. The crotch band of the body harness locks into them. When we get to that part we’ll move closer so you can see for yourself.”


  Anya was stunned again. The deeper she got into this, the darker it became. Bodies modified so that the harness connected directly to their sexes! It made the hair on her neck stand up. To her dismay, Anya also found the idea erotic. No! I mustn’t find that sexy!


  “So it was done to you, too?” she asked Malin.


  “I still have them. I consider them a part of me. You can see them later, if you like?”


  Anya blushed furiously at the idea. The total lack of physical modesty here continued to disarm her.


  “No, it’s OK.”


  Once the body harness and metal waistband were locked in place, the ponies’ arms were released, one at a time. They were twisted into position behind their backs so that the long metal cuffs fixed to the harness could be closed over their forearms. The cuffs actually locked into place, needing a key to open them, which seemed entirely unnecessary to Anya. How could they possibly get out of them anyway?


  The elaborate bridles were fitted next. Throughout it all, the ponies remained passive and compliant. The metal collars also locked into place. It was the manner of the binding of the arms behind and the angle the head was placed in by the collar that gave the ponies the uniform silhouette, head tilted slightly up, shoulders pulled brutally back, torso strangely curved as a result.


  At this point, Malin took Anya closer, right beside the ponygirls so that she could see the fitting of the bits. Their teeth were cosmetically perfect, bleached a very bright white and both ponies had their tongues pierced in two places, evenly spaced down the centre. Anya had naively thought that it was just a simple bar, but she was learning that no part of the tack was simple. It was made to be as cruel and invasive as imaginable.


  Midway down the length of the bit, on the inside, was a flat strip of metal that protruded deeply into the pony’s mouth. Once the bit was fitted, it was invisible, so Anya hadn’t had any idea about this extra torment for the unfortunate women. Slots in the metal strip locked onto the two tongue studs, holding their tongues unmoving in the bottom of their mouths. The ends of the bit locked into the two rings in the bridle at the corners of their mouths.


  Malin demonstrated what happened when the reins pulled on the rings. The bit was drawn back into the corners of the mouth, the metal strip inevitably sunk deeper into the back of the mouth, irritating the gag reflex. The discomfort designed to ensure swift obedience to end the distress as soon as possible. Anya was horrified.


  It was only once the reins had been fitted – attached to the nipple rings and linked through the bit rings – that the chains to their nose rings were finally removed. But they were immediately replaced by the much smaller, but no less vexing chains that linked the septum ring to the bit rings. They were taut, putting a constant tension on the septum, and when the reins were pulled, this only increased. Yet another incentive for the pony to obey the command of the rein.


  The end of the reins were then tied to the heavy chains hanging down from the ceiling, but this time there was plenty of slack. Anya soon discovered why.


  The hobble chains were removed from their ankles, their feet were kicked apart, then they were bent over forward. The only part of the costume that was missing was the band that attached to the front and the back of the waistband and passed between the ponies’ buttocks and legs. The metal piece was moulded to the exact shape of each pony – Anya had seen that. What she hadn’t seen was the inside of the crotch piece.


  As Thumper’s was brought forward, there were two protrusions, spaced so that one entered the sex, the other the anus. The rearmost was shaped like a regular butt-plug, if slightly on the large size. The ponygirl’s tail was actually integrated into the plug, sprouting from its base. Meanwhile, at the front, there was a dildo with a succession of horizontal ridges around its circumference and a profusion of little nodules all over the soft silicone. The whole thing was semi-rigid, standing slightly curved over.


  It had never occurred to Anya that the ponies were running with these things inside them. She tried to get her head around it. No wonder they were so turned-on. By walking and running they were stimulating themselves and helpless to prevent it. She watched as first the butt-plug was lubed up and inserted into Thumper’s bumhole. The back of the crotch piece was locked into place with the waistband. The pony was then pulled back upright.


  Anya watched the dildo eased into Thumper’s sex, her hips quivering and twitching. The ponygirl gasped. This close, Anya could see the dark labia with their piercings. They weren’t little holes like an ear piercing. The holes must have been a quarter-inch in diameter. There were six studs on the inside of the crotch plate. The groom carefully locked each stud into the metal-lined piercing. Each clicked into place with a definitive snap. Finally, the front of the crotch piece was slotted into the front of the waistband with an irrevocably solid sound.


  Aghast, Anya couldn’t believe what she had just seen, and Thumper was going to be made to run so thoroughly penetrated, so intimately restrained, her labia fused into the metal. What on earth must it feel like? Glancing at Malin, Anya could see the excitement in the head groom’s eyes, even though she must have seen the procedure a thousand times and experienced it herself the same number.


  “Is it the same for all the ponygirls?” Her voice was husky.


  “Absolutely.”


  They watched the same thing happen to Bambi. The fit was so precise, pressing against the skin and the sensitive sex. It must have felt so confining and so controlling. Bambi was panting as the piece was locked into place, her face flushed. Anya could feel herself trembling. It was so invasive, psychologically and physically…So intense.


  Both ponies were put on their knees. Their manes were still loose, hanging down over one side of their heads. The grooms began braiding them. They were very skilled and fast. A big bow was woven in at the end of the plait, black for Bambi and white for Thumper.


  Once that was finished they were pulled back onto their hooves. Anya saw their nipples twisted agonizingly upward as the reins were yanked hard. They rose effortlessly and elegantly despite being so restrictively bound and with such cumbersome, awkwardly shaped footwear. As the ponygirls were led from the tack room, prancing proudly, their hooves so loud on the floor, tails and manes swinging attractively behind them, Anya experienced a shiver, now understanding what must be going on in their bodies with each step.


  “Where are they going?”


  “For their morning run. They get at least two runs a day.”


  “What happens if it’s raining?”


  “They get wet!” Malin was clearly amused by Anya’s naivety. “Here, come with me.”


  The groom guided Anya toward one of two doors at the back of the room. They entered a much smaller room that had a little window high up on the back wall and a fire escape door with a quick-release bar. There was a lot of tack hanging on the walls in here, but it wasn’t the moulded metal that featured in the main tack room, it was black and brown leather.


  “This is where we keep the universal tack that anyone can wear, not tailormade for a specific pony. You can try some of it on, if you like?”


  Anya was horrified at the idea…Yet there was something compelling about it too, she couldn’t help wondering what it must feel like to be so restrained…To have her humanity so systematically stripped from her. What was happening to her? She should get away from this place as quickly as possible!


  “All the other ponies and grooms are out now, so we’ll be alone, and they wouldn’t come back here anyway.” Malin stepped close to Anya, rubbing her hand up and down Anya’s arm. She was several inches taller.


  “Trust me, you’ll enjoy it. It will help you understand and empathize with the ponies, and as soon as you want to stop, we will, OK?”


  Anya found herself nodding.


  Malin undid Anya’s jeans, and with her panties, pushed them right down until they dropped around her ankles. Anya felt herself blushing. She instinctively covered her crotch with her hands, but dropped them away again. Malin had already turned away without looking down there.


  “Take your trainers off. What’s your shoe size, Anya?”


  “Four.”


  “Don’t get many of those these days, you must have dainty little feet!”


  Malin plucked a pair of the hoofed pony boots from a whole bunch hanging beside the door they had just passed through. They were brown, the leather cracked with age in places. She examined them.


  “These are old, but still in good condition.”


  Anya found herself squatting down and unlacing her shoes. Her mind was telling her not to, but her body wasn’t obeying. She felt a thrill of excitement, a compulsion. She couldn’t help herself, even though she was beginning to tremble at the feeling of losing control.


  Malin tapped her hand on the surface of a bench that was up against one wall, about three feet high.


  “Park your bum on here.”


  Naked from the waist down, Anya obeyed. The first thing she noticed as Malin slipped the first boot on was how heavy it was compared to her training shoes. The toes were thickly padded and surprisingly comfortable. There were two buckles across the top of the foot and two more around the ankle, drawing the leather tight and snug. The line of buckles continued all the way up the inside of the leg so the boot could be fitted to the shape of her calf. The final two were low on her thighs. It was a very close fit.


  Anya rubbed her hand over the surface. It was so soft and the leather had a wonderful sheen, the tiny, superficial cracks gave it a wonderful patina. Soon the other boot was on as well. Malin took her hands and helped her back onto her feet. Because there was no heel on the boot it looked like balancing would be precarious, but that wasn’t the case. She didn’t need to stand on her toes, she could put her weight onto the heel and somehow it transferred to the base of the hoof – not that her feet weren’t steeply arched, but it was surprisingly comfortable.


  “Try them. Walk up and down.”


  The size of the room meant Anya could only take five steps before she had to turn around. They clopped on the flagstone floor like real horse hooves. She was so high and felt very leggy, now taller than Malin. She walked up and down a few times, growing accustomed to them. It was so bizarre, they remained cumbersome, seemingly totally inappropriate for running.


  “OK?”


  “Surprisingly, yes!”


  So caught up in the experience was Anya that she had forgotten her crotch was bare in front of a woman she hardly knew. Suddenly self-conscious, she pulled her hands in front of her.


  “Don’t do that! Ponies don’t care about being naked!” Malin knocked Anya’s hands away, but she was being playful, smiling. “Anyway, with a body like yours, you have nothing to be ashamed of!”


  There was a smouldering look of desire in Malin’s eyes that Anya wanted to reciprocate. What was she thinking? She would never cheat on Luna.


  “Let’s see the rest of you!”


  The Swede pulled off Anya’s thick sweater, then her T-shirt. Anya took off her own bra. It wasn’t cold in the room but her nipples were rock hard. Malin was behind her, gathering her hair together into a ponytail. It was such an intimate moment. It felt so wrong and so right at the same time. Malin stroked Anya’s upper arms again.


  “Don’t be nervous. I’ve tacked up dozens of ponies. Just enjoy it.”


  The wide waistband of a harness was wrapped around Anya’s midriff. Malin buckled it very tight, tugging hard, drawing her waist in. Slowly, the network of straps begun to wrap her body. There were bands closed around the base of each breast, a metal ring surrounding each nipple. Little straps connected to both formed two star shapes. Each was tightened, flattening her breasts against her chest. They felt confining, little prisons holding her intimately.


  “I’ll use the simplest and most comfortable arm binding position. It will still display your tits nicely.”


  Anya’s arms were folded behind her back, her forearms horizontal, her hands under the opposite elbow. A leather sleeve, reaching from her wrists to the crook of her arm, fastened her forearms together. The sleeve was then clipped to the back of the harness to hold it fixed in place. Anya was now helpless. She shuddered, scared but excited. Malin stroked her upper arms once more.


  “OK?”


  Anya nodded, robbed of speech for the moment.


  Each of her hands were put into a leather mitten. There were little dividers inside to separate her fingers apart. They were quite stiff, so that even though the leather of the mitts was soft and pliable, she was unable to close her hands.


  Next, Malin fitted the bridle, pulling the network of straps over Anya’s head. The wide band over her eyes immediately reduced her vision dramatically. She peered out through the slots, all her peripheral sight gone, able to see only directly ahead. The blinkers either side, extending out about two and a half inches, made sideways vision even worse. Gradually, all the straps were pulled tight, closing the leather and metal contraption close to her skull, against her face.


  Psychologically, it felt very confining, even though technically – apart from her vision – it wasn’t actually restrictive. For the first time, Anya experienced a little flash of panic. Her heart thumped in her chest, her breath quickened.


  “Now, you won’t like this at all!”


  Malin drew the collar around Anya’s neck. The thick leather was intractable. It was softly padded on the inside and along the top and bottom rims, sitting comfortably on her collarbone, curling slightly under her chin, forcing her head up at a slight angle. As Malin buckled it closed it wrapped Anya’s throat tightly, removing all movement of her head. It was horribly restrictive and uncomfortable and for some reason made her feel more vulnerable than anything else had up to then. Another flash of panic. When Malin appeared in front of Anya with the bit in her hand, she finally found her voice.


  “Don’t whip me!”


  “We’ll see.” Malin’s mouth curled into a mischievous smile.


  “Luna would see the marks!” she pleaded.


  “I said trust me!”


  Malin’s fingers stroked Anya’s cheek.


  “If you want to stop at any point from now on, stamp your hoof twice, OK?”


  Anya could no longer nod her head.


  “OK.”


  The bit was a thin bar covered in pliable rubber. While it didn’t have the horrific internal mouthpiece of the other ponies, it did have a tab that projected an inch and a half into Anya’s mouth, enough to ensure that her tongue was kept depressed and virtually immobile. She felt the clicks as the bit was locked in place to the rings of the bridle either side of her mouth. Her teeth sunk into the soft rubber. She could feel the unyielding metal underneath.


  Then Malin had a pair of pony ears, like Anya had seen earlier, but these were simpler in design, they clipped onto her ears in a couple of places. They pinched and hurt, but it was only a mild pain, but she was constantly conscious of them. The groom stroked them, giggling.


  “I’ll just fix the reins to your bit, spare your nipples, this time.”


  Once the reins were attached, Malin wrapped them around her hand until there was just a few inches left. She pulled Anya gently forward and the full helplessness of Anya’s predicament was brought home to her, she could do nothing but follow the groom, completely at her mercy. Her arms instinctively pulled against the cuff and a quiver of fear and pleasure flushed through her simultaneously, but she was forced to follow for a few steps, then Malin turned her around, tugging the reins down, forcing Anya to bend over.


  The waistband of the harness cut painfully into her ribs, its tightness causing her to grunt. Malin tied off the reins to a ring in the wall, holding Anya in that position. Though she felt very ambivalent about it, Anya couldn’t deny that she was incredibly turned-on.


  “Now the fun bit, the crotch strap. Shall we have a nice blonde tail to match your mane?”


  Anya couldn’t see anything but the wall in front of her eyes. She heard the rattle of metal, the snap of leather.


  “Are you gonna need lube?”


  Anya jumped dramatically as Malin cupped the mound of her sex, the touch completely unexpected. She couldn’t believe it had happened. Two fingers pushed inside her and her hips were convulsing. She gasped and squirmed, suffused with pleasure. The touch felt so good.


  “No lube needed in there. Glad you are enjoying it, I thought you would.”


  Anya felt her face burning with embarrassment, unable to deny Malin’s words. Next, the groom’s finger was probing at her bumhole. She tried to shuffle away but the groom’s free hand grabbed the harness and effortlessly held Anya in place.


  “That’s a tight little rosebud! We’re gonna need a smaller butt-plug!”


  Anya had honestly not considered the butt-plug tail, even though she had seen them inserted into Bambi and Thumper only a short while ago – she hadn’t considered Malin would want to put one in her! She had never indulged in anal play with Luna or anyone else. It had just never happened or been discussed. She realized how tame and unimaginative her sex life had been before arriving here.


  She came so close to stopping things there and then. She lifted her hoof off the floor to stamp. It hung there for some seconds. A bigger part of her didn’t want it to stop and she lowered the boot gently to the floor again. She was on a roller-coaster, her stomach doing somersaults, she was falling from a great height into an abyss, terrifying and thrilling at the same time.


  She felt cold gel on her bumhole and shivered. Malin’s finger pushed and squirmed until it slipped inside. Sparks of pain flashed.


  “You should try playing anal with Luna, you’re missing out on so much fun, though as you are so tight, this will hurt at first, but it will be worth it later, I promise you.”


  Malin began pressing the tip of the butt-plug into Anya’s rosebud, twisting it back and forth. Slowly, it began to slide in. The Swede was very careful and gentle, but she wasn’t wrong – the pain got steadily worse. She felt like it was tearing, but she knew it wasn’t. She moaned, her voice rising in pitch as the discomfort increased.


  “Nearly there!”


  The pain peaked and gradually subsided. Anya felt her sphincter closing again, but the feeling in her rectum was most peculiar. She felt like she needed to shit. Felt like she was stuffed. There was still an occasional shooting pain, like a stomach cramp. As Malin pulled the crotch strap up to buckle to the back of the waistband, the leather sank between her buttocks and the plug shifted and settled inside her. She felt the hair of her tail brush against her legs.


  Now she could feel the silicone dildo pressing against her sex. Anya jerked as Malin’s fingers spread her labia apart and she felt cool air against her flaming insides. Then the tip of the dildo was sliding in, stretching her slightly. She could feel the curves and nodules rubbing against her vaginal walls. The friction felt incredible. She murmured in pleasure, wriggling and twitching, then moaning as the full length sunk so deeply into her. As Malin connected the front of the strap to the waistband, it forced the dildo even deeper still. Anya gurgled in delight.


  Malin teased her for a moment, rubbing the strap right over her sex, massaging her labia at the same time as micro-fucking her. Anya groaned loudly.


  “There! One novice ponygirl. We will have to give you a name…” There was a long pause. “We shall call you Catmint, today!”


  The groom untied the reigns and used them to pull Anya – or Catmint as she now was – upright. The movement of the two plugs now filling her lower holes caused her to moan again. She shivered in pleasure, so many different sensations assaulting her. Already, she could feel the drool from her bitted mouth thick on her chin, the humiliation only adding to her arousal.


  “Let’s walk you up and down, get you used to your tack. With every step, you lift your thigh up until it is parallel to the floor. If you don’t, I will have to punish you until you learn.”


  As Catmint was pulled forward, she lifted her leg high and made a very strange sound as she took her first steps, left breathless by the feelings of the dildo shifting in her sex, caressing her, the butt-plug flexing her bowel, stretching the bowel wall. Even though the rear plug was causing her pain, the pleasure was greater. She wanted to scream in joy! She got it, now! She could see why somebody would want to do this, it was an incredible experience!


  “Show me how proud you are. Push that chest out, Catmint!”


  Malin walked Catmint up and down the little room five times, after which the ponygirl was panting, in such a state of sexual excitement. She didn’t want to stop – a bit longer and she would have cum, and she needed to do that desperately.


  “When you are at a standstill, your ankles must be together. Curve your spine, push your tits out…That’s it!”


  Catmint mewed, squirming, not wanting to stand still. Malin smacked her bottom.


  “Behave!”


  Malin looped the reins through a ring much higher on the wall, tying a loose knot that would only tighten if Catmint tried to pull against it. Crouching down, the Swede wrapped a hobble chain around the ponygirl’s ankles.


  “I’m going to get a cart. I’ll bring it around the back door here. This is behind the stable, where no one will see us, even if they come back. I’ll be a couple of minutes.”


  Catmint was facing away from the door. She could only see a small section of the wall in front of her. She felt Malin’s hand slide down her body, from her shoulder, across her hip, stroking her bottom. Then she heard the door open and close. Then there was only silence except for her heavy breathing and the creak of her harness as she moved her hips sinuously to increase the physical stimulation.


  Panic washed through her. She was alone and utterly helpless. What if someone else came in and thought she was a real ponygirl and treated her like one? She could do nothing about it. She was gripped by terror, but also such a strong sexual thrill that she was trembling. She rotated her hips with even greater vigour, getting the dildo and butt-plug to keep her arousal burning, to scratch her raging lust.


  She was so conscious of the tack restraining her body, holding her breasts to her chest, cinching her waist, her neck held immobile, the straps criss-crossing her face, holding the band over her eyes, the bit between her teeth. She pulled yet again at her bound arms, felt the boots holding her feet at such a steep angle, wrapping her legs so tightly. She tried to pull against the hobble.


  Time passed so slow. Malin had said two minutes, but it seemed like ten. What if this was a trick? A practical joke? What if Malin reappeared with Luna, Ilse and Cait and they all laughed at her for being so gullible, for allowing herself to be turned into a ponygirl! She had to calm herself. Did she trust Malin? Yes, for some reason she did.


  The internal door opened again. Catmint heard footsteps. She was so scared she was on the verge of peeing herself.


  “You’ve no idea how sexy you look! You have a fantastic body.”


  It was Malin’s voice. To the ponygirl’s shock, the grooms hands were once again roaming over her body, stroking her. She squeaked as her bound breasts were cupped, squeezed, nipples pinched.


  “Ponygirls have to get used to being handled, just like real ponies!”


  An open palm slid down across her belly and pressed on the crotch strap again. Catmint gurgled, jerking, writhing. Malin’s body pressed against her back.


  “Let’s go for a run. Just a little one, amongst the trees out back. No one will see us.”


  The hobble was removed, the reins untied.


  “Remember how you have to walk!”


  The groom led Catmint to the fire escape door, pressing the release bar and pushing it open. With her head angled upward and the restriction of the strap over her eyes, the ponygirl couldn’t see directly down in front of her, where she was stepping. Malin guided her hooves over the lip of the doorway. She felt soft ground beneath her, the horseshoes silent on contact, but the most significant difference was the drop in temperature.


  They were in the shade of the stable building and it was chilly, Catmint’s nearly naked body immediately coming up in goosebumps. Her narrow field of vision meant she couldn’t see the pony cart, but she was turned about and ordered to step backward, Malin’s confident hands guiding the pony into position. Catmint gasped as the groom spanked her hard. It left her buttock burning. Tears formed in her eyes, partly from the pain and partly from the humiliation.


  “Lift those legs high!”


  Another spank to her other buttock.


  “Position!”


  It was so unfair! She couldn’t see what was happening and she didn’t know what to do. She put her ankles together, curved her back so that her chest pushed out. She heard the rattle of chains, heard the clicks as they were attached to the waistband of her harness. There were four in all.


  Malin appeared in front of her. She was smiling, her blue eyes sparkling with excitement.


  “We’ll take it nice and easy. Just a little way, in the cover of the trees. No one will see us. Don’t worry about falling, there are stoppers on the shafts so that you won’t hit the ground if you tumble.”


  Malin’s hands once again cupped Catmint’s breasts, palms pressing on rock-hard nipples, rubbing them.


  “A pull on the left rein means turn left, a pull on the right, turn right. A pull on both, slow down. A hard pull on both means stop. A slap of the reins on the shoulders means move forward or go faster.”


  The groom stroked the pony’s cheek.


  “Try hard for me!”


  Then she was gone. Catmint felt the pull on her waist as Malin mounted the cart.


  “Walk on!”


  The reins slapped her shoulders. She pranced forward. It was difficult to get the cart moving initially and she struggled. Fire suddenly erupted on her right buttock accompanied by a loud crack and she surged forward this time. Once the cart was moving it was much easier. She hadn’t been struck with a whip, but with something broad and flat. In reality it hadn’t been hard at all, though it still stung like the blazes. She felt resentment that the groom had technically honoured her request not to be whipped but had still found a way to strike her provocatively and helplessly presented buttocks.


  A sharp pull to her right cheek. The bit dug uncomfortably into the corner of her mouth. She turned, seeing grass ahead, a couple of willow trees. It was so disconcerting not being able to see where she was placing her feet. She was stepping on the ground she had seen a few moments before and she couldn’t get used to it. And it was so hard to concentrate on anything! Each prancing step moved the dildo and butt-plug inside her, creating havoc in her sex, driving her mad with lust. The reins slapped her shoulders again.


  “Trot.”


  That was a relief. She wasn’t used to lifting her legs that high and her thighs were already aching. She jogged forward. It was so difficult with her arms bound behind her, she was continually tugging against the cuffs, instinctively trying to bring them forward. Despite Malin’s words, Catmint was still frightened of falling. There was so much going on in her head…So much going on in her body…She was so turned-on…It was a mind-blowing experience!


  She was steered around a tree, gradually getting used to how far and fast she was expected to turn depending on the length and strength of the pull on her reins. She was slowly performing a wide circle until she could now see the stable in front of her, some distance away.


  “Canter.”


  The reins slapped again. She sped up, but she didn’t get very far. The increased speed increased the intensity of the stimulation of the dildo. After a few yards she was hit by an extraordinary orgasm, quite unlike anything she had encountered before. Her whole body was consumed by it, by all the sensations all over her body. Fireworks exploded in her head. She staggered, slowing down. Then her legs gave way beneath her and she fell to her knees in the grass, drowning in euphoria, gasping for breath.


  


  Luna


  Ilse dropped Luna back at the house. They had been on a very long run in the pony cart, all the way around the lake. It had been fantastic, so exciting, so exhilarating! At one point Ilse had stopped and handed the reins to Luna, giving her the chance to drive the cart, instructing her. It had been such a thrill and the power was intoxicating, controlling the ponygirls.


  By the time they pulled up outside the house, Tulip and Ragamuffin had been used hard. Luna could see the sweat dripping off them and their buttocks were littered with fresh welts, livid lines of red. They were breathing very hard. But there was to be no rest for them yet. As soon as Luna had dismounted, Ilse had them back at a trot, heading off again.


  As she mounted the steps to the front door, Luna was so aroused – she needed to calm down. There was a big, gothic knocker on the door, a demon face matching the gargoyles rearing from the brickwork above. Luna wasn’t quite sure what message that was supposed to send to visitors…


  It was Mopsy who answered the door this time. She wore exactly the same uniform as Flopsy, though she was smaller in stature than the other maid. Even in the towering stilettos she was only the same height as Luna in her riding boots. Her figure was slight, but she had a very pretty face. With the wimple-like rubber through which only her face poked, it was hard to estimate her age, but Luna thought close to forty, significantly older than Flopsy.


  It was strange enough being waited on hand and foot by the younger maid, but it was really weird when the servant was so much older than Luna. She hadn’t quite come to terms with it yet.


  “Do you know where Anya is at the moment, Mopsy?”


  “Ms Allen returned to the tower apartment, Ms de Raveneaux.” The maid had a lovely Scottish lilt.


  She bobbed a curtsy, her latex skirts rustling noisily.


  “We’ll take our lunch up there, please.”


  “Very good, Ms de Raveneaux.”


  Luna was only beginning to grasp the power she would have when she accepted the inheritance, but she was already growing entranced by it. The last two days had been an unbelievable dream. How could this really be happening to her? The only issue was Anya…What was going to happen there?


  The lift door opened on the tower living room. Luna had taken off her hat and scarf, unfastened her jacket. She could smell the leather in the enclosed space of the lift. Anya was laying on the sofa. She had a whisky tumbler in her hand, but that wasn’t what caught Luna’s attention. She was back in the outfit from last night. Luna’s eyes went wide in shock. She could feel the heat in her groin, her pulse racing.


  The blue catsuit gleamed under the artificial lights like it was alive. Anya must have been dressed by Flopsy again, her hair was fantastic, her make-up striking and the corset had been laced really tightly, creating a dramatic curve with a little waist. She looked breathtaking, reclined nonchalantly across the sofa, a vision of sexuality.


  “Wow, this is a surprise!”


  Anya gave Luna her most smouldering look, a smile of both warmth and lust.


  “Your grandmother had some fabulous rum!” Anya sipped from the glass, still holding Luna’s gaze.


  “Bit early to be on the juice?”


  Anya shrugged. “I felt the need.”


  Luna dropped her hat and scarf onto the armchair, slipped out of her jacket and added it to the pile. She dropped to her knees in front of the sofa and her hand ran up the soft latex of Anya’s thigh boot, right up and over her thigh, where the rubber catsuit was warm with Anya’s body heat. It came to rest on her girlfriend’s hip.


  “You look so fucking sexy…Like a wet dream!”


  “I feel fucking sexy, too!” Anya’s voice was husky.


  She lifted Luna’s hand from her hip and threaded her fingers through Luna’s leather sheathed ones, holding her tightly.


  “You don’t have to do this to please me. I want you to wear what makes you comfortable, what makes you feel right.”


  “It does feel right. It feels like a hundred lovers kissing me all over at the same time!”


  “Really?”


  “Really! Taste the rum.”


  Anya held her glass to Luna’s lips. Luna could see the deep red lipstick on the rim of the tumbler. Anya gently tipped a sip into Luna’s mouth. It did taste good.


  “I want you to take me back upstairs and fuck my brains out with that strap-on, like you did last night!” Anya rasped, her eyes fierce and sincere.


  “I want to do that, too!”


  Luna rose up and leaned over the sofa. They kissed fervidly, Anya’s ardour startling Luna, her girlfriend really was turned-on. This was not what Luna had been expecting. Anya swung her legs off the sofa and stood up. In the high-heeled boots she was taller than Luna, which felt very strange. She ran her hand over Luna’s leather-clad thigh.


  “You look really good in leather, by the way. It suits you.”


  Luna’s hands sliding over Anya’s rubber-encased form caused it to squeak. They kissed again.


  “Fuck me, please, Ms de Raveneaux!”


  Luna took Anya’s hand and marched off to the stairs, hearing the snap and crackle of Anya’s outfit as she followed.


  They had left the strap-on lying on the bed, but a maid had been in to clean up. Luna found it back in the cupboard. Anya helped her undress. She didn’t know who was hornier out of the two of them. She wondered what had got Anya so stoked, surely not just putting on the latex outfit again?


  The double-dildo was incredible. It had some kind of springing so that when the outside dildo encountered resistance, the one inside her sunk deeper into her, somehow feeling longer. In fucking Anya, Luna also got fucked herself. What had they been missing out on? It was another eye-opener.


  Anya got down on her knees and took the head of the dildo into her mouth. It had a realistic textured and proportioned glans. Again, Luna was startled. Anya was not usually this radical. What had gotten into her? As her tongue slavered the dildo, she looked up at Luna, eyes full of mischief. Then, pulling away, she got back onto her feet only to throw herself backward onto the bed and lay there, arms and legs splayed out.


  “Fuck me, please!”


  Luna climbed onto the bed between Anya’s legs. Her hands stroked latex covered thighs and hips. Then she pressed her fingers onto Anya’s sex. Anya gasped and lifted her hips, pushing back against Luna. Slowly, Luna unzipped the catsuit. Anya’s glistening labia popped out. She was so wet! Luna could smell her girlfriend’s arousal, the rubber cocoon magnifying the intensity of the odour. She fingered Anya, getting the blonde twitching and writhing.


  She was thinking about Use’s words earlier, that maybe she should be more assertive with Anya and see what happened. This moment seemed as good a time as any. Trying to quell her own raging desire to just fuck Anya, she teased her, pinching her labia closed, rolling them between her fingers, pulling playfully at the well-groomed patch of pubic hair on her mound.


  “Please!” Anya pleaded.


  Luna slid her hands up Anya’s body to cup her breasts, pressing her palms on the bullet-headed nipples that were tenting the latex. She leaned forward so that she loomed over Anya’s body, her face close to her girlfriend’s.


  “I will soon be Mistress of Heron’s Lap. We do things my way now!”


  She dropped her head and kissed Anya again, enjoying the taste of the rum. She pinched the rubber-sheathed nipples gently. Then she sat back up on her heels. Their eyes met.


  “Put your hands behind your head and keep them there.” Her tone was stern and she was unsure how Anya would react.


  Anya paused for only a couple of seconds before she obeyed, still holding Luna’s gaze.


  “I’m going to be in charge from now on. Do you have a problem with that?”


  “No,” Anya whispered.


  “No, Ms de Raveneaux!” Luna corrected, hoping she wasn’t pushing things too far too fast.


  “No, Ms de Raveneaux.”


  “Good.” Luna’s voice was thick with her arousal.


  They stared at each other for some seconds without words. Luna then hooked her arms under Anya’s thighs and lifted them, pushing them back either side of the prone woman’s body. This left Anya’s booted feet high in the air and her crotch thrust forward with her backside. Continuing to tease, Luna dragged the head of the dildo up and down the exposed labia that jutted out of the tight rubber catsuit. Anya twitched continually. She moaned. She whimpered.


  “Beg me to fuck you!”


  “I beg you…Ms de Raveneaux…” Anya’s voice cracked as she struggled to get the words out. “To please fuck me…”


  “Be more explicit. Be dirty and disgusting!”


  “I beg you to fuck this hot, desperate cunt, Ms de Raveneaux. Send this wet cunt to heaven!”


  Smiling in delight, Luna pushed the strap-on into Anya, leaning forward until the entire dildo was buried inside her. The position, with her thighs curled over her body, allowed Luna to get particularly deep. Even then, Anya pushed forward to take the faux cock as far inside her as possible, moaning and squirming desperately. Luna had never seen Anya so aroused.


  She continued to tease, holding still as Anya tried to worm underneath her to increase the sensation. Luna laughed.


  “Are you my slut?”


  “Yes, Ms de Raveneaux.”


  “Say it!”


  “I’m your insatiable slut, Ms de Raveneaux!”


  Luna just couldn’t restrain herself any longer. She was as desperate for the fuck as Anya. She began to pump her hips in long deep strokes, quickly increasing the pace. She groaned, the feel of the second dildo inside her was exquisite and after all she had experienced during the morning she needed to cum so badly.


  Anya bent her knees over Luna’s shoulders, writhing in delight. Their eyes were still locked on each other. Luna could see the need and passion in Anya’s gaze. Luna leaned over even further, pushing Anya’s thighs back even more, getting an even deeper penetration. Her hands explored the rubber-covered body as her hips continued to piston.


  Anya came very quickly, yelling, writhing in a frenzy, her eyes finally losing contact with Luna as they danced wildly about, seeing nothing. Luna kept going, getting faster but with a shorter stabbing action now. She was panting, but her raging libido fuelled the exertion. She growled ferociously as she reached her own climax, jerking spastically, savouring the ecstasy as it consumed her, relieving the tension that had been building up all morning.


  Her hand slid down over Anya’s tightly corseted belly, her fingers pushed in between the teeth of the zip, right above the dildo, and found Anya’s clitoris. She pressed on it, rubbing it firmly.


  “Cum for me again, now!”


  Even as her thrusts slowed, her finger moved increasingly frenetically.


  “Look at me!” she demanded.


  Anya obeyed, eyes wide with shock. She still had her hands locked behind her head as Luna had ordered. Her body was flailing about, pushing against Luna, hips jerking to exacerbate the feel of the strap-on inside her. She convulsed as she came for the second time, shuddering. It was the most powerful coupling that they had ever had. Luna collapsed on top of Anya, gasping desperately for air. Anya managed to extricate her thighs, wrapping them around Luna’s legs. The dildo was still fully embedded inside her. Luna pressed her cheek against Anya’s.


  “Thank you! I love you!” she whispered.


  They lay still for some time, getting their breath back, Luna couldn’t remember ever feeling so satisfied, so content. Realizing that Anya still had her hands behind her head, she gently lowered her girlfriend’s arms and kissed her again. A gentler, languid kiss. Slowly and reluctantly, she withdrew the dildo and rolled onto her back alongside Anya, grabbing her hand.


  “I want you to take the inheritance. I’m good with it,” Anya said.


  “What happened? You seem so certain!”


  “I saw Malin again. She’s helped me understand…Or at least begin to…”


  “How would you cope not being in the city?”


  “I could go back from time to time, couldn’t I? When I feel the need. It’s not that far and we don’t have to worry about the money anymore.”


  “I want you to be happy.”


  “I know, and I am, believe me!”


  “But things have changed, they can’t be as they were.”


  “I know.”


  “What just happened wasn’t just a game…I want more control…I want to be in charge…”


  There. She had said it. Luna’s heart thumped in her chest. She squeezed Anya’s hand.


  “I know. I enjoyed it…You taking charge.”


  Luna turned on her side, studying Anya.


  “What do you mean by that?”


  There was a long silence. Luna didn’t think Anya was going to answer.


  “Maybe we could experiment a bit.”


  “If you need it to stop, you must tell me.”


  “I will.”


  “I’ve never seen you so turned-on. You’ve completely surprised me!”


  “I could say the same…”


  Luna ran her hand over Anya’s shimmering latex-wrapped body.


  “I love you in rubber, I’ll make you wear more of it!”


  “I’d like that. Dress me how you want me.”


  “Thank you, so much!”


  Luna rolled back on top of Anya and kissed her passionately again. Anya wrapped her body around Luna, hugging her tight. Luna couldn’t believe she was feeling aroused again already and Anya was responding so positively to everything. She was kissing back with the same fervour. When their lips eventually split apart, they were both breathless. Anya stared earnestly into Luna’s eyes.


  “Please, Ms de Raveneaux…I would like you to fuck my arse!”


  Luna hadn’t seen that coming…




  DAY FIVE


  


  Anya


  It was the last dark evening of spring. At lam the clocks would move forward by an hour, but that didn’t help them tonight. It was a few minutes to seven and it was already dark. To make matters worse, it was raining. As Anya negotiated the steps down from the house in her skyscraper heels, Flopsy was alongside her, holding an umbrella over her.


  There was a motion-activated floodlight that lit the cobblestones immediately in front of the house and it displayed the pony cart that they were using this evening. The driver sat in the centre of a bench seat that could hold three. There was a canopy over the seat to offer some protection from the wet and a small storage bay behind the bench that was currently empty. The cart only had two wheels, each with sturdy rubber tyres. There were three ponygirls chained between the shafts, all alongside each other.


  Mopsy was holding the umbrella over Luna as she climbed up onto the seat. Luna was wearing a gorgeous three-quarter length leather raincoat that swung sensuously as she moved. The wide collar was turned up around her neck. She looked like Cruella De Vil, except she didn’t have the white streak through her hair (yet!) While Luna took the near seat, Anya had to walk around the cart, her metal stilettos rapping noisily on the wet stones.


  The boots she was wearing had five-and-a-half inch heels, perching her up on her toes. She had been practising walking in them but she still felt like she was on stilts, every step felt awkward and inelegant. Flopsy offered her hand as Anya struggled to mount the cart and seat herself beside the driver. While Flopsy headed back into the house, Mopsy climbed onto the back of the cart, sitting in the storage space right behind the bench, now using the umbrella to shield herself.


  Anya shifted to try to get comfortable, but the bench, though padded, was more utilitarian than luxury and the corset she had been so tightly laced into held her rigid, cutting into her ribs and leaving her breathless. The acute angle of her feet and knees caused by the ridiculous high-heels in the cramped space also ensured discomfort.


  The canopy that protected the seated figures did not extend far enough forward to cover the ponygirls, who were all drenched. Their saturated manes and tails hanging limply and heavily behind them. The sight of them could not help but bring back Anya’s memory of the short time she had spent as a ponygirl. She now had much more understanding of what the women were experiencing. But the recollection had rarely left her for long during the last couple of days since.


  It had been such a powerful, exciting and overwhelming encounter and she just couldn’t let the memory go. The desire, even maybe a compulsion, to do it again was only getting stronger with time, not less. But at this moment, she remembered how bitterly cold she had been in her pony tack, and the temperature then had been several degrees warmer than it was now and it had been dry.


  She was close enough to the ponygirls to see the goosebumps on their bare skin as they waited, standing tall and proud, breasts thrust forward – just as Malin had taught Anya. All three of the ponies’ bottoms were littered with welts, old and new. They must always be like that, Anya reflected. When would they ever get respite from the whip, they were run every day, rain or shine. She shuddered with fear and sexual excitement at their predicament, as well as from the chill.


  “Trot!”


  The driver set off without any preamble and the ponygirls surged forward, legs all moving in perfect synchronization. How did they do that? Their wet tails and manes swung violently back and forth, water sprinkling from them. They quickly left the pool of the floodlight and Anya couldn’t see them properly anymore.


  Mounted on the front two ends of the cart were lamps powered by some kind of dynamo system, like on Anya’s old bike, taking their energy from the turning of the cart’s wheels, becoming brighter the faster they went, projecting two pools of light in front of the ponies to provide visibility. The raindrops glistened brightly. They headed off the cobblestones and on to the tarmac driveway that led right to the entrance to the estate. Tonight they had been invited to Use’s for dinner.


  The last two days had been a whirlwind of activity. They had spent last night back at the flat in South London, packing their stuff (which wasn’t a huge amount, in all honesty.) They had given notice to their landlord. Just like that, they were gone, their old life had evaporated! Anya worked in bars and pubs on a pretty casual, cash-in-hand basis, though The Red Dragon had not been pleased that she had dropped her shift last night and tonight with little notice – the two busiest nights of the week. She had burned that bridge.


  Luna did graphic design for websites on an ad-hoc arrangement. That work was sparse, in all honesty, which was why they had trouble making the rent, but neither of them could face the drudge of permanent full-time work and would rather accept the economic consequences of that decision. Anya hoped that those problems could now be behind them. Luna had no work on at the moment anyway.


  Anya had been bombarded with texts and calls from her friends about her mysterious and sudden disappearance. She didn’t really have a satisfactory explanation. She was telling them that she was taking a break for a few days with Luna, but that wouldn’t hold for long. She needed to speak with Cait to establish how much she was allowed or should say about what was happening. It was all so fast and tumultuous.


  Yesterday, Zara – Cait’s assistant – had taken them shopping to exclusive and expensive fetish boutiques. They were both wearing some of the purchases, now. Luna had chosen all the clothes for Anya as she further exerted her control. Anya’s conversion, seduction into the perverse world of Heron’s Lap continued apace.


  How could her whole outlook on life, even her very personality, have become so dramatically altered in only four days! Any misgivings were dwarfed by the thrill she was getting. She felt so alive in a way she never had before. Something that had lain dormant inside her had suddenly been brought to life, the flick of a switch, and now there was so much more to that life than she had known existed. But where it would end was a terrifying prospect…but more than a little thrilling, too. And the sex was simply mind-blowing, incredible. She could think of little else.


  Sitting on the little bench seat in the ludicrous high-heeled boots was uncomfortable. The legroom was so short, tucking her feet underneath her thighs, holding her ankles at an extreme angle and keeping her thighs at a sharp upward slant, out of touch with the seat. The position was also causing her skirt to ride up. Anya had been shocked when Luna had selected the boots for her, they were so uncompromising – what happened to taking things slowly?


  It wasn’t just the heels. The boots reached right up to her crotch, the thick latex moulding to every curve of her legs. There was a wide strap at the very top that when pulled tight gave a mini-muffin-bulge of her flesh and they locked on with little padlocks. She was entirely dependent on Luna to be able to remove them. She was a little disconcerted at the intensity Luna was showing toward her dominant inclinations. It was a steep and scary learning curve.


  The boots were bright red, as was everything else in her outfit tonight (though Luna had also bought another identical pair, but black in colour.) She was wearing a miniscule pair of latex panties that had both a little butt-plug and small dildo built in. There was also a tiny, soft protrusion above the dildo that pressed against her clitoris, and pimples around both that massaged her labia and inside her sex with every movement. It was keeping her permanently wet and desperately in need of yet another cum.


  Luna had also purchased a number of push-up bras in rubber and leather for Anya. The red latex one had only a half-cup, lifting and pushing out her breasts to an extraordinary degree and leaving her nipples exposed, rubbing against the latex of her dress in a way that caused her to quiver in pleasure.


  Her lover hadn’t thought up all these devious ways to tease and taunt Anya all by herself. Zara had been guiding her, putting the options before her, showing her things that Luna hadn’t known even existed. It hadn’t been an accident that the assistant had accompanied them on the shopping expedition.


  The dress itself contoured to her body, fitting like a second skin. The skirt was mid-thigh length. The sleeves long, even covering the back of her hands, with little loops that hooked over her middle fingers to stop them riding up. The collar was high, wrapping her throat, pressing into the soft flesh under her chin. There was an upside down triangular cut-out in the latex right over her breasts, revealing the artificial swell generated by the push-up bra and the valley between them. It was the most revealing thing she had ever worn outside the bedroom (excluding her ponygirl adventure) and it made her feel like a slut.


  On top of the dress was a waspie corset. She could swear that Flopsy was lacing the garment tighter every time she put one on her. It felt like her waist was in a vice, and somehow it managed to push her breasts up and out even further. She couldn’t believe the size of her cleavage, which she had previously thought of as modest.


  Still, that had not been enough. On top of the corset was a wide latex belt with an oversized, rubber-covered buckle to further emphasize her contrived narrow waist. She felt like a shrink-wrapped piece of supermarket produce. The sensuous movement of the dress across her skin was wonderful, but everything else was uncomfortable and restricting, not least the steeple-heeled boots that made walking so difficult.


  And finally, there was this gleaming, vivid red raincoat. Three-quarter length, it also had an oversized buckle on its belt. There were additional straps at the end of the sleeves and on the collar, which had all been drawn tight, the collar turned up and wrapping her neck.


  Flopsy had again dressed her hair and applied make-up dramatically and heavily – she unquestionably had a talent for it, Anya looked stunning. She couldn’t believe quite how beautiful the maid could make her appear, but she felt like a fetish doll and was sure that was exactly the effect that Luna had intended.


  The driver had brought the ponygirls up to a canter, the rap of their hooves loud on the tarmac as they passed through the darkness and inclement weather. The canopy was only partially successful at protecting them from the rain. Anya could hear raindrops landing loudly on her coat and at those times they were heading directly against the breeze, she could feel drops hitting her face.


  They were soon heading up the slope and the driver employed the whip for the first time, encouraging the ponies to maintain their swift progress, flicking the lash across each backside in turn. The bite of the leather contacting the buttocks was both an erotic and distressing sound for Anya. She couldn’t help shuddering in empathy for the poor women.


  They entered the wood that populated the upper reaches of the estate and it was more than a little creepy. The ponygirls had been kept at a canter for some time, most of it uphill, and they were pulling four people as well as the cart, a heavy load. Inevitably, they began to flag. The driver was employing the whip regularly now, really fizzing the wet leather down ruthlessly. It would have been so much easier to just have taken a warm, dry, comfortable car. This place was insane!


  As they rounded a bend, Anya was pleased to see the lights from the gatehouse ahead. Finally, the driver tugged the reins to bring the ponies back to a trot. Pulling over to the far side of the road, the cart passed by the house and turned in a tight circle to swing around 180°, getting within a few feet of the gate itself. The left hand reins were tugged hard and held, urging the ponies to continue the sharp turn. Once they had straightened, the ponygirls were slowed to a walk, prancing forward until the cart was right in front of the door to the house, where they were stopped.


  Anya could hear their heavy breathing, but their discipline was incredible. The light beside the door showed all three ponygirls standing tall and proud again, hooves together, chests thrust forward. Their naked bodies shining from the rainwater. When the door opened, more light flooded out and she couldn’t keep her eyes away from the well-whipped, well-striped buttocks lined up in front of her. She shivered again.


  As Anya clambered out of the cart, the little butt-plug and dildo in her panties shifted, the pimples caressed her sex, the latex hugged and kissed her body. The corset made her acutely mindful of both her breasts and her crotch. As she began to walk she was left breathless, so aroused, feeling like an entirely sexual being, that nothing else mattered. The magic of Heron’s Lap had imposed itself on her consciousness.


  


  Luna


  She wasn’t quite sure what to call it, it was like a full body corset. The laces ran from the back of the ankle right up to the back of the neck, drawing the heavily boned leather tight around the woman’s body, pulling her legs together, creating a miniscule waist with a dramatic curve and wrapping her neck to right under the chin. She literally couldn’t move a muscle, except to lift her arms very slightly away from her back – they were locked into an elaborate monoglove that held her elbows touching.


  The woman was hanging from the ceiling, held horizontal by three chains, one around her ankles and one at each shoulder. She was held about three feet above the dining table.


  “Who is she?” Luna asked.


  “Ella, my assistant. She kindly agreed to be the decoration and entertainment for the evening!” Use’s smile and flashing eyes, full of mischief, confirmed to Luna that she would in no way ever work for the estate manager, and pitied those that did.


  Visible from the ankle down were Ella’s boots, which had the highest heels Luna had ever seen without a platform sole, extraordinarily thin and long. The triangle of the sole that would actually be in contact with the floor when she was standing was tiny. They were very dainty, with little pointed toes and looked unreal, like an artist’s caricature of stilettos.


  There were two cut-outs in the body corset, through which each of her large breasts dangled. Thick bands around the rim of the cut-outs kept the diameter of the holes small, closed around the base of each breast, which caused them to project down, shaped like two balls, the flesh bloated. The skin was shiny and tight, displaying a myriad of pencil-line thin blue veins just beneath the surface.


  Each hard nipple was pierced with a sturdy ring to which a wire was attached. The two wires descended to a control box that sat on the dining table beneath them, the facia full of buttons, dials and lights. The wires were just a wee bit too short, holding each nipple slightly stretched, distended, under constant tension.


  Ella’s head was covered in a leather helmet, laced shut. Only her mouth was visible. While there was no way for her to see out, there were two grommeted holes for her nostrils. A ring had been placed through her nose outside of the helmet and from this a substantial chain dangled, about eighteen inches long, with another ring at the bottom. A similar chain hung from between her full lips.


  Luna glanced at Anya, who was staring wide-eyed at the bound, suspended woman. Flopsy had done another fantastic job. Her hair was a blonde silk curtain around her, and the skilfully blended shadow brought out the pale green colour of her eyes. She looked so sexy and vulnerable. The bright red ensemble was so extrovert, absolutely attention-grabbing.


  Luna couldn’t believe Anya had agreed to wear it, it was so out-of-character for her. She couldn’t believe how quickly her girlfriend had come around and embraced the kinky culture of Heron’s Lap. How had a couple of meetings with the head groom transformed her way of thinking? Luna needed to enquire about that. She was scared to pinch herself in case she woke up and found this had all been a dream, after all.


  As she seated herself, she smoothed down the buttery-soft leather of her dress. It felt delicious against her hands. She had got such a rush from trying on all those outfits yesterday at the boutiques in London and the realization that she would be able to afford just about anything she wanted now. But in this dress in particular she had felt so comfortable. The rich blue colour was tasteful and it wrapped her body, fitting her like a glove, covering her arms down to the wrist, a high collar wrapping her throat. And the smell! She felt empowered wearing it. She felt like a million dollars!


  There were five women sat at the table. As well as Luna, Anya and Ilse, there was Cait and her assistant, Zara. Zara was short and curvy, dark complexioned, with very long, straight black hair that shimmered under the lights. Her dark eyes were sharp, always flitting around, missing nothing. There was clearly something between Zara and Cait that went beyond simple employee and employer.


  When she had accompanied them on the shopping trip yesterday she had been full of ideas, especially for Anya, which had amazed and thrilled Luna, pushing her further than she would ever have dared go if she and Anya had been alone. Then, she had been dressed in a leather skirt-suit, but something which would pass as formal business attire, stylish and respectable.


  Tonight, she was wearing a very brief latex dress in a bold turquoise colour that was even louder than Anya’s red dress. The off-the-shoulder neckline was so low Luna couldn’t understand how her full breasts weren’t spilling completely out of it. The skirt was so short it barely covered her buttocks and left a gap of exposed flesh to her dark, smoky stockings. The matching Turquoise heels weren’t quite as high as Anya’s, which for some reason Luna found satisfying. Zara’s transformation from professional businesswoman to full-blown slut was quite dramatic.


  Ilse was wearing a black leather catsuit that zipped up across the shoulders, leaving both the front and back unblemished, the sleek hide rippling and reflecting the light with each tiny movement she made. Her over-the-knee boots had a relatively low heel, but that didn’t do anything to detract from her dominant aura. As always, she was still wearing her gloves – Luna had never seen her out of them, even when she was eating. They were remarkably thin and must have been tailor-made. They fitted so closely that her fingernails and the crinkles on her knuckles were even outlined through the kidskin.


  Mopsy, who had travelled up to the gatehouse on the back of the cart, was there to assist Use’s own maid with serving the meal. They bustled noisily around the table, pouring the wine, but it was hard for Luna to focus on much else than the heavily bound woman hanging in front of her, slightly above her eyeline, always visible. Ilse raised her glass.


  “Let us toast a long and successful reign to the new Mistress of Heron’s Lap! Zum wohl!”


  The ting of crystal cut-glass was repeated as the wine glasses touched.


  “We’ll get all the paperwork sorted out tomorrow. There will be some things for you to sign, Luna,” Cait explained. “We have arranged it so that you will officially inherit immediately Dominique is laid to rest. When we return from the mausoleum, it will be as Mistress de Raveneaux.”


  “We are all very pleased that the succession can be so quick and that you are so perfect for the role!” Ilse raised her glass again, beaming a smile, eyes sparkling brightly. “You may serve the food, Bobby!”


  From somewhere, Ilse produced a wicked little switch about two feet long. It was needle-thin and semi-rigid, hanging over in a gentle arc under its own weight. It was made from a translucent plastic that caught the light as it moved. Her arm swung, her wrist flicked and the switch cut viciously into Ella’s left breast, causing the bound woman to jerk to the limit of her bonds. The chains groaned as they swayed slightly. Luna saw Ella’s mouth open in surprise and pain. She gasped, but it was the only sound she made.


  Positioned on the opposite side of the table, Luna couldn’t see the resulting welt, only the fizz as the implement moved through the air and the disturbing spitting sound it made as it wrapped itself around the tender, exposed breast. But Ilse quickly repeated the strike, backhand, to Ella’s right breast and the incredibly thin but vivid mark it left on her skin was instantly visible, growing brighter by the second. It looked agonizing.


  Under the contact, each breast tried to swing from the force of the stroke, but with her nipples tensioned, this couldn’t happen. Instead all the energy was directed to this point, pulling on them. Luna couldn’t believe that Ella managed to keep quiet after being subjected to such cruelty, her self-discipline was very impressive.


  Luna felt guilty for wishing it was Anya in Ella’s place and glanced at her girlfriend beside her. Anya’s eyes were still wide, her cheeks pink and flushed. Under the table, Luna reached her hand out to run it over Anya’s latex wrapped thigh. Anya glanced her way and her hand wrapped over Luna’s, the briefest of touches. Luna was having difficulty reconciling the powerful love she had for the woman with the desire to see her suffer horribly, surely the two were mutually incompatible?


  “She does like to flaunt her tits, does Ella. Such a vain creature. It’s about time she had to think about them differently, rather as a source of great pain instead of great pride!”


  Ilse struck each breast again in rapid succession, forehand and backhand. If anything, these two strokes were even harder than the first two. She targeted lower this time, closer to the nipples, the hairline welt cutting into the edge of the areola.


  Again, the chains groaned as Ella rocked moderately. The nipples elongated shockingly for a split second. She gasped, mouth opening. The chain coming from between her lips swung back and forth. The leather wrapping her creaked as her body instinctively tried to react, but she just couldn’t move except to lift her monogloved arms away from her back for only a moment.


  The maids, meanwhile, were placing soup bowls in front of the seated women as if this was a perfectly ordinary mealtime. At Heron’s Lap, maybe it was!


  “Bring me the weights, Bobby!”


  “Yes, Ms Vietz.”


  Bobby wore the same uniform as the maids at the main house. She looked to be around the same age as Luna and Anya, maybe a couple of years older. She had a round, pretty face and very large breasts that tented her apron. She briefly left the room, returning with two bell-shaped lumps of black metal that she handed to Ilse.


  With a look of glee curling up her mouth and eyes, Ilse leaned forward to clip each of the weights to the two chains that dangled down from her assistant’s face. She released them apparently carelessly, dropping them, setting them swinging. Their true weight was immediately apparent. The one connected to Ella’s tongue forced it out of her mouth, stretching it. It was pierced quite close to the tip and the bar that penetrated through it had a ring on the top, to which the chain was attached. She murmured in distress. One could only imagine the second chain, connected to Ella’s septum, was causing equal torment.


  Luna watched the weights swaying, mesmerized, the tongue forced to sway with them. Briefly, the bound woman managed to draw it back between her lips, but she was unable to hold it there and the muscle reappeared, its natural shape distorted as it was dragged down. At the same time, drool began seeping out of her mouth, landing in the centre of the table.


  “I like to ensure the staff here are kept humble, that they don’t forget their place in the world. Ella especially has a tendency to narcissism that needs to be kept in check.”


  Ilse took a spoonful of the spring onion soup, which was quite delicious. The quality of the food here was on another planet to the ready-meals and junk that Luna and Anya were used to.


  “Are you learning to be humble too, Anya? Ready for when Luna’s station in life rises above yours?” Use’s eyes sparkled with more mischief.


  Anya blushed quite beautifully.


  “We’re working on it,” she mumbled in reply.


  Luna put down her spoon and reached out her hand to stroke the back of Anya’s head. Her hair felt wonderfully soft and silky.


  “Anya, darling. You need to be showing Ilse the appropriate respect from now on. And speak clearly, you’re not a sulky teenager. How you carry and present yourself is going to reflect back on me in the future. I want to be proud of you.”


  The last line was delivered with bite. Luna watched Anya bristle with indignation, her jaw jutting forward. For a moment, Luna thought she had gone too far too fast and Anya was going to rebel, but she controlled herself.


  “I apologize, Ms Vietz. I am working hard to learn to be humble.”


  Ilse and Luna shared a look of satisfaction and a smile.


  “And still some way to go, I see!” Use’s eyes now bore into Anya.


  “Yes, Ms Vietz.”


  Anya was shifting uncomfortably in her seat, her face bright red. Luna lowered her arm to stroke her hand across the blonde-haired and latex clad shoulders of her lover.


  “Good girl!”


  The conversation turned to other things and Anya was given some respite. Periodically, Ilse would stop eating and pick up the switch again, lashing each of Ella’s breasts in turn. The livid red lines marking her skin were slowly increasing.


  “I’m going to be quite hard on Ella tonight, she needs to be in no doubt who is the boss. These things are necessary from time to time.”


  Luna was sure that Ilse was using her unfortunate assistant as an example to encourage Luna to be firmer with Anya, but she would handle her own relationship at her own pace.


  Ilse used the switch to set the chains with the weights swinging again. Luna had been watching the bound woman struggling to deal with them even when they were still, repeatedly trying to pull her tongue back into her mouth. It was futile. It was a perfidious torture.


  When Bobby leaned forward to collect Use’s empty soup bowl, the German slipped her gloved hand under the apron and grasped the maid’s breast. Bobby immediately stopped and bent over further to give greater access, offering them to Ilse. Her face remained largely impassive as she was groped, though her eyes were shining brightly. As soon as the hand was withdrawn, she took the soup bowl and rose upright again.


  Fizz, ptut!


  Fizz, ptut!


  Use’s switch cut into Ella’s breasts yet again. The chains and leather were creaking louder and longer as the poor woman tried to writhe and twist, anything to attempt to lessen the agony, but the swaying she was inducing only increased the torment to her tensioned nipples and the pull on her tongue and septum. Somehow, other than gasping and breathing hard, she was still managing to keep quiet.


  “Let’s up the ante…A little electroshock should keep her perky!”


  For the first time, Use’s attention turned to the control box on the table that the wires from Ella’s nipples connected to.


  “Let’s start midway up the dial…”


  Her hand turned the large knob that was the biggest feature on the facia of the control box. Then her gloved thumb pressed the button beneath it. A red light came on. Ella instantly jerked reflexively and grunted. She whined pitifully as the weighted chains lurched once again. Her arms lifted the monoglove several inches off her back, but soon dropped back down. She was panting. Even Luna was slightly scared by the look of sadistic glee on Use’s face. Pity any person at her mercy!


  “Hmm, maybe it needs to be a little higher…”


  The dial was turned three-quarters of the way around. Ilse pressed the button again, holding it down longer this time. Ella began to shake. The chains holding her suspended began to rattle. She whined louder this time, sobbing.


  “Suffer for our pleasure, Ella…” There was a look of such satisfaction on Use’s face.


  Beside the electro box, there was another device, wireless. Some kind of remote control. Ilse picked it up.


  “I’ll pass this around so that we can all participate. This is radio-linked to the dildo and butt-plug inside her. They have the ability to vibrate and give pleasure, or to shock and cause distress. You can even do both – shock the butt-plug and vibrate the dildo, or vice versa, whatever combination you want to choose. If you select vibrate, it runs for five minutes before switching off. If you select shock, it delivers three, ninety seconds apart. After your turn, please pass it on so that everyone gets a go!”


  Ilse handed the device to Anya, who was sat between Luna and the German. Anya handled it like it would bite her. She glanced up to see that everyone was looking at her, watching to see what she would select. She looked at Ella’s suspended form hanging over the table.


  “Pleasure buttons are on the left, pain buttons on the right. Dildo at the top, butt-plug at the bottom.”


  Ilse then turned up the dial on her electro box to full power and shocked Ella’s nipples again. The bound woman made a strange noise and jerked violently, whimpering.


  Not looking up again, Anya pressed the two pleasure buttons and the muffled hum of the vibrators could be heard through the full-body corset. She put the device down on the table beside Luna.


  “Predictable!” Ilse was smiling.


  The maids were serving the main course. Luna found she was too excited and turned-on to be really hungry. Eating chicken and sex seemed a strange mix to her. Ilse had picked up her switch again.


  “If you spoil Ella, Anya, I shall have to create some balance with a little more pain to compensate!” That scary smile again.


  Fizz, ptut!


  Fizz, ptut!


  This time, Ilse aimed directly for the nipples themselves and struck both with startling accuracy. Ella squealed at each contact, jerking and swaying to the greatest extent yet. The weights were swinging violently, the nipples had distended shockingly. She continued to moan as she wept.


  “Quieten down, Ella! You know I don’t like moaning minnies!” Ilse snapped.


  The talking stopped as everyone began to eat. Ella couldn’t keep still. The chains were constantly creaking now, her hips twitching to the vibrations of the dildo and butt-plug. She was breathing very heavily.


  When the vibrations stopped, the remote control beeped. Luna had already made up her mind that she would continue the vibrations in the dildo, but she pressed the red button to induce electric shocks from the butt-plug. Ella’s body jumped as the first shock was delivered, a choking sound coming from her mouth, but she continued to jerk to the pleasures of the dildo, utterly helpless as her body was manipulated completely beyond her control. The pool of drool beneath her continued to grow on the table, her ability to retract her tongue into her mouth long since passed, even for a moment of respite.


  That was to be the last of the pleasure that Ella would receive. Cait, without any equivocation, pressed both the pain buttons. Ilse tried to anticipate the shocks to Ella’s crotch and synchronize them with shocks to her nipples, but unlike her accuracy with the switch, she never succeeded with that idea, but took her failure in good spirits. When it came time for Zara to choose, a look was exchanged with Cait, after which her assistant followed Cait’s lead and pressed the red buttons, too.


  Ella’s body was jerking spastically to the shocks and she was sobbing continually now. Periodically, Ilse still employed the switch again and the lines of red, glowing pain were multiplying across Ella’s breasts, some even criss-crossing each other. Luna had to admit that the severity of the cruelty imposed on the poor woman shocked her. If she was ever to think this was all just game-playing, or the sadomasochism would be more symbolic than real, that illusion was firmly quashed as the evening progressed.


  She didn’t think she wanted to go that far, though it was a deeply erotic experience to watch. She felt guilty for being part of it and she was conflicted. And what was going through Anya’s mind? Would this frighten her away?


  Anya


  It was the first time Anya had worn a rubber helmet and she had been intrigued to try, but it wasn’t quite what she had imagined and not a pleasant experience. The rubber that was so smooth and sensual against her body was cloying and claustrophobic enclosing her skull and face. In the minutes since Flopsy had pulled it over her head, zipping and lacing it tight, it had just got increasingly hotter, causing her to sweat profusely and the latex to stick to her face. Not at all as sexy as it appeared.


  It had eye, nostril and mouth cut-outs, but that wasn’t enough for any air to get inside the helmet itself. It was so tight-fitting, covering her completely down to the base of her neck. There was little flexing like in the catsuit, just skin unable to breathe, heat and moisture.


  Anya was in the tower bedchamber, sent up here by Luna on their return from the meal at the gatehouse. A black catsuit with feet and even individual toes, together with the helmet and gloves, were laid out ready for her on the bed, together with another corset, evidence that Luna had planned this before the visit to Ilse. Flopsy was waiting to undress her and then redress her. What Anya hadn’t expected was for the maid to then direct her to one of the padded frames dotted around the chamber, part of Dominique’s old play area.


  It looked like the restrained person should be bent over it face down, leaving their bottom the highest point, but she found herself strapped down over the frame face up. Her head was the lowest part of her, the top of her scalp resting on the base of the contraption – the blood pumping to her head only increasing the burning heat trapped by the latex enveloping her skull. Her wrists were tied to the bottom of the frame, leaving her arms fully extended horizontally across it, and her body at a 45° upward angle.


  There was a padded hump at the top of the framework where her buttocks were resting. Her ankles were spread wide apart, legs bent at the knee, and fastened in place. Further straps looped around her knees pulled them apart as well, leaving her rubber covered crotch completely exposed. A wide strap had been drawn around her corseted waist, holding her fast against the frame. Anya had just obeyed Flopsy’s requests. It hadn’t occurred to her not to, but she did feel very vulnerable now, shivering in fear and lust at what would happen to her.


  The events at the gatehouse were still fresh in her mind. The startling cruelty that had been shown to Ella had been more than frightening, so disturbing, a warning to her, even. But despite that, despite the shock, she had still been aroused by watching it. The complexity and imagination of Ella’s restraints and the ingenuity of Use’s torments had been so accomplished, so skilful and thoughtful. Anya couldn’t help feeling some admiration for Ilse at the same time as being utterly terrified of her.


  Could she be seduced into accepting that kind of treatment, eventually, by submitting herself to Luna? Did Luna want to do the same to her? She shuddered at the thought. Would she ever allow Luna to do that to her? She trusted Luna, that her girlfriend would stop if Anya asked her to. She didn’t trust herself to ask, though. That was what she was finding most disquieting. The power of the sexual rush she was experiencing was intoxicating.


  And she was still trying to process what had happened after the meal. That had been wholly unanticipated. The maids had cleared the table. Ilse had pushed back her chair a little way. She ordered Bobby over her lap. The split in the back of the maid’s skirts meant that they fell away to display her bare bottom bifurcated by the shiny metal band of her chastity belt crotch piece. Her buttocks had been littered with marks, the remains of fading welts. Use’s hand stroked idly over the backside, occasionally plumping, sometimes spanking.


  “How about the sluts put on a show for us? A little after dinner entertainment to put us in the mood for bed?”


  “Wonderful idea!” Cait had agreed. She had looked at Zara expectantly and tapped the table.


  The assistant had climbed up onto the tabletop. She had been on her knees, her hips pressed against Ella’s suspended body, her hands holding on to the chains that hung down from the ceiling. Cait had raised Zara’s short skirt up to the waist, revealing her bare bottom, too.


  Ilse had kept a spoon back when the table had been cleared and she had put the handle into Bobby’s mouth for her to suck. When she withdrew it, the handle proved to be narrow enough to fit through the anal hole in the chastity belt. Anya watched as it slowly disappeared up Bobby’s arse. Ilse began to twist and wiggle the spoon at the same time as gently fucking the maid’s bottom with it. Then she had looked up expectantly at Luna.


  “Is Anya available, too?”


  Luna had been caught off guard. After a pause, she glanced at Anya and their eyes had met.


  “Of course…Up on the table, Anya!” She had patted the polished wood.


  Unsure what was about to happen, Anya had hesitated, but then she had obeyed. She clambered up, mimicking Zara’s position on the opposite side of the table, Ella’s horizontal body pressed between them. The table was hard, she had been glad of the thick latex of her boots that protected her knees.


  “She looks the part. Let’s see if it does what it says on the tin!”


  Anya had been surprised by Cait’s comment. It seemed out of character from her experiences with the lawyer so far. She had stared at her in shock, to be greeted by eyes flashing with humour and a broad smile.


  “Let’s see that beautiful arse!” Ilse urged.


  She was still slowly fucking Bobby’s bumhole with the handle of the spoon, almost absentmindedly. Her other hand was on the maid’s back, holding her firmly in place.


  Anya had been holding on to the chains from the ceiling, her left hand just above Zara’s for the single chain attached to Ella’s ankles. Zara was a few inches shorter than her. Luna had peeled up the tight rubber of Anya’s skirt until it was layered around her waist. Being so objectified in front of the other women was mortifying, but she could feel the heat growing in her loins. She had been turned-on. What was she supposed to do when she had two completely opposing feelings at the same time?


  Ilse had leaned over to get a better look at Anya’s bottom.


  “Delightful!” she exclaimed. “It will look even better when you mark her up, Luna! We can help you with a regimen of discipline to knock her into shape. A sore arse would be a pertinent reminder of her new role in your relationship!”


  “One step at a time, Ilse.”


  Anya had been pleased that Luna had knocked Ilse back and asserted herself, it had provided reassurance that Luna could and would take charge.


  “Of course. You know her best, Luna, but we are here to assist you if you need it.”


  The handle of the spoon left in Bobby’s anus, Ilse had the maid get back to her feet and dismissed her. The German pulled her chair back to the table and leaned forward, elbows resting on the tabletop. She couldn’t resist zapping Ella’s nipples again and Anya had felt the woman’s body jerk against her bare hips.


  “OK girls, put on a good show. Let’s see you make-out!”


  Anya had been paralysed. Make out with another woman, and in front of Luna, too! The idea was crazy to her.


  “Lower your arms, Zara.” Cait had ordered and her assistant immediately obeyed.


  The lawyer pulled the straps of Zara’s dress down her arms and off, the action caused the dress to slip down so that Zara’s breasts finally tumbled out (something they had been threatening to do all evening.) They were very large and looked natural, with wide, dark areola and sturdy rings piercing each nipple. Zara showed not the slightest discomfort or shyness at being exposed.


  Anya hadn’t known what to do. Zara grabbed a hold of the chains again and leaned over Ella’s restrained figure, attempting to kiss Anya, but Anya had instinctively pulled back. She couldn’t see Luna. Why wasn’t her girlfriend putting a stop to this? Instead, she felt Luna’s hand in her back, pushing her forward. She had been genuinely shocked.


  “Kiss Zara!” Luna’s voice had been low, guttural, thick with arousal. Anya recognized that very well.


  Eyes wide, they met Zara’s gaze. The woman was clearly aroused and excited at the prospect of making-out with Anya. She leaned into the kiss again, this time her lips locking onto Anya’s mouth. Zara was an attractive woman, but she wasn’t Anya’s type. Anya liked tall and lean. Anya liked Luna. She honestly hadn’t had any sexual thoughts about Zara and now she was being kissed by her – the first woman other than Luna she had kissed since they had met nearly three years ago.


  So much had been going through her head right then. Ever since that session as a ponygirl, with the orgasm and the intimate handling of her body by Malin, Anya had been feeling a guilt that it had been in some way a betrayal of Luna, a sexual experience with another woman…sort of…Even if it hadn’t been infidelity in the conventional sense. The concern had been in her mind ever since. How was she going to eventually explain the experience to Luna and how would her girlfriend react? Now Luna was telling her to kiss another woman. She was so confused…


  Zara had been very assertive. It was a passionate kiss, her tongue pushing into Anya’s mouth. At the same time, she used the chains to pull herself closer to Anya. Her nipples brushed against Anya’s rubber covered breasts. Anya was grateful her dress was too encompassing to be easily pulled down. She had avoided having her breasts exposed as well.


  But Zara was also a very good kisser, too, and her mouth felt great on Anya’s. Her breath and taste sweet with the taste of the cake and mango sorbet they had all eaten for dessert. Anya found herself unable to resist responding, kissing urgently back.


  She was vaguely aware of the sound of the switch again. The bound woman caught in between them jerked again, and then again, rocking all three of them back and forth.


  “You can do better than that!” Use called. “Wrap your arms around each other! Grind your tits together! More passion, show us what sluts you truly are!”


  Anya had jumped as Luna spanked her hard.


  “Don’t hold back, Anya. Give it everything you’ve got!” Her tone had been so vehement.


  Dropping her hands around Zara’s waist, Anya felt the bunched latex there. She pulled the woman further toward her. Meanwhile, Zara’s arms were around Anya’s shoulders, those hefty breasts pressing firmly against Anya’s. They both squirmed against each other and it had felt so good.


  Their actions showed scant concern for Ella, trapped between them, pressed on both sides, forced to move with them at the cost of her stretched nipples, the movement of the weights pulling so uncomfortably on her face.


  They continued to kiss, tongues entwining, pushing deep into each other’s mouths and Anya had lost any remaining reticence, genuinely getting into the experience, grinding her breasts on Zara’s. She had felt like such a slut, just as Ilse had intended.


  Without thinking, Anya’s hips were gyrating, trying to get the maximum stimulation from the little dildo and butt-plug incorporated into her panties. She was so aroused. It had been so sexy! It was at that moment that she felt Luna’s fingers between her thighs, sliding over the latex there, pressing against her sex, rubbing, pushing the dildo deeper, wiggling it. Gradually, the pressure and the speed of the fingers increased. Anya had moaned into Zara’s mouth, her hips spasming, her pleasure continuing to escalate.


  From Zara’s urgent twitching, Anya assumed something similar was happening to her. They were both being masturbated while their lips and breasts were locked together. At some point, Anya realized that Ilse was standing up, leaning over toward them, her leather-clad hand stroking first Anya’s, then Zara’s hair. The whole thing was so wild, she had loved it!


  She was so desperate for air that she pulled her head back as her climax hit her. She howled and writhed, her body overcome with sensation, Luna’s hand continuing to press hard on her sex. She was conscious of the latex flexing and caressing her body. The harsh grip of the corset locked around her waist somehow increased the intensity, enhanced the feelings in her sex and anus. It had been amazing.


  Anya hadn’t had the chance to speak with Luna since. On the way back in the pony cart, they had again been separated by the driver. On arriving back at the house, Anya had been sent straight up to the tower bedchamber and the awaiting Flopsy.


  Spread very wide, Anya’s thighs were aching. She squirmed, pulling at her bonds once more in a vain attempt to get more comfortable. The corset was cutting into her painfully and she wanted to rip the rubber helmet off her head. Flopsy hadn’t left the room, even though Anya had been left bound for quite some time now. Anya could see her monochrome-uniformed, shrouded shape standing motionless to one side, just out of the corner of her eye.


  There was a door at the top of the curving staircase that led up from the lounge below. Anya heard it open and close. Flopsy moved at last as she curtsied.


  “Ms de Raveneaux.”


  Briefly, Anya’s light was blocked. She could see the silhouette of her girlfriend standing in front of the frame, still in the gorgeous, sexy leather dress she had bought yesterday. Then Luna was kneeling beside her. This time, she was the one holding a whisky tumbler. She lifted the glass and sipped from it.


  “You’re right, this rum is exceptional!”


  Very gently, Luna tilted Anya’s head up as far as it would go. She put the glass to Anya’s lips and allowed her a sip. The rich flavour sparked her taste buds and she immediately wanted more, But Luna had removed her hand from behind Anya’s head and was taking another drink herself. Her free hand descended onto Anya’s rubber-covered scalp, stroking the latex, occasionally pressing hard enough to make her fingers squeak. She drew her hand down over Anya’s face, caressing her lips that were forced into a pout by the tightness of the rubber around them. Fingers trailed down across Anya’s throat.


  “You look so sexy in that helmet! It really suits you!”


  Those were not words that Anya wanted to hear.


  “It’s fucking uncomfortable to wear!” Anya complained.


  “Shh!”


  Luna’s fingers pressed on Anya’s lips again, much more forcefully this time.


  “You only speak to answer a question or in an emergency. Surely you are prepared to suffer a little to please me, to look so hot for me?” Luna raised an eyebrow.


  “Yes, Ms de Raveneaux,” Anya whispered, chastened, thrilled at how dominant Luna was being.


  Luna’s hand slid across Anya’s torso, stroking the latex and the warm, living body beneath. She stopped at her breasts to squeeze them and pinch the nipples.


  “You’ve no idea how sexy you looked making-out with Zara. It was a beautiful, erotic sight. I thought I might feel jealous and resentful, but not at all! What we have between us is special, way beyond the physical, something extra. It doesn’t mean we should turn our backs on the amazing opportunities available to us here. I’ve been thinking…”


  Luna was rubbing the corset that imprisoned Anya’s waist, fingers pressing on the stays that shaped her body so attractively. Then the hand jumped to Anya’s thigh.


  “I want to see you with other people, to be part of the culture here…To throw away the idea of monogamy. I don’t want you to think of it as infidelity, or betrayal, or in any way cheating. We are opening our minds, fulfilling our sexual potential, embracing it. That’s how things will be from now on.”


  Luna bent over and kissed Anya, her mouth full of the taste of the rum. Her hand found its way to Anya’s crotch, rubbing her sex, gently at first, but then more forcefully. Anya shivered, her hips jerking uncontrollably, so aroused. Luna broke the kiss, laughing gently at Anya’s helpless reaction.


  Very slowly, teasing, Luna pulled open the crotch zip in the catsuit. Like a flower opening, Anya’s labia sprung out, feeling cool after the steamy heat growing inside the rubber. Luna’s fingers flittered over the lips, tantalizing, pinching them. Anya fought against her bonds, wriggling. Luna’s tinkling laugh was of delight, her smile broad as they looked into each other’s eyes. Then Luna surprised Anya by getting back to her feet and taking a step away.


  “Flopsy!”


  “Yes, Ms de Raveneaux?” The maid stepped forward, latex skirts rustling noisily.


  “I want you to eat out Anya. Take it nice and slowly.”


  “Yes, Ms de Raveneaux.”


  Anya couldn’t believe that Luna had said it. As the maid dropped to her knees between Anya’s spread legs and bent forward, there was nothing to be seen of her, just the mass of gleaming black and white rubber. Then her mouth locked onto Anya’s sex without any hesitation. In fact, it was the opposite, it was eager. It was also skilled, drawing an instant response from Anya, who gasped, hips spasming.


  Like Ella earlier, Flopsy had a tongue stud placed quite near the tip, and she really knew how to utilize it. Anya sighed as she squirmed. It was heavenly. She raised her eyes to look at Luna again. No words were spoken but the passion in Luna’s expression was clear.


  Anya watched as Luna raised her skirt. Her fingers hooked into the waistband of the tiny leather thong she was wearing and sent the garment dropping to her feet. She kicked it away. She continued to hold the skirt up around her waist, displaying her sex and the well-groomed patch of black hair above. Their eyes met briefly again.


  “I want you to be an unashamed slut for me. To take every opportunity for your pleasure that is available here for you! Unapologetically!”


  Anya gasped as Flopsy’s tongue stud burrowed inside the hood of her clitoris. Her body leapt against the restraints holding her firmly in place. Luna stepped forward, so close that Anya couldn’t see her face anymore. Then she lifted her stiletto-heeled foot over Anya’s head and planted it the other side so that Anya was looking straight up at Luna’s crotch. Luna then dropped to her knees and sat on Anya’s face, pressing her sex on to Anya’s mouth.


  Initially, Anya was frozen in shock from the act itself (Luna had never done anything like it to her before) from the weight of the buttocks on her skull, the covering of her eyes and nose. As Luna wriggled, Anya’s nose slipped into the crevice between the two cheeks. She panicked, not being able to breathe, instinctively starting to struggle as Luna squirmed on top of her. But as her girlfriend began to rock back and forth, Anya was given some brief moments to grab air. Though the rubber helmet impeded her hearing somewhat, she still heard Luna’s frustrated voice.


  “Use your mouth on me!”


  She felt a hand on her breast, rubbing her nipple, but at the same time Flopsy’s mouth was still performing magic on her own sex, causing her own hips to be in constant motion. She parted her lips, pushing her tongue into Luna, captivated by the familiar taste and smell of her lover. It was so strong, she was so hot and wet. Anya couldn’t remember ever being so turned-on. It was mad! It was so exciting!


  Her tongue worked furiously on Luna, breathing was still difficult. She felt light-headed, a little dizzy. Luna remained animated, jerking and squirming. Anya’s lips were squashed, flattened, moving with Luna’s body. She was being so helplessly controlled. She loved this new, assertive and imaginative Luna.


  Now Luna was bouncing on Anya’s face in her excitement and it was difficult for Anya to pleasure her except with the crudest of stabbing with her tongue and without any accuracy. She struggled to smother the clit, but Luna wasn’t in the mood for any sophistication or subtlety, she was desperate for an orgasm.


  “Finish her off, Flopsy!” Luna’s voice was loud and urgent.


  Flopsy took her application up to another level, her tongue forcefully attacking Anya’s clit. It felt incredible, the whole experience was sensational! It wasn’t long before Anya felt her climax rising, while her own tongue worked ferociously on Luna. They both came at the same time. As her orgasm enveloped her, Luna was writhing frenziedly, her wetness filling Anya’s mouth. She struggled to swallow it down, barely conscious of anything except the ecstasy radiating throughout her body, so much sensation…She felt so alive…So vividly and powerfully alive…




  DAY SIX


  


  Luna


  It was very rare for her to feel a sexual attraction towards a man, but as her gloved hand ran across the impeccably defined six pack abs, down over the hip and on to the curving, tightly sculptured glutes of the ponyboy, it was one of those infrequent moments when Luna found beauty in the male form and could appreciate why you might want to fuck an exceptional example like this. The stallions at Heron’s Lap were ripped, every muscle so artfully honed to physical perfection by hours of meticulous training. They were a vision of raw sexuality, gorgeous creatures.


  She dragged her fingers firmly over the multiple welts littering his bottom, causing him to flinch. His cock and balls were locked into an anatomically-shaped cage that was chained to his belly-button ring, holding it flush against his belly, pointing upward. The cage fitted so tightly around his balls that the loose folds of his scrotum were pushed out between the bars. Unable to resist the temptation, Luna pulled her glove off so she could grab the sack between her fingertips and sink her nails into the skin as hard as she could.


  To his credit, the ponyboy didn’t make a sound, or move even, displaying the depth of his training. But Luna noticed that his semi-tumescent tool began to swell, her teasing was turning him on. The cock part of the cage was not large enough to contain the ponyboy’s full erection, no way near. She poked a finger through the bars, stabbing at the shaft repeatedly, watching it grow. It began to bulge between the metal, soon reaching the limit of the available space. The circumcised head, bent at an angle and pressed against the bars, looked particularly uncomfortable. She continued to tease, pinching and stabbing both the cock and the balls.


  The unfortunate ponyboy was paying the price for the succession of teenagers whose selfish, clumsy, manipulative behaviour had turned her completely off men when she had been experimenting in her mid-teens, at the time believing she was bisexual. They had clarified for her that she wasn’t. The opportunity to get her own back now was just too easy and was consequence free. In a couple of days she would own these two ponyboys and could spite them to her heart’s content. The only problem was that the more she hurt them, the more they were likely to get off on it!


  The head groom, Malin, was watching Luna, smiling broadly.


  “Bert!” Malin slapped the ponyboy’s bottom. “And this one is Ernie!”


  She indicated the second ponyboy, who had been strapped down face up over a frame. They were inside the stable, in the area where the glass walls showed the entire courtyard outside. In actuality, the frame was no more than two horizontal padded bars, spaced two feet apart, supported by vertical posts at each end. Ernie’s shoulders and hips rested on the bars, head hanging over one end – his unyielding pony collar stopping it from tilting down. His reins had been tied off to a ring in the floor underneath, the leather taut. Any attempt to raise himself up would pull viciously on his pierced nipples and on the bit in his mouth.


  At the other end, his legs had been spread wide apart and bent at the knee, his ankles strapped to the posts at either end of the bar, off the floor. The position accentuated his washboard abs and toned thigh muscles. They weren’t overlarge, like a bodybuilder’s, just aesthetically pleasing. Ernie looked very vulnerable.


  Standing in their hoof boots, both Bert and Ernie were huge, approaching seven feet tall. Initially, Luna had to admit she had been a little intimidated to be close to them, but the grooms handled them with such confidence and they both appeared quite placid. She had soon lost her unease. Bert was led forward to a second, identical frame that was situated by the first. The grooms began the process of fixing him down in the same way as Ernie.


  Ernie’s cock and ball cage was being unlocked. Like Pavlov’s dog, the ponyboy knew what was coming and his erection was already straining at the bars without any manual assistance. A groom still briefly masturbated him, teasing him, as the now free member sprung up rigid, twitching. It was a significant size – Luna assumed that would be a prerequisite for a top price ponyboy.


  “Do they ever fuck each other?” Luna wondered aloud.


  Malin seemed surprised. “What an interesting idea! I don’t think anyone has ever bothered with that, not while I’ve been here, anyway. We very much use them for our own purposes, I guess it has been seen as a waste of good cock…”


  Luna’s eyes grew wide when one of the grooms stepped between Ernie’s legs, holding up a syringe as if checking for air bubbles. That did provoke a reaction from the ponyboy, who began to struggle. It was pointless, of course. Two of the other grooms leaned over the pony, using their body weight to hold him still, while the one with the needle swabbed the base of the phallus and then stuck the needle into it. Ernie made some strange noises, pathetic whimpering and Luna couldn’t help but feel some sympathy for him – it looked an unpleasant procedure.


  “They’ve a lot of work to do today, sometimes they need to be given a little staying power,” Malin said by way of explanation. “It’s a cocktail of drugs, will keep them hard for a couple of hours.”


  Soon it was Bert’s turn. Luna noticed that he handled the injection better than his fellow pony. Both ponyboys lay there, legs splayed, large cocks swaying and twitching. Ernie’s had quite a curve, the head sitting close to his belly. Bert’s was straighter, sticking more upright. The way they were positioned, hips on the curve of the bar, legs apart, left their tools very accessible. Luna had asked to see the ponyboys in action. It interested her and she wanted to know. She was enjoying flexing her power. If she wanted something, she could just demand it. She was getting to like it.


  The noise of multiple horseshoes rapping on the flagstone floor was suddenly loud. Four ponygirls were now present, prancing pridefully on the end of their reins, each being led by a groom. The first one was marched between Ernie’s legs. Despite Use’s tips to help identify the individual ponygirls, Luna couldn’t tell who it was, but the filly was chewing on the bit, hips subtly shifting continually as she tried to stimulate herself.


  Luna moved closer as the groom began to remove the pony’s crotch strap, interested to see the intricacies of it. The ponygirl squirmed and twitched as first the butt-plug/tail, then the dildo were eased out of her. Before the dildo could come out, the studs locked into the grommeted holes in her labia had to be removed. Luna leaned in close, shocked at the modification of the pony’s sex, at the invasiveness of the arrangement. Knowing about it and seeing it were two different things.


  What on earth must it feel like to be so pierced and locked so intimately to the harness? It was devilish! Luna also found it profoundly erotic to exert such control on the woman’s body. The sex itself was drenched with the ponygirl’s arousal.


  With the crotch strap completely removed, the ponygirl was turned about to face away from the ponyboy. The groom was gripping the reins right underneath the bit, a position that allowed her supreme control over the pony, able to move her exactly as required. Unable to move her arms, or even her head in the slightest, the ponygirl was continually subject to the reins’ control of her bit and nipples and no way to resist.


  With one groom holding the cock at the correct angle, the other backed the ponygirl onto it – it was positioned at just the right height for the pony-hoofed woman. She needed no encouragement, wriggling to facilitate the entry, then bending forward to push herself onto the cock as hard as possible, burying her backside into the ponyboy’s crotch. They both growled in pleasure.


  But the groom kept tugging down on the reins, bending the ponygirl over even further, until her torso was at 90° to her legs. This removed a lot of the control the ponygirl potentially had to direct how the fucking would proceed, losing much of her manoeuvrability. Such was the position of Ernie that he could do little more than hump his hips a small amount. This produced a kind of animalistic rutting between them, Ernie pushing back against the ponygirl’s slamming of her backside into his groin. One thing the ponygirl could manipulate was the speed and force, and she betrayed her desperation by going hard and fast.


  As each ponygirl had her turn, it was interesting to see how they grasped the opportunity. For some, their sheer desperation to climax just overcame everything else and they coupled frenziedly, some noisily. Those were the crudest of fuckings. Others tried to savour the experience and draw it out for as long as they could, or until they couldn’t restrain themselves any longer. Luna didn’t see a time limit imposed, but once the ponygirl came she was pulled off the cock.


  The orgasms of the ponyboys were ignored. The injections were quite effective at keeping them hard after climax, though once the ponygirl was pulled off they were prone to droop a little. They were given a brief rest, whereupon a ponygirl mouth was used to get them hard again. The jabs were successful in turning them into sex machines.


  Luna was impressed by both the racing ponies, Bambi and Thumper – especially Thumper. They had really taken their time, getting the most bang for their buck. Thumper’s subtle hip movements didn’t go unnoticed. She was constantly trying to be inventive and had taken it really slowly, no doubt helped by starting late. Ernie had already cum twice and his initial glee and urgency had waned by the time the dark-skinned pony was impaled on his slick and shiny cock.


  All eight ponygirls had taken a turn. As the last was led away, Luna became conscious of Anya stepping up very close to her, body pressing against her, She turned her head to see her girlfriend’s helmeted head bob forward, mouth right by her ear. Luna couldn’t believe the words that were whispered.


  “Please, Ms de Raveneaux, can I have a go, too?”


  Luna knew that Anya had never had a sexual experience with a man, had never had any doubt that she was a lesbian from an early age and never had any desire to – or so Luna had believed. That was why she received the request with utter astonishment!


  


  Anya


  She had desperately been trying to find time to see Malin again, but this was most definitely not the way she had wanted it to happen. She had been led across the stable courtyard by Luna. She was wearing a shocking pink latex catsuit and helmet with a black corset and crotch-high boots. The boots were the matching pair to the red version she had worn to the dinner at the gatehouse last night, bought for her by Luna in London, with the same five-and-a-half inch high stiletto heels.


  She had tottered in Luna’s wake, still struggling to walk fluidly in them. Walking was made all the harder because her arms were held behind her in a black latex monoglove, the straps of which passed over her shoulders, criss-crossing her chest. Anya wasn’t capable of having her elbows drawn together inside the glove as Ella’s had been last night, there was significant space between them. But that didn’t mean that her shoulders weren’t pulled sharply back at maximum leverage. What she didn’t understand was how her shoulders and arms could both hurt and be numb at the same time – that couldn’t happen, could it?


  For the final part of her humiliation, her nipples poked out of two small, reinforced, circular holes in the catsuit and a split-ended leash was clamped onto them. She was being led through the stable by her throbbing nipples, trying desperately to limit the times the chains were snapped taut, pulling agonizingly on them.


  Making matters worse, The stable had been very busy this morning, grooms and ponies everywhere. She had eyes on her from all sides, her attention-grabbing attire ensuring she couldn’t be missed. It had been mortifying, she wished the ground would swallow her up. And there was Malin, striding forward to meet them.


  Anya had been aware that it was a significant moment, things were never going to be the same for her here at Heron’s Lap after this. She was being displayed to the residents – from head groom to ponygirl, from maid to stable hand – as the submissive pet of the new Mistress, not her girlfriend. She had shuddered at the implications of that, at how she would be treated by everyone from now on.


  They were supposed to be taking it slowly, but it had happened so fast! Her heart had been thumping, blood pumping. She was flushed with arousal, horny as hell, as well as severely embarrassed. The whole situation had slipped out of her control so easily. The fact that she had a dildo and butt-plug inside her, flexing and caressing her with every step, only fuelled her lust even further, leaving her doubts behind in a cloud of dust. She couldn’t resist. This was the ride of her life…


  Since they had got back to the estate yesterday, Luna had changed the dynamic of their relationship. She was no longer flitting in and out of the dominant role anymore. When Anya thought about it, even before then, this new Luna had been asserting herself with supercharged zeal, but their permanent arrival had been like a door closing on their old life in more ways than one. Luna had demanded and expected deference, acceptance of her will. Anya’s consent had been assumed. The conceit hadn’t wavered once.


  That meant no more checking if Anya was OK with what was happening, or moments together where they were best friends. Luna was in charge, exerting huge control over every aspect of Anya’s life and the unspoken understanding was that Anya could bring the proceedings to an immediate stop by saying No, but if she didn’t, this dynamic would continue, Luna following her own desires, which at the moment seemed to be nudging Anya’s boundaries ever further.


  Anya didn’t know how to reconcile the internal conflict this had created. She was scared, not at all sure that it wasn’t a big mistake, but she was getting such a kick out of it, like a drug induced high. She felt so alive, so excited…And so unrelentingly horny. Luna was becoming someone else, but so was Anya. She could see the old Anya fading away and it was frightening and she didn’t know if the new Anya had the word No in her vocabulary – that was terrifying…


  They had spent the night in Dominique’s extravagant, ornate bed again, but Luna had been naked and she had kept Anya in the catsuit, corset and helmet all night, her hands cuffed behind her back. Anya had slept badly – the pressure of the corset, and more significantly the discomfort of the helmet, had woken her repeatedly.


  This morning, she had found a new arrangement had been implemented. One of the maids was going to give Anya an enema every day. Anya’s growing attraction to anal play had forced her to confront the issue of keeping herself clean, but now it was out of her hands. The process was so humiliating and downright painful. Flopsy had filled Anya’s bowels with a warm cleaning solution which caused extreme cramping. She had been forced to evacuate the contents in front of the maid in the most embarrassing of ways, only for the whole thing to be repeated for a second time.


  So now, somehow, Anya had fallen down the pecking order. She had to obey the instructions of the maids as well as Luna and found herself under some kind of supervision most of the time, rarely free to do as she pleased, not able to get out and see Malin on her own initiative. Instead, she had found herself being presented to the head groom bound, rubberized, sexualized – like a pet or a toy.


  It was a grey, cloudy morning with a chilly breeze. Luna was wrapped up warm in Dominique’s old leather pants and jacket again, but Anya had been led from the house naked under the catsuit. Rubber might keep the wet out, but it didn’t stop the cold from biting. She was shivering, could feel the goosebumps against the latex, though her helmeted head was warm.


  Malin had greeted Luna warmly, welcoming her back to the stables. Anya had tried to hide herself behind Luna, but that didn’t work. The head groom, eyes twinkling with mischief, had soon turned her attention Anya’s way.


  “Anya looks absolutely gorgeous, So sexy! I love what you have done with her, Ms de Raveneaux! May I?”


  “Of course.”


  Luna turned to view Anya, too. Her eyes immediately bright with the familiar fire of her lust that caused Anya to shiver with both desire and fear.


  “Such a bold colour, she can’t help but draw attention to herself!”


  “That’s the idea.”


  Malin moved right up close to Anya. Their eyes briefly met, but Anya felt so flustered she looked down. Malin had a huge smile on her face, her countenance warm and playful. A gloved hand lifted to stroke the gleaming rubber covering her head. The groom was so close they could have kissed and Anya wished she would. Now that monogamy was no longer a feature of her relationship with Luna, she had been freed of the guilt for her attraction to Malin. The hand cupped Anya’s cheek.


  “She has such magnificent bone-structure, the helmet accentuates it, suits her so!”


  “I think so, too!” Luna agreed. Words Anya didn’t want to hear.


  Luna’s hand reached up to grab Anya’s other cheek, finger and thumb pinching like she was a small child.


  “And she looks cute in it!”


  “That too!” This time it was Malin agreeing.


  Malin’s hand slid down over Anya’s neck and shoulder, coming to rest cupping her breast, squeezing it. A thumb brushed back and forth over Anya’s nipple, tugging on the clamp biting into the tender nub. Anya gasped, utterly helpless to prevent the cruelty, pulling uselessly on her monoglove bound arms.


  “Have you thought about where you want her pierced yet? We can handle it all here at the stable for you, performed by a doctor.”


  “I haven’t had time for that, yet. It’s something I need to consider.”


  “Most common are the nipples and at the front of the tongue. If you regularly use her mouth, that is a must, it makes such a difference. Personally, I think a septum ring is important, too. Very effective at psychologically reinforcing a sub’s status.”


  Anya shuddered at Malin’s words. She really hadn’t considered that Luna would have her pierced. She felt naive and a little stupid – all the submissives she had seen at Heron’s Lap had multiple piercings. It was more than possible that Luna would be interested in that (everyone kept putting ideas in Luna’s head!) The prospect was frightening and she instinctively didn’t want them, but the heat in her groin betrayed her – the thought was arousing.


  “We can go through the options some time. There is so much that can be done down below to enhance her physical pleasure or keep her at various levels of perpetual arousal, depending on your requirements.”


  “Let’s do that, in a week or two.”


  “Very good, Ms de Raveneaux.”


  Malin’s hand paused on the curve of Anya’s corset, squeezing again. Then it slid over a hip and onto Anya’s bottom, rubbing and gripping a buttock. Anya lifted her eyes again, a little shocked that Malin would handle her so boldly with Luna present. The groom’s face was full of humour and salacity.


  “Fantastic boots, Ms de Raveneaux!”


  “Thank you, Malin,” Luna purred at the compliment.


  “May I?” Malin asked again.


  “Be my guest!”


  Malin had then cupped Anya’s sex through the rubber, fondling, stroking, pressing hard, pushing the dildo deeper into her. Anya squeaked, hips dancing helplessly, gasping, briefly lifting her heels off the cobblestones. At one point, most of her body weight had been on the groom’s hand. She was so horny. It had felt so good.


  “See how aroused she is! She can’t deny it anymore, even to herself!”


  Anya had blushed furiously inside her helmet. What could she say! She had been relieved when the attention had turned away from her. They had entered the stable building, Anya still trailing behind Luna on her nipple leash. The encounter had only increased her arousal even more, and now it was being stoked with every step as the plugs inside her shifted, caressing her. She felt breathless, but the infernal corset wouldn’t let her breathe deeply.


  Her whole world had been turned upside down and shaken liberally about, little made any sense to her anymore, but the realization that Luna had brought them both down to the stable to look at the ponyboys perplexed her even further. Since when had Luna had any sexual interest in men? She felt jealousy when Luna handled one of them, teasing his cock and balls, while she was ignored.


  But Anya hadn’t been forgotten. Luna had her leash wrapped around her gloved hand and was keeping next to no slack in the chain. Periodically, she would tug it, pulling on Anya’s nipples, reminding her she was still under control. Each time it made her gasp, a curious mix of pleasure and pain that did nothing to solve her bewilderment.


  That feeling of jealousy was set to get worse. Watching the first ponygirl mounted onto Ernie’s cock when Anya was so aroused, so desperate for a cum, became increasingly frustrating. Anya fully appreciated the pony’s obvious and urgent need as she fucked with a passion, slamming herself down on the cock, scratching her itch in a way Anya couldn’t.


  Anya had slowly rotated her hips, getting the plugs inside her to move and stimulate her, but it wasn’t enough. The rubber covering her body flexed and kissed her skin, feeling so sensual, but she needed more. Once, Luna had reached out to touch Anya, a hand briefly in her back, then sliding down to stroke her bottom, but that was all, then it was gone. She thought she was going to explode with need.


  As the time past, the ache from the monoglove got worse, it was really uncomfortable and the loss of the use of her arms was maddening. Standing in the ridiculous heels hurt her feet. She subtly put her weight on one foot then the other, but the relief was minimal. While it was at least warm in the stable compared to outside, she was increasingly feeling sorry for herself. She had to watch one ponygirl after another get their turn to ride on the cocks and climax, while she was left to stew.


  She found herself longing to join them. The ponyboys’ large, pulsing members were so inviting. The fact that she had no interest in men had become irrelevant. The ponyboys were fully objectified, just turned into instruments for fucking – dildos, only better. Hot, throbbing, living and dynamic dildos and she wanted one inside her, wanted to fuck herself to an amazing orgasm like the ponygirls.


  Her desperation reached its peak as she watched Thumper so skilfully and thoughtfully use the cock to maximize her pleasure. The ponygirl was so beautiful, her skin glowing with a sheen of perspiration, yet she was so harshly bound in her pony tack and her groom was using her reins brutally to keep her under control, bent right over, restricting her movement. The two were in a constant battle for which there was only ever going to be one winner. Anya wanted to kiss Thumper, press her body against the ponygirl. She wanted to cum with her. Shit, she needed to climax.


  Despite all the straps of her bridle, the mask-like band across her eyes, which together hid so much of her face, Anya could still see the ecstasy, the unfettered joy, satisfaction and relief in Thumper’s eyes as she finally orgasmed, having made the fucking last longer than any of the other ponygirls, savoured the opportunity. It had been thrilling, sublime to watch. Thumper was pulled upright, disengaged from the cock and led away. The succession of ponygirls had finished, they had all had a turn.


  Anya knew she wasn’t supposed to speak, that she was risking Luna’s ire by being so forward, but she had to try while the opportunity was there, it was worth the gamble. She had stepped forward, pressing her body, her tits against Luna, leaning forward so her mouth was right by Luna’s ear. She whispered her plea.


  “Please, Ms de Raveneaux, can I have a go, too?”


  It was only the shock of Luna’s reaction that brought home the full realization of what Anya was asking. Luna was stunned, staring at Anya in disbelief. Anya had just asked to fuck a man, something she had never had any inclination to do ever before. But she simply didn’t see it like that. It wasn’t conventional sex. She didn’t have to see the ponyboy. She was just using his cock, albeit while still attached to his body. She needed to cum and the instrument involved was incidental. She hadn’t changed her mind about men.


  “Really?” Luna eventually found her voice.


  “Yes, Ms de Raveneaux.”


  Luna looked at Malin.


  “Of course she can, if she wants to!” The head groom seemed to find the situation highly amusing. “With your permission, of course, Ms de Raveneaux.”


  Luna was silent for a few more moments, lips pursed.


  “I don’t want you to believe you can do just as you please by asking nicely.”


  “I understand, Ms de Raveneaux.”


  “I will make an exception this once as I think it could be instructional for you, if you are really sure you want to do this?”


  “Yes, Ms de Raveneaux.”


  Luna shrugged. “OK, then.”


  “Use Bert, he’s fresher,” Malin added.


  Bert’s cock was three-quarters erect, drooping forward. The glans in particular was looking very red, having fucked four different ponygirls rigorously in under an hour. It was also slimy, covered in the slickness of four very aroused women.


  “You’ll need to get him hard again with your mouth,” Malin ordered.


  Anya baulked for the first time. She didn’t want that thing in her mouth. She looked at Luna. Luna’s intense expression told Anya that she wasn’t going to overrule Malin, she was getting off on this! Her mouth curled into a smile and she said nothing.


  Malin shrugged. “Your choice. How much do you want the cock?”


  Luna wound the leash tighter around her hand, tugging on Anya’s clamped nipples, pulling her forward to stand between Bert’s splayed legs. Then she shook out the leash so that it hung slackly between them. Again, their eyes met. Luna raised her eyebrows.


  “I indulged your slutty whim, will you dare to throw it back in my face?” There was such a broad, self-satisfied grin on Luna’s face.


  Anya took a step closer to Bert’s crotch and bent forward. Despite not being fully erect, the cock was swaying back and forth, twitching. The odour was strong, a new smell for Anya, pussy mixed with spunk and masculine musk. The tool was thick with viscous fluid. Anya jumped in surprise when her bottom was smacked hard.


  “Get on with it, do you think we have all day!” Luna continued to tease.


  “Take him into your mouth, get him hard again,” Malin ordered.


  Anya parted her lips, bent over further and captured the glans in her mouth, closing on the shaft, feeling the bell end twitch, tasting what must have been Bambi’s vaginal secretions – the last ponygirl to have fucked Bert. She jabbed at the dickhead with her tongue. There was a hand on the back of her head, it pushed her lower, pushed more of the cock into her mouth. Anya’s opinion hadn’t changed, the prospect of having the tool in her pussy was irresistible, having it in her mouth was as revolting as she had feared.


  There was something so crude and feral about it. The sticky mess that covered it was salty and strongly flavoured. She sucked hard, bobbing her head up and down, mimicking the actions of the ponygirls she had watched earlier. She felt the thing jerk and stiffen. Encouraged, she worked her tongue, the pungent smell and taste overwhelming her senses, the juices coating her mouth. She took it as deep as she dared, until her gag reflex threatened. The cock was growing bigger in her mouth, stretching her jaw uncomfortably.


  She jerked in surprise as she felt a hand press on her sex. It began to rub, causing her to squirm in pleasure as the dildo shifted inside her, as her labia were massaged. Then she felt the zip of the catsuit lowering and the labia burst out of the tight confines of the rubber, the cool air felt good against the humid heat of her arousal. Fingers caressed her directly now and she jerked and twisted helplessly, she was so turned-on, so sensitive.


  Her concentration had slipped. The hand on the back of her head pushed it up and down, fast and hard, encouraging her to keep working the cock. But at the same time, the dildo inside her was being pulled out so slowly, the sensation was exquisite. She couldn’t help squealing, writhing. But then it was gone and she felt so empty.


  Things happened very quickly, then. She was pulled back upright, the cock was gone and she dragged fresh air into her mouth. She was turned around, her nipple leash was being tugged hard, agonizingly painfully, causing her to moan. She was forced to bend right over again, now facing away from the ponyboy. A hand gripped her face either side of her mouth, forcing it wide open. Something warm, wet and sticky was shoved in, filling her mouth, wedging her jaw open.


  “Don’t let it drop!” It was Malin speaking.


  The dildo just removed from her hot, creaming pussy was now lodged between her lips, her own taste mingling with all the others. Her eyes were wide as she was pushed backward and felt the head of the real cock bumping against her sex. She felt herself spread wide open and then the dong was finally in her, stretching her with its girth, taking her breath away as it slid in hard and fast. She was pushed until her buttocks smacked against the ponyboy’s hips. The feel of the hot, pulsing tool filling her was glorious. She squirmed in delight.


  If the cock in her mouth had been as bad as she’d feared, once it was buried in her pussy it surpassed expectations. She began to pump her hips, sliding up and down the tool, bottom smacking against Bert. Her eyes closed as she savoured the experience. She kept the memory of Thumper’s fucking earlier in the forefront of her mind. She didn’t want to waste this opportunity, now that she had it, with a wild, uncontrolled rutting, despite the urging of her body to do just that.


  Hands were on her monoglove, lifting it, putting further strain on her shoulders, ensuring she remained doubled-over. It hurt, and caused the corset to cut into her ribs. The pull on her nipple leash continued, the pain only exacerbated by her increasingly animated movements. She was in so much discomfort but it was all dwarfed by the pleasure, the rush she was experiencing. A hand under her chin tipped her head back.


  “Look at me!”


  Luna was leaning forward, face close to Anya’s. Her eyes were on fire. Her fingers stroked Anya’s rubberized cheek, moved up to caress her scalp.


  “All this time, who’d have thought that you were such a slut!”


  The hand dropped lower to fondle one breast, then the other, fingertips sinking into the soft tissue. One moment delicate little touches, the next squeezing or pinching, pleasure and pain mixed up.


  “We’ll have no more pretence from you, everyone here can see what you are. No more denial, no more shame. Be proud of your sexuality! Satisfy your hunger. Let it all show.”


  Luna dropped her head further, kissing Anya on the cheek. When she straightened up again she was glowing with arousal, a huge smile on her face, but her eyes were fierce. She yanked hard on the nipple leash.


  Anya swivelled her hips, pounding on the cock harder, increasing the sensation. Bert had been initially quite unresponsive, no doubt exhausted and sore, but he had come to life, lifting his hips to meet Anya’s thrusts, driving his cock a little deeper. She wanted to purr! The pent up arousal that had been building all morning was finally getting sated. She was panting, short of breath, but determined to keep the dildo in her mouth. She felt so depraved, shocked by her own responses, but it was so joyous – at that moment, she didn’t care.


  She tried to keep it slow, to maintain the subtler movements that were enhancing the coupling, but it was getting harder to control herself, she needed to cum so badly. The pace of the fucking was increasing and at the same time, she was physically tiring. Eventually, she abandoned all restraint, slamming hard and fast until she felt her orgasm starting to build. She moaned around the dildo, it was electrifying, fabulous! Then the climax hit her, the euphoria flooding through her. She thrashed and twisted, increasing her pain and discomfort, but unable to control herself. It went on and on. She growled, fighting all the restraints holding her.


  She stumbled forward, off the cock, collapsing onto her knees, actually hurting them as they slammed into the flagstones. She couldn’t breathe, she needed to get air, but dared not let the dildo slip out from between her jaws. She was light-headed but still elated, jubilant. Slowly she calmed, got control of her breathing again. The burning need had finally been satisfied, the bubble had burst. She felt serene, such peace.


  In her own world, she could hear the voices around her, but she wasn’t listening to the words until Luna’s last comment finally registered.


  “I’m sure she would enjoy some playtime with the grooms while we are gone. Would they have time for a bit of fun with her?”


  Did Luna really just say that?


  “That’s very generous of you, Ms de Raveneaux!” The surprise in Malin’s voice was clear.


  Anya felt Luna’s hand on the top of her head.


  “You will obey the grooms, please them any way they wish.”


  Anya turned her head and looked up at Luna. There was a steel in her gaze that Anya had never seen before.


  “Understand?”


  Anya nodded.


  “Good girl.”


  Luna stroked Anya’s scalp, then the kneeling woman was looking at the two gorgeous, leather-clad backsides as Luna and Malin walked away from her. One of the grooms was standing beside her, having been given the leash to her nipple clamps. She shivered with fear and excitement, panic licked at her consciousness. She felt like she was falling through the sky without a parachute. It was exhilarating, but how was she going to land?


  Two minutes later, Anya found herself lying across the frame just vacated by Ernie, in the identical position, shoulders and hips resting on the padded bars, her legs spread wide and strapped to the posts, feet off the ground. The difference was she didn’t have the rigid collar to keep her head level, instead it hung off the end, upside down. It was disorienting. Her monogloved arms hung down between the two bars without support, putting further strain on her aching shoulders.


  The calmness induced by her post-orgasmic haze had quickly evaporated. She was utterly exposed and helpless, at the mercy of strangers. She was scared, but also becoming aroused again already. It was like a dream, so unreal. Her heart was thumping in her chest.


  Existential reality arrived with a bang, however, when the groom removed both the nipple clamps. Anya moaned and squirmed as she experienced a pain like no other she had felt before, arms fighting the monoglove. She reared up but a hand on her chest easily pushed her flat again. She needed to grab her tits, massage her nipples, she had to…but she couldn’t. Then it was being done for her, fingers rolling her teats gently, soothingly. A hand was stroking her forehead. There were several grooms around her, hands caressing her rubber-covered body all over.


  At last, the dildo was finally removed from her mouth. She flexed her jaw in relief, but it was to be short-lived. Upside down, she watched the groom above shuck down her jodhpurs to her knees. The pale, bare thighs pushed against her head, trapping it between them. Labia that had the three grommeted holes in them – just like Malin – pressed against her mouth. The groom was hairy, they tickled her chin. Anya could smell the arousal, feel the wetness. The groom grinded her sex on Anya’s lips impatiently. Tentatively, she pushed her tongue out, delving between the labia, into the warm, fragrant pussy of a complete stranger whose name she didn’t even know.


  


  Luna


  “Gently, gently…That’s all that’s needed.”


  Only the slightest tug was required to steer the ponygirls toward the right fork in the path. The reins in Luna’s hands were so sensitive and responsive. The two pony, two seater cart was being pulled at a trot, the marked-up buttocks of the ponies jiggling delightfully in front of her, while above, their arms were stringently bound in the reverse-prayer position, forearms and elbows together down the centre of their backs. It was such an erotic sight.


  The right fork continued to follow the banks of the lake, while the left path headed up a significant slope into woodland, but Malin appeared to be taking Luna on the same lakeside circuit as Ilse had earlier in the week. This was Luna’s first official lesson in pony cart driving following the short experience Ilse had given her before.


  As the bend straightened out, she let the reins fall slack onto the ponies’ shoulders, before she slapped them down to speed up to a canter, at Malin’s direction. The ponies immediately increased the pace in perfect synchronization. How did they do that? They were moving at a reasonable pace now.


  Koala and Ragamuffin had been the first ponygirls to fuck the ponyboys this morning, but had soon found themselves harnessed to the cart afterward, plugged front and back again, their labia once more locked directly into their crotch straps. Malin had said that the ponygirls ran better when they were in need of a cum, that it made them more responsive, but that it wouldn’t take long, running in full harness, for them to reach that state again.


  They were heading toward the mausoleum where Dominique’s funeral would take place in a couple of days. For the moment, Malin was keeping hold of the whip, which Luna thought was wise. If she had that in her hand she knew she would have the urge to use it unnecessarily. She couldn’t wait to have a go.


  “I don’t know how you’ve done it, but the time you’ve spent with Anya has transformed her outlook on Heron’s Lap. I’m very grateful. I thought I was going to lose her, but now I’m very optimistic that she will stay.”


  “I had to confront some of her pre-conceptions, but to her credit she was very responsive to that. She was genuinely seeking understanding, which I think I was able to give her. I also think she was suppressing her true feelings behind her moral outrage – to herself as much as anyone else.”


  “You might be on to something there!” Luna said thoughtfully.


  “And the courage she has shown to embrace our world and her submissive desires is truly remarkable. I’m full of admiration for her!”


  “That’s very perceptive, Malin.”


  “It takes one to know one, Ms de Raveneaux.”


  “You could be right. I had never seen anything in all my time with Anya to indicate she had such feelings…They must have been buried deep…I’ve even considered that there might be something otherworldly or transcendental occurring with what has happened to us in the last few days.”


  “I can actually understand that. There is something entrancing about this place, fantastical. It feels like an alternate reality. It is very rare that one gets the opportunity to realize our deepest, innermost desires. Most people go through life unable or unwilling to confront them. I count it as such a blessing that I found my way here, that I was able to achieve them.”


  The path had been pretty straight and Luna hadn’t had to do much but enjoy the sight of the ponygirls running in time with each other, mesmerized, but as they reached the mausoleum it ended in a large squared-off area, after which the compressed, chipped stones became just a narrow dirt track, twisting around trees and foliage, in places a little muddy.


  “OK, slow them now, just a quick, firm tug on all the reins simultaneously.”


  Luna was very conscious that when she did that, she had a direct connection to the ponies’ nipples, that she was hurting them, exerting such intimate control over them. They instantly returned to a trot and Luna had to concentrate much more on steering them, constantly adjusting them left or right. They had been running for some time now, but were showing no signs of flagging.


  She remembered once being at the wheel of a boat travelling up a river and turning to look back, seeing the zigzag backwash of her clumsy steering, a series of constant corrections, swerving back and forth across the water. Without the wake to look back at, she knew she was doing the same thing here and felt embarrassed. The groom kept diplomatically quiet as she tried to get the hang of something that the drivers made look effortless, but the trail was so narrow now there was less margin for error and it was constantly twisting and turning.


  “It will come with practice,” was all Malin said when Luna apologized.


  Luna was very impressed with the head groom, she was always calm and in control, intelligent and perceptive, forbearing.


  “I would like you to continue to see Anya one to one, if you can find the time, to continue her development and supervise her welfare.”


  “It would be a pleasure, Ms de Raveneaux.”


  “This is very new to both of us and I am sure there will be times when things get too much for her, even though there seems to be no holding her back at the moment!” Luna couldn’t contain a short laugh. “She trusts you and feels comfortable around you. It would put my mind at rest to know she had someone else she can confide in if she needs to. If we need to stop for her sake, we will stop. Her welfare is the most important thing to me.”


  “I understand, Ms de Raveneaux. That is very much in keeping with the way we operate here.”


  As they worked their way further down the lake, the woods became more dense, the foliage thicker. The trail turned up a slope, still running alongside the water but further away. For the first time, the ponygirls struggled a little and Malin needed to use the whip, giving each a sharp stroke to keep them perky.


  “Using the whip is very much an art in itself,” she explained. “We’ll move on to that when you’ve mastered the reins. People have a tendency to jump in much too zealously and too frequently. If the ponies are beaten raw their performance will suffer, the best won’t be got from them in either the short or long term. The urge to whip needs to be controlled carefully.”


  Watching the delightfully presented buttocks rolling right in front of her face, Luna well appreciated the temptation to use the whip vicariously. The trail around the lake was ideal for a beginner. There was nothing too tricky, but enough to challenge and develop technique. Around the top of the lake they passed through the most heavily wooded area, the water only glimpsed between the trees twenty or thirty yards away, several feet below them.


  Malin used the whip a couple more times over the hilly terrain. Luna could hear the heavy breathing of the ponygirls, now. Uphill, they needed the sting of the lash to maintain the pace, but once they had rounded the lake and were heading back toward the house and stable, they were mostly travelling gently downhill. They really were fit.


  Luna thought she had improved considerably since they had started, able to judge the subtle tugs on the reins to keep the ponies steady on the trail without the swaying induced by continual corrective adjustments. Apart from anything else, it was huge fun. She loved the experience.


  As the terrain flattened out, the trail became straighter again, moving back closer to the water’s edge, sometimes right alongside it. The trees and foliage thinned out. Luna was able to bring the ponies back up to a canter, enjoying the increased speed – the trot could become a little frustrating at times. Both ponygirls were needing regular encouragement from the whip now to maintain the pace.


  The thin but angry welts were bright red against the darker reds and purples of the older marks that covered the backsides from the crest of the buttocks downward, the weals crisscrossing each other in multiple places. Luna could see Ragamuffin was flinching as the leather bit into her skin, wrapping around her bottom, caught out by the vehemency of the strokes. Koala appeared to be able to tolerate the pain better, but there was no escape for either of them.


  “Have you considered getting Anya tacked up and put between the shafts of a cart, Ms de Raveneaux? We can easily do that for you.”


  The question caught Luna a little by surprise.


  “Does it work that way? Wouldn’t she need a lot of training and preparation first?”


  “That depends on what you expect from her. Obviously, to take her for a run like this she would need a lot of work on her fitness. If you wanted her to look like a lifestyle pony that would require cosmetic modifications. But we have generic tack so that anyone can indulge in ponyplay. You would only be able to take her moderate distances at first.”


  The possibility had only fleetingly crossed Luna’s mind. All the ponies at Heron’s Lap were so thoroughly immersed in their roles, from their expensive tailor-made tack to the modifications to their bodies and hair, it didn’t seem to be something that could just be jumped in and out of on a whim. Rather, something requiring a dedicated period of training and transition to a limited and specific role. She wouldn’t want to lose Anya in that way, she wanted her by her side. But if it was possible to experiment with the role for time to time, that could be exciting.


  “I hadn’t given the possibility much thought at all. There have been so many opportunities, so many ideas to explore and we’ve only just entered this world, but I’m sure it is something I would like to try at some point.”


  “Just let us know when you are ready to try and we can arrange it all for you.”


  What would Anya make of the notion, Luna wondered.


  Eventually, the dirt track fed back onto the tarmac driveway from the gatehouse. It was nice to be on the smooth road, the cart bumped along like a pedal cycle. As soon as they were on the blacktop, Malin urged Luna to bring the ponies up to a gallop. That seemed a little cruel. The ponygirls were clearly flagging and they had been worked really hard, but Malin assured Luna that they were capable of handling it.


  Luna slapped the reins onto the shoulders and the groom flicked the whip back and forth with heavy strokes to urge the ponies up to a sprint. Malin continued to employ the whip every few seconds, not giving the ponygirls any respite. It was really quite exhilarating to travel so fast, to see the legs pumping desperately to escape the bite of the lash, the buttocks jiggling and bouncing, rippling to the whip, hips rolling frantically.


  By the time Luna steered them through the archway and back into the courtyard of the stable she was hooked on ponygirl driving and so stoked, wanting to get alone with Anya as soon as possible. She pulled hard on the reins, feeling the slight give as the ponies’ nipples were stretched, getting a thrill from knowing she was hurting them, and she didn’t even feel guilt this time. The ponygirls came to a stop. Both were panting hard, shoulders moving as they gasped for air around their bits. The exposed parts of their bodies gleamed with perspiration, the sweat running down their skin. She didn’t know if it was her imagination but she could have sworn they were literally steaming.


  For a second she thought that Ragamuffin was going to slump to her knees, her legs appeared unsteady, but her discipline held and her ankles drew together and she stood tall, curving her back, sticking her large breasts forward proudly, all in tandem with Koala beside her.


  As Luna was thanking Malin, her eyes wandered, looking through the glass wall that fronted half the stable building. There were several grooms clustered around one of the frames that had been used for the ponyboys earlier. Anya’s body, so striking in the violent pink catsuit, was easily identifiable. She was tied over the frame just as the stallions had been.


  Luna had been so concerned about pushing Anya too far and too fast, but in some ways the truth was the opposite. Anya was dragging Luna in her wake, racing ahead of Luna’s expectations. It was like the woman was possessed. It was extraordinary.


  While she was on her pony cart driving lesson, Luna had been thinking of leaving Anya tied in a busy part of the stable, somewhere that would ensure that she got a lot of attention, eyes on her constantly. Luna wanted Anya to get used to being looked at, exhibited, objectified. But after the fucking, she had changed her mind. It had been another bold gamble to offer Anya as entertainment to the grooms. Now, she could see that they were utilizing the opportunity to the full.


  Anya’s face was hidden in the crotch of a dark-haired groom who had her riding breeches around her knees. Meanwhile, between her splayed thighs, another groom was fucking Anya vigorously with a strap-on. There was a groom to the side who was stroking and fondling the prone latex-clad body and opposite her, yet another. She had a tiny little strap – it looked more like a bookmark. Periodically she was striking Anya’s exposed nipples with it.


  Of course the grooms would play hard, maybe too hard, but Anya was letting them. The more Anya gave, the more Luna wanted to take. It had snowballed so fast. There seemed no stopping either of them. Anya was insatiable, and Luna was starting to behave like she was genuinely possessed herself. It was a ridiculous idea that the spirit of her grandmother had passed to her, but nothing rational explained the change in her personality over the last few weeks, and most especially the last few days.


  Watching her girlfriend in a BDSM orgy drove her crazy with lust, not jealousy. At the start of the week such a thing would have been inconceivable to both of them, yet here they were! Malin had climbed out of the cart. She was petting the ponygirls, squeezing their breasts, stroking them, praising them, but Luna’s eyes remained on the scene inside the stable building. While she had a compulsion to make love to Anya, the urge to do it right now, she didn’t want to stop what was happening. She watched for several more seconds, unsure what to do.


  “Actually, Malin, I think I’ll go straight back to the house now. Can you arrange for Anya to be sent back when they’re finished?”


  Malin seemed surprised.


  “Of course, Ms de Raveneaux.”


  ~~~~~


  Luna now had a key to the front door and didn’t bother getting a maid to open it for her, but she was startled to find one of the servants hanging in the entrance hall, suspended from a chain from the mezzanine landing at the top of the stairs. This left her dangling in the centre of the room, three feet above the floor, spinning slowly around. She was strapped in a harness that held her arms folded behind her back and her knees bound against her chest, an almost fetal position, ball-like.


  Head slightly higher than her backside, the splits in the back of her skirts meant that the heavy latex had fallen forward, leaving her bottom completely exposed. The shiny crotch band of her chastity belt was clearly visible separating her buttocks. The most striking thing was the profusion of fresh red marks that covered the cheeks. The maid had recently received a heavy punishment.


  As the maid gently turned, her face came into view. It was Flopsy and she was heavily gagged, a breathing tube poking out from where her mouth should be. Under that was the bulb of an inflatable gag. It had been pumped severely high. Flopsy’s cheeks bulged like a chipmunk’s. Her eyes were puffy from weeping, her make-up had run some, too. They briefly met Luna’s, then dropped in embarrassment or deference, maybe a bit of both. Tucked under the straps of the harness, sticking out either side of her, was a crook-handled cane.


  Luna approached the unfortunate woman. Initially, she put out her hand to stop the maid turning, but she couldn’t resist putting her fingers on the heavily welted bottom, so provocatively presented. From the centre of the buttocks to their base were countless red lines, raised and swollen on the skin, horizontally barring the posterior. The cluster low down was so numerous the individual lines became hard to distinguish, there were welts on top of welts. Luna dragged her gloved fingers over the area, causing Flopsy to jerk and flinch, faint noises coming out from behind her gag. Luna just couldn’t help herself. She pressed harder, sinking her fingers into the flesh. Flopsy squirmed helplessly.


  Hearing a door open and close, Luna turned to see Use’s assistant coming out of the study.


  “May I be of assistance, Ms de Raveneaux?”


  Though her skyscraper heels concealed it somewhat, Ella was quite petite, elfin-like, except for breasts that were out-of-proportion to the rest of her. She was auburn-haired and had cheekbones that reminded Luna of a snake’s head, giving her a triangular-shaped face that looked predatory, which wasn’t entirely representative of her actual personality. It was an unconventional beauty, but an exotic one. Luna could understand Use’s attraction.


  The woman was in her mid-thirties and Luna knew that Ella had been Use’s assistant for over ten years, so must be a pretty tough cookie to have survived Use’s uncompromising, dominant predilections for that length of time.


  “What is happening here?”


  “Flopsy is being punished, Ms de Raveneaux, for inattention to duty and insolence.”


  “Insolence?”


  Luna had spent a lot of time with Flopsy in the last few days. She liked her and trusted her and couldn’t imagine the maid being insolent.


  “Yes, Ms de Raveneaux. She is to hang there until midnight and we are to add to her punishment whenever we pass by.”


  Ella hobbled forward, forced to take the tiniest of steps by the tightness of her skirt. The black leather finished just above her knees but was like a tube, allowing her to only just be able to place one foot in front of the other and requiring her to swing her hips in an exaggerated manner with every step. The knee-length boots perched her up on her toes, her ankles nearly fully extended by the stilettos, which made each step even more difficult for her. Luna found it deliciously erotic and couldn’t wait to put Anya in a similarly restrictive costume.


  Above her strictly corseted, tiny waist, Ella wore a matching black leather waistcoat that laced up the front. It was so low cut – rather like Zara’s dress last night – that it seemed unfeasible that her breasts remained inside. They were pushed together and forward, blatantly and provocatively presented to anyone she approached. Her nipples were barely covered, pink areola visible. Luna couldn’t help but stare at the remarkable cleavage. The red lines from Use’s use of the switch last night were clear to see, strewed across both mounds.


  Other than last night, Ella was always in this outfit when Luna had seen her, it was a uniform of sorts. There was a long-sleeved but extremely abbreviated bolero jacket that couldn’t come close to being pulled closed and only reaching to halfway down her breasts, framing them instead of covering them, just drawing even more attention to them. The collar of the bolero was thick and high, buckling around her throat in two places, forcing her to keep her head up. Her long hair was tied up in a formal bun and there was a little hat (again of black leather) that sat perched on her head at an angle.


  Her gloved hand pulled the cane out from under the straps and she took a couple of practice swipes with it. It made an ominous humming sound as it cut through the air.


  “Who was she insolent to?”


  “Chef, I believe, Ms de Raveneaux. I’m not aware of the details.”


  Luna took her hand away from the maid and stepped back, seeing the excitement in Ella’s eyes, and the lust, as she stared at Flopsy’s excoriated backside.


  Positioning herself, Ella lifted her arm high and back. She paused for a couple of seconds, then swung with real force. The cane struck right across the plumpest curve of Flopsy’s bottom, right on top of existing welts. The sound of the contact was redolent with pain. The maid’s squeal was barely audible – presumably the purpose of the gag – but she thrashed against the harness, trying to writhe but not having enough freedom to achieve that. The chain began to swing a little and spin again.


  Ella ran her leather covered hand over the fresh mark she had just created, eyes bright, a big smile curling her lips. Luna thought the woman might have some sympathy for Flopsy, given the ordeal she herself had suffered last night, but there was no evidence of that. Instead, she stood back and took aim again, waiting until the maid stopped fighting her restraints.


  The second stroke was at least as vehement as the first, hitting lower this time, right into the under hang of the buttocks. The chain groaned, swinging in a greater arc this time, though gently. The harness creaked as Flopsy wormed and fidgeted. She had been struck several times on that same spot and the new mark had a purple hue. It must have been sheer agony.


  “Perfect!” Ella was clearly pleased with herself.


  “Are we quite sure that Flopsy’s offence warrants this severity of punishment?”


  “Yes, we are, Luna.” The answer had come from Ilse herself, who seemed to have appeared from nowhere.


  Her heels rapped sharply on the stone floor as she approached. She was wearing her usual leathers, which creaked as she bent forward to stroke the bare backside so helplessly presented.


  “I don’t want her punished because I took her away from her regular duties. She has been serving me well.” Luna looked Ilse straight in the eye.


  “I’m pleased to hear it. Regrettably, when she has returned to regular household chores she has been found less diligent. She even answered back when picked up on it by the Chef. One of Flopsy’s faults is a tendency to get a little dreamy and unfocused. The excitement of your arrival has exposed this, not for the first time, though. She is a repeat offender. At times, her attitude needs correcting. Spare the rod and spoil the maid is our mantra here.”


  Ilse spanked each of Flopsy’s buttocks in turn, and hard, sending the maid swinging more violently.


  “Unfortunately, we are already one maid down since Bunny retired. Now we will be two down for the rest of the day and at such a particularly busy time as well. That means you will have to fill in for Flopsy today, Ella. Go to the servants’ quarters and find yourself a uniform.”


  Ella was clearly crestfallen and furious at receiving this order, but the emotions were only visible for a split second, her eyes dropped deferentially and she adopted a pose of acquiescence immediately.


  “Right away, Ms Vietz.” Ella handed Ilse the cane and turned to go.


  “That won’t be necessary, Ilse, though thank you for the offer. You can use Anya instead, as soon as she is returned from the stable.”


  Ilse looked at Luna in surprise. “Really! Are you sure she will be up to it?”


  “Very sure, Ilse. She has been making great progress.”


  The German thought for a moment. “Let’s use them both to be sure we keep on top of things.”


  Ilse dismissed Ella with a gesture. The assistant’s bright expression of optimism that she would be reprieved turned once again to one of submission to Use’s authority.


  Anya


  The metal was cold and caused Anya to shiver as it pressed between her buttocks, Ella spread the cheeks apart so that the crotch band of the chastity belt could nestle between them without pinching. As the front end slotted into place she felt pressure on her perineum and the grooves either side of her vulva, against her belly. There was an ominous clunk as the mechanism locked into the waistband, which had made a similar sound when that had locked, fitting so tightly it dug deeply into her flesh.


  It was surely too small for her, not at all comfortable and totally intractable, holding its shape, forcing her body to conform to its parameters with every little movement she made. It was heavy, as well. It felt so confining. She didn’t like it at all. She put her hand to the shallow cup that now covered her sex. Pressing on it only put more pressure into her groin, she couldn’t feel anything. After a morning spent with a dildo or cock inside her she was now feeling empty, missing the stimulation, was locked out from any of that pleasure. It was disturbing, but more than that, she felt a little panic.


  Ella smacked Anya’s hand away. She was in a bad mood.


  “You’re not allowed to touch yourself, don’t you know anything!”


  Anya thought about a retort, how she now couldn’t touch herself even if she wanted to, but the last few days and especially this morning’s events had dramatically increased her submissiveness and she didn’t dare, even though Ella was essentially only another sub like her.


  The moment stirred her from the almost stupor-like state she had been in since being released from the frame at the stable. The events of the morning had been incredible, but both physically and emotionally exhausting. She was so tired and had been hoping for some respite when she returned to the house. Instead, she had not even been taken in the front door, but brought around the back, in through the kitchen and then up two flights of stairs to the sloping-ceilinged top floor.


  She had travelled back on a flatbed cart, lying prone, ankles spread wide and chained to the rear corners, her arms – still in the monoglove – lying painfully underneath her. A crude collar, with just a couple of links of chain, had held her neck down on the floor of the cart.


  The whole morning had been unreal, dreamlike…But it had actually happened. As well as cumming from fucking the ponyboy, Anya had been forced to cum three more times while on the frame. Twice while being fucked by the grooms with strap-ons, and once also while being manually masturbated. All the while, her face had been buried in a succession of fragrant and not-so-fragrant vulvas, eating out groom after groom. She hadn’t known such licentiousness and excess was possible. It was depravity! It had been so intense.


  It had been thrilling and amazing while it was happening, but it had left her sore between the legs, her tongue was sore and aching, lips bruised and tender, not to mention her nipples which they had targeted with a stiff little strap…The slightest touch to them hurt. And they hadn’t even cleaned her up afterward. Her lips and lower face were coated with dried vaginal secretions when she arrived back at the house, mouth thick with the taste of so many pussies.


  She felt like such a slut, but so many orgasms and the soreness afterward had succeeded in cooling her ardour, at least for the time being. The constant sexual need that had gripped her continually for the past few days was gone. And it had left her very calm, placid and compliant, doing whatever she was told without a thought. She felt a strange peace and contentment, a sense of fulfilment she had never experienced before, a curious happiness…


  And now she didn’t know what the hell was going on…Luna was not allowing Anya a moment to ponder what was happening to her, taking her from one startling experience to the next. No wonder she felt in a daze…It looked like they were in the servants’ quarters. There were four bunks, part of the room was a tiled shower area. It was distinctly basic – bare brick walls, stripped-back floorboards. And Ella was dressed in the elaborate maid’s uniform. Anya had not seen that before.


  Anya had been stripped of her latex, the monoglove finally removed. After so many hours in the strict bondage, getting her arms working again had been a tough and painful experience. Ella was short on patience, but had no option but to massage the life back into them. Then Anya had been allowed to shower.


  Standing there in the chastity belt, she watched Ella open a huge wardrobe against one wall, the doors folding back as they were pushed wide apart. Inside was a closet full of black and white latex, more uniforms. Now she was going to be turned into a maid? Yes, she was.


  Half an hour later, Anya was staring at herself in the floor-to-ceiling mirror, her face peering out from the black wimple that covered the rest of her skull. She had been heavily made-up by Ella in the style that was common to the maids, dark, heavy shadow around the eyes, false lashes, thick mascara. Her lips painted and glossed a deep red. The overzealous make-up was designed to make each maid facially similar to the other, to reduce their individuality, and it worked when combined with the wimple and veil of latex on top. Even Ella, who looked very different to Anya, required a second glance to be certain of her identity.


  The rubber of the veil was thick and heavy. It looked gorgeous spilling down from the top of her head, around her shoulders and down her back, but the weight was a constant pull on her neck. She hadn’t appreciated quite how all-encompassing, overwhelming, wearing the uniform would be. It was an effort just to move, and to move in such a way as to keep the immense flowing latex of the veil and the skirts rippling and swishing elegantly and not awkwardly and unflatteringly.


  There were three skirts, a thinner black underskirt on top of which was the longest, the white skirt with a frilled hem, and on top of that was the black overskirt. The last two were of really thick, weighty rubber, hanging heavily from her hips. Then on top of that was the white apron, though that only reached to just below the knee. They rustled noisily against each other with the slightest movement, a delightfully sensual sound, but one that announced her presence with any motion at all. Maybe she would become less self-conscious of it after a while. She felt very conspicuous.


  She wasn’t sure she would ever get less self-conscious of the split in the back of the skirts, flashing part of her bottom and bum-crack every time she took a step. It caused a waft of cool air onto her backside that was actually welcome. It was quite humid and warm inside all the rubber. But, together with her exposed breasts under the apron, she felt thoroughly wrapped up and exposed at the same time.


  The corset had been laced up over the chastity belt, she could feel the metal band underneath cutting into her – uncomfortable didn’t begin to describe it. Ella had been ruthless in tightening it, Anya feeling that she was getting sadistic glee in hurting her. She was sure it was the tightest she had been laced up yet. At one point, Ella had put her knee in Anya’s back to draw leverage, while having Anya pull her waist in as much as she could. It now ached intensely and her ability to breathe had been diminished.


  The top half of the dress fitted skintight, the sleeves reaching right down to the top of her hands. The collar was high and stiff, fitting right under her chin. White ruffles sprouted from the top that followed her jawline. They moved against her chin whenever she turned her head.


  Ella had spent an inordinate amount of time polishing the uniform while Anya just stood there. It was glossy already, it looked immaculate, but still she used the microfibre cloth again and again.


  “Watch what I’m doing, it has to be mirror-finished, perfect, or we’ll both be punished. You can do the same for me, afterward.”


  And Anya had.


  The latex boots were form-fitting to mid-thigh and she was sure the heels were even higher than those she had worn this morning, if only slightly. The tiniest part of the sole of her foot was actually in contact with the floor, little more than her big toe. Ella wasn’t impressed with Anya’s attempts to walk in them. Anya couldn’t comprehend how the maids could manage in them for the long hours they worked every day.


  Staring at herself in the mirror, she felt the stirring of her arousal again. She looked like a fetish vision, so erotic. Her hands, clad in the uniform gloves with the fingertips cut off, took hold of the skirt and ran it through her fingers. It was so sensual. With so much rubber, the odour was particularly strong. But Anya was suffering. It was all so uncomfortable. Walking was such an effort, let alone bending or crouching. When she had sat on the bunk for the fitting of her boots, the chastity belt had cut into her. It had been downright painful, an effective discouragement to want to sit again.


  And the soft, thin layer of the apron brushing her nipples with any motion was enough to hurt after the treatment they had received today. They were so tender from the clamps, that was before they had been repeatedly struck with the devilish little strap the grooms had used on her. They were still rock hard, tenting the apron very obviously.


  Anya found herself in sympathy with the maids as she began to understand the reality of their everyday lives. What a challenging outfit! There really was no respite for a uniformed maid.


  Ella had given her some lessons in how to walk and turn while controlling the movement of the heavy rubber – remaining elegant was the priority – but Anya would need more practice, something she wasn’t going to get.


  Grabbing handfuls of the skirts and lifting them, she tried another curtsy, placing her feet at the angles she had been taught, bending the knees, bobbing.


  “Remember, curtsy when you enter an occupied room, or if someone enters the room, or when you leave an occupied room. The higher the status of the person, the deeper you will curtsy. A little bob is fine for the chef. For Ms de Raveneaux you will need to go lower than that. Try it again.”


  Ella wasn’t impressed.


  “Practice for another five minutes, then come down to the kitchen. Make sure you are deferential at all times and show everyone the required respect.”


  Standing alongside Anya, Ella checked herself out in the mirror. The confidence and gracefulness with which Ella moved in the uniform, it was clear she was familiar with taking the role of a maid. She scrutinized herself carefully. Her large bust tented the apron dramatically, lifting it away from her body. Side on, her breasts were fully exposed, their shape not quite convincing Anya that they were natural. But there was no denying that they were spectacular. Anya found herself wishing her breasts were a little bigger, something she had never done before. Ella’s were far too big for her little frame, out of proportion. Anya didn’t aspire to that at all.


  Looking Anya in the eye via the mirror, Ella seemed to have calmed down a little. She hadn’t been so snappy for the last few minutes.


  “Don’t embarrass me, right! If you fuck up, I’ll get the blame, too!”


  “I’ll do my best, Miss Ella.”


  That was what Ella had insisted Anya call her, though Anya wasn’t convinced that was correct. As far as she was concerned, they were of equal status in the hierarchy of Heron’s Lap. With the clack of her heels and the swish and slither of her skirts, Ella headed off to the stairs.


  Anya had been introduced briefly to Ms Nesbitt during their tour of the house on the day of their arrival. How much had changed since then, not least Anya’s standing – now she was under the chef’s authority. With a distinct Northern Irish accent, Ms Nesbitt had a round face with plump cheeks. She seemed of a cheery disposition, always with a wide, toothy smile, short blonde hair and a curvy figure. Anya would have been taller than the chef even out of her towering heels. She was old enough to be Anya’s grandmother. She was delighted to see Anya arrive in the kitchen. As the older woman scrutinized her, Anya bobbed a quick curtsy.


  “Ah! My other little helper is here! Turn around, let’s have a look at you.”


  Anya felt herself blushing as she spun slowly around.


  “Lovely! What a pretty little maid you make!”


  Anya thought it a strange thing to say as she loomed over the chef in her stilettos.


  “We will be using the drawing room, dining room and main hall for the wake. They need to be spick and span from top to bottom. You will help Ella with the cleaning. But first, Ms de Raveneaux’s lunch is waiting, you can serve it to her in the tower.”


  Ms Nesbitt indicated a loaded tray, then turned her attention to Mopsy, who was washing and chopping vegetables. Anya watched the chef slip her hand inside the split in Mopsy’s skirt, caressing her bare buttock. The maid pushed her bottom back to make it more accessible. Anya shuddered at the thought of receiving sexual attention from someone so old.


  To make walking easier, Anya had been using her hands to lift her skirts. Now she had to carry the tray, she could no longer do that. She tottered forward, aware that she looked ungainly, trying her best to look graceful and knowing she wasn’t succeeding. She was glad to get away from Ms Nesbitt’s scrutiny. While not as bad as the full-face helmets Luna had been experimenting with, the tight-fitting wimple and heavy veil were very hot, Anya could feel the perspiration underneath, against her skin, trying to find a route to escape and tickling the back of her neck.


  As she reached the main hallway she was brought up short. Concentrating so hard on holding the tray steady and not getting her legs tangled in the skirts, it wasn’t until she glanced up that she saw Flopsy. The maid was bound up into a ball and hanging from a chain in the centre of the room, spinning very slowly around. Her heavily gagged, tearstained face was looking directly at Anya. Anya watched as she slowly turned away, displaying her harnessed body and a cane that was protruding out from under the straps, held in place by them. Gradually her exposed backside came into view.


  Her bottom was covered in a mass of livid red and purple welts. It was a shocking sight. Anya stared, unable to look away. Sweet Flopsy, who was so gentle and unassuming. Despite the warmth of the rubber enveloping her body, Anya felt goosebumps rising. She shuddered. She felt sympathy for the maid, but the knowledge that it could be her there instead was chilling. She became hyper-conscious of the corset, finding it difficult to breathe. Not for the first time, she found panic licking around her consciousness.


  “I don’t think you are supposed to be dawdling out here, are you?”


  It was Cait’s assistant, Zara. She had just come down the stairs, but the carpet runner had masked her footsteps. She was back in her formal leather skirt suit and with her hair pinned up looked very professional and business-like. Cait and Zara had stayed over last night for the official signing of the inheritance documents this afternoon.


  Anya felt her face burning with embarrassment, partly from the memory of making out with the woman so publicly last night, actually climaxing while she was doing it, but mostly from the humiliation of being seen in the maid’s uniform, carrying a tray and being reprimanded. Surely Zara recognised her, but the PA didn’t acknowledge it.


  “No, Ms Zara.” In her flustered state, Anya couldn’t remember Zara’s surname.


  Anya started to make her way across the hall again, having to detour around Flopsy.


  “Not so fast!”


  Zara’s heels rapped on the stone floor as she marched across to Anya.


  “That’s Ms Morton to you!”


  “I’m sorry, Ms Morton.”


  “I really should report you, but you’ve caught me in a good mood.”


  Zara peeled back one side of Anya’s skirts to reveal a buttock, then proceeded to spank it five times in a row. Anya concentrated on trying to keep the tray steady and not spill the coffee. It really stung, but it was more the humiliation that brought a tear to her eye.


  “Buck up your ideas, I won’t let you get away with it a second time. Run along now!”


  There was one more final swipe as Anya took her first step. The contents of the tray rattled.


  “Thank you, Ms Morton.”


  Keeping her head straight and her eyes down, Anya made directly for the lift in the tower. As she waited for it to arrive, she heard the hum of the cane whizzing through the air and the sickening splat as it contacted Flopsy’s bottom for the umpteenth time. She daren’t look back.


  Once in the lift, the polished metal walls reflected her image back at her. She became even more self-conscious and nervous at the prospect of serving Luna as a maid. Luna had slipped into her dominant persona so easily, she wasn’t far off being a completely different person. Every time Anya thought she understood her lover, she was shocked again at her audacity. She was afraid she didn’t really know her at all, frightened of what could happen next. But just the thought of seeing her again was causing her to become aroused once more. She was so excited to be with her.


  When the lift doors opened onto the living room, Luna was sat on the sofa watching TV. Their eyes met. Anya could see the fierce desire spark to life at sight of her. Luna was realizing her fantasies with Anya. Anya shuddered again at being the object of that desire, at being shaped, transformed to meet it.


  She tried to move across the room as elegantly as possible, getting her skirts to swirl sensually. She stopped in front of Luna and dropped the deep curtsy she had practiced a dozen times.


  “Your lunch, Ms de Raveneaux.”


  Luna’s eyes were running up and down Anya, top to bottom and back again, taking in every aspect of her costume. Anya blushed under the inspection.


  “The household is short-staffed this afternoon. I offered your services to help them out. I’m sure the experience will do you good, and you look charming in the uniform.”


  “Thank you, Ms de Raveneaux.”


  Anya bent over to place the tray on the coffee table close by Luna. She felt the heavy skirts split apart and fall forward, revealing her bottom and the chastity belt. She blushed even harder.


  “Stay there a moment!”


  Luna leaned forward in her seat. A hand sneaked out and slipped under the side of Anya’s apron, fingers closing around her breast. Anya gasped and flinched as a finger and thumb found her nipple, pinching, squeezing, rolling it.


  “Did the clamps make your nips sore?”


  “Yes, Ms de Raveneaux.”


  “Malin is right. It will be better for all in the long run if we get them ringed.”


  Anya didn’t want to hear that. The very thought made her shiver.


  “Say the word if you want all this to stop?”


  “I understand, Ms de Raveneaux. I would like to continue.”


  “you are amazing and I love you so much!”


  Luna kissed Anya. It wasn’t a long kiss, but it wasn’t a short one either, but it was gentle and tender. Luna’s hand continued to caress and squeeze Anya’s breast. Then Luna sat back and the hand was gone.


  “Pour my coffee. I hadn’t expected to have to wait quite this long. I should have had Mopsy bring it earlier.”


  “I’m sorry, Ms de Raveneaux.”


  Anya’s hand wasn’t quite steady as she lifted the cafetiere and poured the coffee into the cup. She wanted everything to be perfect, didn’t want to ruin things by doing something clumsy or stupid.


  “Having you serve me in that uniform is just divine. We will be doing more of this in the future. Have you been given a maid name, yet?”


  “Not yet, Ms de Raveneaux.”


  “Don’t go anywhere. I shall need you in a while, but stand out of the way, you’re blocking the TV.”


  Standing straight, Anya moved to one side of the sofa, feet together, hands clasped behind her back, the way Ella had taught her. She watched Luna tuck into her lunch while her stomach rumbled. She hadn’t been allowed to eat since breakfast. She was left standing there for a considerable time, ignored. Even after Luna had finished eating, she took her time finishing her coffee. It was really hurting Anya’s feet to stand in the extreme boots so long without moving.


  The television turned off. With a snap of her fingers, Luna suddenly returned her attention to Anya.


  “I’ll have some of that fantastic rum, now.”


  “Yes, Ms de Raveneaux.”


  Anya tottered across to the drinks cabinet, flashing her bum crack with every step. They had both been partaking of the liquor since they had arrived and the bottle was very low. Luna held out her hand for the glass as Anya returned, then clicked her fingers again, pointing to the floor by her feet.


  “Kneel.”


  Anya obeyed.


  “Your maid name will be Fluffy. I think that is suitably frivolous for an airhead servant who thinks with her cunt instead of her noggin, don’t you?”


  “Yes, Ms de Raveneaux.” Anya was shocked, she had never heard Luna use that word before.


  Luna took a long sip of the rum and held it in her mouth for some time before swallowing. Then she leaned forward and put the glass to Fluffy’s lips.


  “Wash that slutty mouth out with some alcohol.”


  She tipped a significant amount into Fluffy’s mouth. It burned the maid’s tender, overworked tongue, it stung her bruised lips.


  “Slosh it around, make sure it gets everywhere. How many cunts has that been in today, hmm?”


  Fluffy obeyed, eventually swallowing, feeling the burn in her throat as well.


  “I don’t know, Ms de Raveneaux.”


  “Too many to count?”


  “Yes, Ms de Raveneaux.” Fluffy felt her face flaming again with shame.


  Luna laughed, sitting right back on the sofa.


  “Take my boots off, Fluffy, there’s a darling!”


  Luna straightened a knee, holding her foot up. Fluffy ran her hands over the expensive leather, finding the zip. She gently grabbed the foot and eased the boot off. She stood it to one side. Luna lifted the second boot up. Fluffy was conscious that Luna was watching her closely as she sipped on her drink. The maid could sense the sexual tension, feel her own sex getting warm. It was thrilling to be serving Luna like this.


  As the boot came off, Fluffy leaned forward and kissed Luna’s toes, then the crown of her bare foot. It smelt and tasted of leather. Luna giggled. Pressing her back against the backrest of the sofa and planting her feet flat on the floor, she lifted her bottom off the seat.


  “Take my pants off.”


  They closed with a zip on the hip. Fluffy eased them down to Luna’s knees, who then sat back down. Taylor-made for Dominique, who had a slightly fuller figure, they slid easily. The maid dropped them to Luna’s ankles and lifted each foot out of them. She carefully folded them, loving the feel of the soft, top quality hide on her fingertips. She put them on the sofa.


  Luna lifted herself again, eyes expectant, but didn’t speak. Fluffy pulled down her brief leather panties. Once removed, Fluffy put the crotch to her face, drawing in her breath, the scent of Luna’s arousal. She placed the panties on top of the pants.


  Luna slid down the sofa so that her bottom was perched on the edge, spreading her legs wide. Their eyes met again. The intensity in Luna’s gaze was electrifying. From on the sofa just beside her, she picked up a short, narrow length of plastic and handed it to Fluffy. It was a mini-vibrator with a rollerball at the tip.


  “I want you to pleasure me using your mouth and the wand. Don’t rush, I want it to be long and luxurious. I’ll tell you when I want to cum.”


  “Yes, Ms de Raveneaux.”


  Fluffy shifted her position to right between Luna’s legs, the crackling and slithering of her latex uniform a sensual and erotic background noise. She dipped her head, putting her lips to Luna’s sex, pushing her tongue between the labia. Luna was steaming inside. Her hips squirmed gently at the touch. The familiarity of Luna’s pussy, the smell and the taste, was wonderful after the succession of the unfamiliar she had experienced earlier. This was the special one.


  Switching the vibrator on, she ran the rollerball up and down the labia, teasing to push inside but not actually doing so. Then she spread the lips wide with her fingers, revealing the pinkness within, slick and shiny. Her tongue and lips were so sore, but Fluffy buried them once more into the warm, hungry wetness, roving but avoiding the clitoris for now. For several minutes she interchanged her mouth and the vibrator, pushing the wand up inside Luna at one point, gently fucking her with it. She searched for and found the G-spot, pressing the oscillating tip on to it.


  Luna was gasping, sighing, writhing, her pussy spasming with increasing frequency and strength. Then Fluffy used her mouth once more, now regularly touching the clit, teasing it. Luna’s hands wrapped around the heavy rubber enveloping Fluffy’s head, fingers dragging across the latex, making it squeak, occasionally forcing the maid’s mouth harder into her sex. As the intensity of Fluffy’s attentions grew, so the level of Luna’s response increased with it.


  Fluffy was amazed how long Luna managed to hold back, she was trying every trick she knew to give Luna the best experience she could, she had her lover squirming and moaning, shuddering, but more minutes passed. Fluffy’s tongue had worked so hard, it ached abominably, but she didn’t relent, remained diligent, but she was relieved when Luna finally spoke.


  “Finish me!” The voice was husky.


  Taking Luna’s clit hood in her teeth, she tugged it away from the actual clit, at the same time pressing the tip of the vibrator right onto the nub with increasing force, swirling it around. She felt Luna’s climax grip her, rising, her pussy twitching, convulsing. Luna howled, locking her thighs against Fluffy’s ears. She began to thrash. The orgasm lasted a long time. Fluffy kept going until Luna slumped back in the seat, panting.


  Fluffy switched the vibrator off, but kept her mouth on the open sex, gently licking up the wetness, cleaning up the mess.


  “Oh! Thank you! I love you!” Luna whispered eventually, her dominant persona slipping for a moment, a glimpse of the familiar Luna. It was gone as soon as it had appeared.


  “Dress me again.”


  The silence only broken by the snap and rustle of Fluffy’s latex and the slithering of Luna’s leather, the maid replaced Luna’s panties, pants and boots, running her hands over the hide, loving the texture and the scent.


  For a moment, Luna cupped Fluffy’s cheek, then stroked it with the back of her fingers. Their eyes met once more.


  “Dismissed!”


  Fluffy struggled to get to her feet elegantly, but Luna didn’t comment on it. She picked up the tray and its remaining contents and made her way back to the lift, feeling Luna’s eyes on her with every step. She swung her hips, feeling the skirts swirl, feeling the air on her bottom every time it was exposed.




  DAY SEVEN


  


  Luna


  The sound of the vacuum pump was very loud. Luna watched as Anya’s hogtied shape began to become distinct inside the latex sack as the air was drawn out of it. Until this morning, Luna hadn’t even known that such a thing as a vacuum sack even existed. There was a lot of stuff in Dominique’s old bedroom/playroom that Luna hadn’t known the purpose of, or if she could guess, didn’t know how to use.


  This morning, she was being attended to by Mopsy. Understandably, after yesterday’s ordeal, Flopsy wasn’t immediately available. Luna had quizzed the maid and the explanation of the vacuum sack had quickly caught her attention, as had a couple of other items. Luna felt a little chastened at her ignorance and naivete. She had so much to learn about this new world she was embracing. She was trying to project herself as a self-assured figure of authority, someone worthy of being the new Mistress of Heron’s Lap, someone the people here could respect.


  The esteem in which Dominique had been held here was palpable wherever Luna went. She had been revered to the last. They were very big boots to fill and Luna was feeling the weight of it a little. It was a tiny bit embarrassing and discomforting to continually appear so clueless, to be so dependent on the knowledge of the servants. But she had to be realistic, and everyone had been understanding and genuinely supportive. She was going to need time and she must not judge herself too harshly.


  As the loose folds of latex were drawn ever tighter, as the sack shrunk around Anya, it was really dramatic to watch. It was also incredibly erotic, too. What a wonderful idea! What must it feel like for Anya trapped inside the sack? This was just fantastic!


  The stringent hogtie Anya had been placed in ensured that she could barely move at all anyway, and as the rubber closed around her, even that little mobility was being removed. There was just the slight and localized flexing of the latex as she tried to roll her shoulders, crook her arms, shift her hips and thighs. The only blip in the glossy, mirror-polished material that was quivering like a beaten drumskin, was the breathing tube that projected from her mouth through the airhole in the sack, taped to it to retain the airtight seal.


  And then there was no evidence of the sack at all, just this anonymous figure coated in a skin of latex, like a statue or a work of art. Every minute detail underneath was visible – the head cage, the anal hook, more toys Luna had been tempted to use – every nook and cranny was discernible. Anya looked more Alien than human, she looked amazing. Luna ran her hand over her lover, feeling the warmth, the tension in the enveloped body as it instinctively pushed and squirmed, accommodating to its new, intimate prison.


  Mopsy switched the vacuum pump off, closing the valve to stop any air being able to re-enter the sack. This was how Luna was going to deliver Anya as a gift to Malin for the morning. The final touch was the big latex bow she stuck on the top of Anya’s head. She clapped her hands in delight.


  “Wonderful, Mopsy! Thank you for your help!”


  Luna had gone easy on Anya last night. It had been a tough and intense day for her, not to mention a long one – she had been serving as a maid until ten o’clock. Conscious that Anya had needed rest, she had allowed her to sleep naked and unfettered despite a burning desire to keep her in rubber, corseted and restrained. It had been the right thing to do. Anya had already given more than Luna could ever have believed or dreamed possible and she deserved it. She had left Anya locked in the chastity belt, though.


  Anyway, Anya had been so tired she was out virtually as soon as her head hit the pillow. It had been nice to spend the night in each other’s arms like they used to, but Luna would have liked some more sexy fun at bedtime. Luna’s libido was on turbo power at the moment. Though she had exposed Anya to multiple sexual partners already, Luna hadn’t done so herself yet. She got a real kick out of watching Anya with others and didn’t regard it as infidelity (she had encouraged Anya to do it, after all) but when it came to herself, she still felt uneasy. If Flopsy had been available, Luna might have brought her into the bed with them, but after the day’s events she wasn’t.


  Last night, Luna had experienced very vivid, very erotic dreams again. They hadn’t disappeared just because Heron’s Lap was bringing them to reality. She awoke raging horny. When Anya had awoken too, she was sent down the bed to bring Luna off with her mouth. That climax had been pleasant and relaxing, but it wasn’t long before Luna had been ready to go again, and she wanted something more rigorous this time. That’s when she had started looking through the contents of Dominique’s play area for ideas.


  And while Mopsy was giving Anya her morning enema, Luna had visited the little room on the ground floor of the tower, opposite the lift, where Nutmeg’s costumes were stored. The rubber outfits that Anya had been wearing were coming from here. Dominique’s former pet and Anya shared a similar stature and the clothes fitted quite well, though the footwear was unfortunately too big. Luna hadn’t been there before, It had been Flopsy who had been producing the outfits, suggesting things to Luna.


  It had been Flopsy’s idea to introduce the helmets, and Luna had been thrilled with that, seeing Anya literally wrapped head to toe in latex was so sexy. Anya would be wearing more of them, despite her complaints.


  So after breakfast, Anya had found herself on one of the benches in the play area of the bedroom in a severe hogtie. She was wearing the most stunning catsuit and matching helmet in a vivid, iridescent silver with a black marble effect pattern. Luna had never seen anything like it and it had immediately caught her eye. It looked sensational on Anya. The zips were on the shoulders and up to the neck so that on both the front and back of the catsuit the pattern remained unbroken, except for a crotch zip from waist to waist.


  From somewhere else, Mopsy had found a pair of calf-high black ballet boots in Anya’s size. Luna had asked for some shorter boots as she didn’t want the wonderful colour scheme of the catsuit hidden. Luna had been vaguely aware that such things existed. She was entranced by them. It was another example of the maids exceeding Luna’s limited imagination, taking things to another level.


  Luna had run her hands over the boots in wonder. The curve of the foot, the length of the stiletto were so extreme. They were so hot, Luna couldn’t wait to get Anya laced in them, however she hadn’t even been able to stand up in them unsupported.


  “Is it possible to learn to walk in them unaided?”


  “Oh yes, Ms de Raveneaux, it just takes practice, like everything else. Nutmeg could move very gracefully in ballet boots without any assistance and without ever falling.”


  Luna had explained to Mopsy how she wanted the hogtie to be extreme, for Anya to be shaped like a taut bow. Mopsy had obliged. Legs folded at the knee, thighs strapped to calves, Anya’s arms had been pulled right back behind her, wrists also strapped to the insides of her calves. Curving her spine, the position lifted her thighs and chest off the bench, leaving her breasts nicely presented for handling. It looked extremely uncomfortable, Anya’s shoulders and thighs subject to constant drag. Luna had chosen to skip the corset this time to keep the distinctive latex visible.


  The other toys Luna had discovered had been employed. The concept of the anal hook had blown Luna away, she just had to see it used on Anya. It curved out of her bumhole, buried nice and deep, splitting her buttocks apart, the ring at the end floating above the small of her back.


  Luna had found the head cage on the wall. It had been inside a soft velvet bag with a drawstring closure, hanging from the strings. As she had slipped the bag off, she had been astonished. The skilled workmanship that had gone into the piece was extraordinary. It must have cost many thousands of pounds to make. Mopsy had explained that the cage had been custom-made to fit Nutmeg’s head. They wouldn’t know how well it would fit Anya until they tried it, but she was sure it could be altered to fit her properly.


  Constructed in two halves and hinged at the top, it consisted of dozens of little hollow, hexagonal segments, each half-an-inch across, formed into a rigid mesh the exact shape of a head and face. There was even a round hole at the join of the two parts at the top of the head so that a ponytail or braid of hair could be passed through. It covered the head entirely, curving right under the chin, where a thick, two-inch wide collar was formed when the two halves closed and locked together. The shape of the face had been intricately formed. The brow, cheekbones, nose were all defined, there were even two slight hollows where the eyes would be.


  The latex helmet Anya was wearing had a short tube projecting from the top of the scalp. Through this her blonde hair had been drawn and braided into a thick, strong rope. Mopsy had fitted the rear section of the cage around the back of Anya’s head, slotting the tube and braid into the semi-circle provided. Then she had lowered the front section down so that the cage enveloped Anya’s entire head. There was a clunk as the two halves of the collar locked together, only able to be removed now with the key.


  It was a reasonably good fit, but it needed some subtle alterations to be perfect. There was a slight gap between the mesh and the rubber helmet beneath at the sides of the head, a fraction too wide. It needed to be adjusted to the contours of Anya’s face, a slight gap along the crest of her cheekbones (Nutmeg’s had been a little more prominent) while Anya’s nose was marginally larger, the mesh pressing uncomfortably into it, and there was space under her chin that needed to be taken in.


  These were minor things and wouldn’t be noticed by most people. It was only because Luna had been examining the metalwork critically that she was aware of them. It looked absolutely stunning, especially with the silver and black helmet underneath. Anya’s distraught eyes had peered through the mesh at Luna in shock. The metal was so close she could still open and close her eyes, but her eyelashes dragged against the mesh when she blinked, making the faintest of sounds.


  The less than tight fit under the chin meant that Anya could open her mouth partway and Luna was determined to get the cage altered to fit her perfectly, but the mesh pressed against her lips, indenting them in a wonderfully barbaric way. Luna had run her hands over the whole cage, fingers brushing across Anya’s face. It was truly amazing! What a sight Anya was in the catsuit, head cage and ballet boots!


  But Mopsy wasn’t finished yet. She had produced a chain and the end of Anya’s braided hair was tied to the end link. The other end of the chain was locked through the ring on the anal hook. The maid pulled the chain through the ring until it was taut, and then kept tugging. When she fastened if off, Anya’s head had been yanked back as far as it would go before the collar of the head cage prevented any further backward movement, leaving her head tilted up, eyes looking at the ceiling, while the tension only pulled the anal hook deeper into her bowels. If she wanted to relieve the strain on her neck, it meant increasing the pull on her scalp and bumhole. It was fiendish.


  Anya had been turned into the most erotic of fetish objects, curved around into a semi-circle, only able to move the tiniest amount. Luna had been so excited, so turned-on.


  Luna had fallen in love with Dominique’s spring-loaded strap-on double dildo. It allowed her to fuck Anya and get fucked herself while she did it. Stripping off her dressing gown (so quickly she had lost any self-consciousness at being naked in the presence of a maid) she had climbed into the strap-on, eased the smaller dildo into herself and buckled the ensemble in place.


  While she had been doing that, Mopsy had been warming Anya up, opening the crotch zip on the catsuit the rest of the way around, fingertips caressing the bound woman’s exposed genitals, easing them apart. She had blown on the revealed insides before her fingers explored the pink flesh, occasionally brushing the clitoris, gently fucking Anya with two fingers pressed together. Anya was squirming and panting, whimpering. Then the maid stepped back to allow Luna in between Anya’s split-apart thighs.


  Luna saw Anya’s arousal glistening, seeping out from between her labia. Gripping Anya’s rubber-clad thighs, she spread them further apart so she could get tight into her groin, the large strap-on pressing against Anya’s sex. She moved her hips, sliding the faux cock up and down, teasing, but Luna was too excited to play around for long. Spreading the labia apart, she pushed the dildo into Anya, easing it in, Feeling Anya stretch to accommodate its girth.


  Anya’s deep, guttural moan was accompanied by her writhing, fighting against her restraints. Luna kept going until the dong was fully embedded inside her lover. She sighed in pleasure, hands rubbing Anya’s thighs before sliding up onto Anya’s bottom, caressing the sleek latex, kneading the buttocks. She spanked each cheek three times, hard. She tweaked the anal hook, pushing it further in and then tugging it back so that the ball at the end stretched the sphincter, causing Anya to gasp and moan.


  Luna was looking at the back of Anya’s head, the latex helmet gleaming underneath the metal mesh of the cage. She tugged on the chain. Then she began to fuck Anya with long, firm strokes, bringing the dildo out until only the glans was left inside, then thrusting it back in to the hilt, feeling Anya’s warm body flexing and shuddering even as she still fought her restraints.


  But Luna was finding it difficult to control her own needs. The speed and force of the thrusts was gradually increasing as she felt the second dildo buried inside her own sex pumping her exponentially harder. She groaned, her own hips squirming, until she was fucking Anya hard and fast.


  She pressed her finger onto Anya’s clit, toggling it, as she continued to drive the dildo in. In no time Anya was cumming, screeching, jerking – it felt like she was having a fit, juddering, climaxing so powerfully. Luna continued, determined to get her lover cumming a second time in succession, while becoming increasingly needful of her own release.


  Having Anya like this, dressed like this, it was Luna’s fantasies brought to life. It was so real, no longer just in her dreams, but it was even better than her imagination had been!


  She took hold of Anya’s waist, gripping hard, using it to increase her purchase, to thrust the dildo in with even greater urgency. She found herself humming with pleasure even though she was becoming breathless. Finally, the desperate need that had gripped her since last night was being sated and it was glorious, it was heaven. She felt her orgasm starting to build. She kept pumping.


  She yelled as she came. At the same time, she grinded her thumb onto Anya’s clit, forcing her to cum simultaneously. Both of them had thrashed, convulsing frenetically, reaching such a peak of joy, of unadulterated release. It continued on, she thought the ecstasy would never end.


  Breathless, Luna had finally come to a stop, leaving herself fully inserted in Anya, resting her arms on Anya’s buttocks. The tension had gone out of Anya’s body, she was slumped in her bonds, still held in the strenuous hogtie. For a moment, Luna wondered if Anya had passed out, but then she saw the caged head move, the taut chain between her hair and the anal hook shifting back and forth as the battle renewed between relieving her neck and the discomfort on her scalp and in her bumhole.


  Luna felt so calm, so fulfilled. She couldn’t remember ever feeling happier than this moment. Eventually she pulled out of Anya and turned around. Mopsy was standing to one side, her face flushed with arousal. Luna loved the idea of the maids locked in their chastity belts, unable to get any satisfaction for themselves, not even the slightest rub, until they were released. She was becoming so cruel. She had snapped her fingers, standing in front of the maid, still naked except for the strap-on. She pointed at the floor in front of her.


  “Clean me up with your mouth, Mopsy.”


  “Yes, Ms de Raveneaux.”


  The maid immediately obeyed, opening wide to fit the fat dildo between her jaws, sucking and licking up Anya’s thick pussy juice. Several times she took the strap-on in right down to the root, deep-throating it. She did it effortlessly. Luna had never seen anything like it, she was very impressed. She unbuckled the harness and eased the second dildo out of her own sex, stepping away from the maid while Mopsy still had the large dildo lodged in her jaws.


  “Clean up the other one, too.”


  As Luna made her way around to the front of Anya, Mopsy swapped over the dildos, accommodating the smaller one much more easily into her mouth. Anya’s puppy eyes pleaded for release through the metal of the head cage. Luna smiled, enjoying Anya’s distress, the look of reproach on Anya’s face. The fact that Anya could just demand to be released and Luna would promptly do so, but knowing she wouldn’t, it absolutely thrilled Luna. She was filled with awe at Anya’s submission, even as she struggled to fully understand it. But it just fuelled her dominant desires. She was drunk on the power, this new-found need to be cruel.


  She cupped Anya’s cheeks, feeling the cold metal of the mesh in her palms. Then she lowered her hands, taking a latex covered breast in each, gently squeezing and stroking, all the while keeping eye contact with her lover, conveying the passion she was feeling. Anya’s expression went a little hazy as Luna stirred her arousal again, she was still drunk on the two powerful climaxes Luna had forced out of her.


  “Is it possible to keep the head cage on when we seal her in the vacuum sack?”


  With the slithering and rustling of her skirts announcing her movement, Mopsy came alongside Luna, the strap-on now discarded.


  “Yes, Ms de Raveneaux. The mouth section of the cage is removable.”


  The maid’s dainty fingertips slipped into the holes in the mesh directly over Anya’s lips. With a practiced ease, a slight twist and a click, the metal pressing against Anya’s mouth came away, her lips instantly springing out proud of the cage.


  “We need a breathing tube.”


  While Mopsy went to retrieve one, Luna’s fingers slowly explored the mesh of the cage over Anya’s face. This thing was awesome. Once it was modified to fit Anya properly, she was going to be wearing this a lot. Luna bent over and kissed Anya full on the lips. Anya eagerly responded to the limits the restriction of the cage permitted.


  The breathing tube had a flange that fitted across the front of Anya’s teeth and the insides of her cheeks. There were three little tabs projecting inward for her to bite on and hold it in place. It took some manoeuvring to fit because Anya could only open her mouth a limited amount. Once it was in, all that was visible was the black tube projecting out from between her lips.


  “The hole in the centre of the mouth is actually slightly larger than the rest of the mesh to allow such a tube to fit through, it allows for use of a gag as well, if desired,” Mopsy explained.


  The mouthpiece of the mesh was eased onto the breathing tube, then slid right down until it was able to slot into place again right over Anya’s mouth. It clicked as it locked back into position. The flange and the slight pursing of the lips that the breathing tube caused made the mesh an even tighter fit now. The little bars sinking deeply into Anya’s enforced pout.


  “Wonderful!” Luna exclaimed, clapping her hands in delight once more.


  “If I may suggest one more thing, Ms de Raveneaux, before we seal the sack.”


  “Of course.”


  Mopsy had then fitted a spreader bar between Anya’s knees, adjusting it so that Anya’s thighs were held wide apart. This removed the final bit of movement that Anya had still been capable of.


  “Lovely! Perfect! Let’s seal her in the sack!” Luna had been so excited.


  ~~~~~


  Anya was left in her shrink-wrapping for some time, ignored. Luna showered and dressed. She called Ella to enquire how she could deliver the hogtied Anya to Malin at the stables. Ella said she had just the thing.


  Luna studied herself in the mirror. Mopsy had dressed her hair into a ponytail with a leather ribbon tied into a bow. It was perfectly acceptable, but the maid didn’t quite have the flair of Flopsy. Luna was feeling particularly feminine today. She had put on a dress of deep, rich green leather with full-length sleeves and a high neck. The skirt finished just above her knees. Beneath, a pair of knee-high black boots with a shiny patent finish.


  The four-and-a-half inch heels were higher than she was used to but she wanted to learn to walk in them competently and needed the practice. The extra elevation made her feel tall, dominant and confident. The outfit was finished off with a wide, patent black belt that drew her waist in attractively.


  Her fantasy of wearing leather had now been realized, as well, and it felt so good and looked sensational. It felt so right, so comfortable, like she was supposed to wear it. As she ran her hands over the dress she experienced a shiver of delight, a joyous rush. She was pleased with what she saw, a sophisticated, well-dressed woman, assured, one who feasibly could be the Mistress of Heron’s Lap. After tomorrow, she could live each day like this, just the way she wanted. It was just unbelievable this had happened to her!


  Today a team of costumiers were arriving to finalize their outfits for the funeral tomorrow. While they were here, Luna was going to get several items of Dominique’s old leatherwear tailored to fit her properly, including the catsuit that she adored. That was one of the reasons she wanted Anya out of the way for a while. Anya’s fitting would be later in the afternoon, once she was back from the stable.


  Luna sauntered back over to the sleek and shiny hogtied figure. Anya gleamed like wet tar, the lights and objects in the bedroom reflected in the endless depths of the polished rubber. Every little hexagonal segment of the head cage was defined through the latex. Luna could be looking at an alien, so exotic, so erotic. She dragged the back of her fingers across Anya’s shoulder. There was something so magical, ethereal about latex.


  Anya jumped at the touch, the first she had received in three-quarters of an hour. Her head wavered a fraction, just the tiny amount she was able to move it. A moan made its way up the breathing tube. Her back flexed as she fought her restraints for a few seconds. Luna wiggled the tube, teasing her, then stroked the rubber-encased head cage, the unique feel of the metal mesh now that it was covered.


  She fondled Anya’s breasts, feeling the rock-hard nipples even through the two layers of rubber. Anya’s breathing was quite fast, her chest rising and falling, flashing light off the mirrored surface. The breathing tube whistled gently with each breath. Luna continued to stroke Anya as she made her way around her. She pressed the heel of her hand against Anya’s sex, rubbing. More noises came out of the gag as the anonymous figure squirmed and shuddered.


  Wow! What a sight she was, what an experience she must be having. Luna pressed her thumb hard against Anya’s groove, running it up and down. The sleek and shiny hogtied form writhed.


  Hearing the lift doors opening, Luna reluctantly drew her hand away and turned her attention to the women entering the room. Ella was followed by both of the maids, who were pushing a trolley that resembled those used in hotels to transport luggage. Ella was back in her regular uniform after her day as a maid, her extraordinary bust presented for viewing. Even now, there were still faint lines visible from Use’s switch two nights ago.


  Transporting packaged women appeared to be something they were all familiar with. In no time, a harness had been strapped around Anya’s figure and the three of them lifted her and hung her from the overhead rail on the trolley. She swung quite dramatically initially, but Ella’s hand on the gleaming buttocks stilled her. The trolley was pushed back to the lift.


  “Would you like to see her off?” Ella asked.


  There wasn’t enough room in the lift for everyone. The two maids were ordered to take the stairs.


  The jaw-dropping surprises of Heron’s Lap never ended. Luna had been expecting a cart to be outside to take Anya to the stable, what she found was a transparent plastic bubble. She was incredulous that anyone would build such a thing. It was visually spectacular, extravagant in the extreme. It was nuts…


  It needed the assistance of the groom as well as the three other women to get Anya inside the bubble through a hatch in the side. Her harnessed body was suspended from a ring hanging down from the top. Peering through the Perspex, Luna watched Anya swinging gently as the others withdrew and the hatch was secured.


  There was a broad band vertically around the circumference of the bubble, made of metal, facing front to rear. The ball was actually mounted inside this, static. It was the band that turned, effectively a huge wheel. Three ponygirls were attached to the wheel. There was a body-hugging seat – it looked like it would have originally come out of a car – on the front of the bubble. It was to one side and where the groom sat. It even had a seat belt like a racing driver would have. She controlled the ponygirls with reins and whip in the conventional manner.


  The ponies were brought straight up to a trot and the contraption moved off. The wheel turned and Anya began to swing about quite violently in all directions, her lustrous latex covering flashing crazily – she looked like some strange, giant alien insect trying to escape, but there was actually a real woman inside! It was mad…


  “Ideally, the incumbent can see out and see everyone else looking in, but I thought it would be a wonderful way for her to arrive at the stable. The bubble was a bit of a vanity project by The Mistress, we don’t have opportunity to use it often, Ms de Raveneaux. I thought this was as good a time as any.”


  “Yes, a good choice, Ella. Thank you.”


  “It’s perfectly safe. The worst that can happen is that she brushes the sides of the bubble occasionally. It’s no more than a glorified fairground ride, really. I’ve been in it myself, it’s quite a thrill.


  Luna wasn’t so sure that Anya would experience it that way.


  As the groom steered the ponies off the cobblestones and on to the path to the stable, the turn swung Anya sharply and her thigh glanced against the transparent plastic, then she lurched wildly back in the opposite direction. Inside the blindness of the vacuum sack, Anya must have been terrified. Luna stayed to watch the bubble until it disappeared amongst the trees. She could still see the shiny figure swaying unremittingly. Could any sight be more bizarre!


  Luna returned to the tower bedroom, taking both Mopsy and Flopsy with her. This was despite a message delivered by Ella that the costumiers were at the main gate and expected to be at the house imminently.


  She had the two maids bend over, hands resting on the mattress at the bottom of the bed, feet wide apart. Their skirts fell forward, revealing their legs clad in the skintight, glossy, thigh-high latex boots and their bare bottoms. Those backsides looked very different. Mopsy’s was pale and clean, while Flopsy’s – after her heavy punishment yesterday – was an untidy splurge of all kinds of colours, the lines of the cane blurred into a mass of welts, black and blue, deep red and purple.


  Using the key she had for Anya’s chastity belt, she unlocked Mopsy’s, relieved that it actually worked. She had assumed the key would work for all of them, she would have appeared a little foolish if it hadn’t. She removed the crotch band entirely. She could immediately smell the maid’s arousal. She cupped Mopsy’s buttocks in her hands and caressed them, loving the feel of the tight, toned muscles.


  Then she leaned over the maid, her hips pressing against the servant’s bottom. She slid her hands under the apron to grasp Mopsy’s breasts. The maid murmured and squirmed. Both the maids were big-breasted, it was just that compared to Ella they were smaller, but side-on, when they were standing, they tented the apron and were clearly visible. Their nipples were pierced with bars that had little balls on each end and were always outlined against the white rubber.


  Luna played with Mopsy’s breasts, tugged and twisted the bars, but gently, to give pleasure. She rubbed her crotch against the maid’s bum.


  “When was the last time you were allowed to cum, Mopsy?”


  “I can’t remember exactly, Ms de Raveneaux. More than a week ago.”


  Luna was shocked. She hadn’t expected that. It seemed excessively cruel. What was the incentive for the maids to stay if they couldn’t get sexual satisfaction?


  “Well, I was very pleased with your diligence and proactive attitude this morning and I think you deserve a reward.”


  She was enjoying handling the breasts, so warm, full and weighty and Mopsy’s nipples were so sensitive, but she didn’t have time on her hands and reluctantly withdrew to pick up the Magic Wand she had left on the bed. She had wanted something crude and quick to bring the maids off and the Hitachi seemed the most appropriate, the sledgehammer of vibrators, though at the time she hadn’t realized how long Mopsy had been without an orgasm – she was sure to be on a hair trigger by now.


  Taking a step back, she switched the vibrator onto its second speed. She briefly teased Mopsy, using the bulb on the top of her thighs and across the bottom of her buttocks, then on to her hairless mound, before actually putting it against her sex. As soon as it touched her labia, the maid jerked. Her feet might even have left the floor momentarily. A strange noise came out of her mouth.


  “You like that, hmm?”


  “Yes…Ms de…Raveneaux!” Mopsy gasped.


  Luna pressed the bulb more firmly, moving it up and down the groove. Mopsy’s hips gyrated and she murmured. With her free hand, Luna spread the labia open and pressed the vibrator inside. The maid twitched and shuddered, hips becoming even more animated. There were clicking sounds and Luna realized Mopsy had intimate piercings that were touching the bulb. She didn’t need to do anything but hold the wand in place. The maid was spasming, gasping, writhing.


  When she judged the moment right, Luna switched the wand onto full power. It only took a few seconds for Mopsy to climax, squealing, wriggling frantically. To her credit, the maid controlled herself quite well. Luna held the bulb in place until Mopsy became still, then she switched the vibrator off and stepped back. The maid was still quivering and whimpering.


  “Thank you, Ms de Raveneaux,” she said eventually, her voice breathless.


  Luna turned her attention to Flopsy. The recently punished maid gasped as Luna cupped her buttocks, unable to avoid flinching. She whimpered as well, though from discomfort, not pleasure. Luna couldn’t resist gently massaging the welted bottom, it quivered delightfully, so sore.


  “Did you learn your lesson yesterday, Flopsy?”


  “Yes, Ms de Raveneaux.”


  “Despite that, you have served me conscientiously and avidly this week and you deserve a reward for that, too.”


  “Thank you, Ms de Raveneaux.”


  Luna removed the crotch band of Flopsy’s chastity belt. She leaned over the maid, as she had with Mopsy, grinding her hips against Flopsy’s abraded backside, causing the servant to recoil and squeak in distress, sliding her hands inside the woman’s apron to grab her breasts. They were slightly smaller than Mopsy’s but the nipples were bigger, thrusting forward like mini doorstops and with the same barbell piercings as her colleague. They felt so good in Luna’s hands as she squeezed them. She thrilled at the power of having the two servants at her mercy, at the control, at having their pain and pleasure in her hands.


  Switched back to level two, Luna put the Magic Wand to Flopsy’s sex. The maid’s physical response was instant, squirming and twitching. She was just as aroused as Mopsy.


  “When did you last cum, Flopsy?”


  “Eight days ago, Ms de Raveneaux.”


  Flopsy thrust her hips back to strengthen the feel of the bulb. Luna spread the labia apart to get the bulb against the sensitive inner-flesh. Flopsy was immediately writhing and spasming, unable to control herself as well as Mopsy. More tapping against the bulb revealed that Flopsy was multiply pierced in her sex, too. Luna teased the maid, lowering the vibrator several times so that it no longer contacted her clit, but then she pressed it firmly against the nub and switched it to full power, holding it in place until the woman orgasmed.


  The maid climaxed virtually silently, though she thrashed about wildly and Luna had to hold her down. Luna switched off the wand and threw it on the bed. Flopsy was panting, the short, quick breaths forced on her by the restriction of her corset.


  “Thankyou…Ms de Raveneaux.”


  “You are welcome. High levels of performance will be rewarded. Low levels of performance will be punished. That is how I will run things. I will be fair with you, but I expect dedication and dutifulness at all times in return. I don’t respond well to being played or manipulated. I want you to be genuine in all your dealings with me, understand!”


  “Yes, Ms de Raveneaux,” the two maids responded in unison.


  Luna spanked each maid in turn, each buttock, hard enough that her hand hurt. Both backsides waggled delightfully, wet labia glistening. She wished she had more time to play with them.


  “I’ll give you another ten minutes alone together. You both may cum once more. I’m trusting you to lock yourselves back up and leave the key on the bed. You will both be back on duty by eleven forty five.”


  “Yes, Ms de Raveneaux. Thank you, Ms de Raveneaux.”


  Luna left the maids bent over, bottoms and slick pussies on display, walking over to the lift. As the doors closed, she saw them stand up and embrace each other eagerly.


  


  Anya


  She peered through the metal mesh of the head cage. She was back in the little room at the stable where Malin had transformed her into a ponygirl just a few days ago. She was still in the hogtie. She was hanging vertically, head down, held in place by two chains connected to the harness that had been strapped around her waist and legs. The chains terminated at rings at her bent knees and they met on a single ring fixed in the ceiling, something that left her slowly spinning around one way until the chains tangled, whereupon she spun back in the opposite direction until the same thing happened again, and so it continued.


  Because her head was pulled so far back, she was actually looking directly at the floor. It seemed every part of her was hurting, and with the blood rushing to her head, it was burning underneath the rubber helmet. She just wanted to rip the fucking thing off! Her shoulders, back, neck, thighs, scalp, bumhole, they all ached abominably. The only consolation was that she had finally been removed from the vacuum sack. The breathing tube was still in place, she could hear the enfeebled whistle with every breath she took.


  She felt woozy. She was still trembling from the trauma of the journey over here, swinging wildly in all directions, completely blind and disoriented, unsure what was happening. She had nearly pissed herself, quite literally, fighting so hard to avoid the ultimate humiliation. She had felt so utterly helpless, jerking violently around with no way to arrest the movement. Complete powerlessness.


  Then, when it had stopped, hands. So many hands, feeling her up, stroking her, squeezing her tits and arse, rubbing and pinching her sex through the rubber. Despite everything, all the pain, discomfort, fear and distress, she had been so turned-on, writhing like a slut.


  And then she finished up here. She recognized Malin’s voice, exclaiming in wonder. But when the vacuum sack was removed, there was no Malin, just three other grooms who fastened the harness on her and strung her up, removing the spreader bar between her knees. They continued to grope her at every opportunity, examining the head cage in wonder, feeling it with ungloved fingers. Then they were gone and she was alone, rotating back and forth, free of the oppressive sack, but not the equally oppressive head cage.


  She could feel the pressure enclosing her entire head. It was a significant weight, too. It was worst on her nose, where the mesh pressed hard on the bridge and also pinched at the base of her nostrils uncomfortably, not fitting properly. The collar of the cage around her neck was so tight it created a choking sensation. It wasn’t real, she could still breathe unrestricted, the effect was psychological, exacerbating the sense of enclosure.


  Her neck ached so much it was a constant temptation to pull her head forward to gain a momentary relief, but doing so only caused her scalp to throb instead as her hair was pulled. And the tug on the anal hook would increase, pinching her sphincter, pressing the bulb harder into her bowel wall. She couldn’t hold it for long before she had to let her head tip back as far as the collar would allow.


  At first, she had found the vacuum sack exciting and erotic, the sensation of the rubber closing around her as the air was sucked out, the feel as it tightened, the completeness of the enclosure, the ability to wriggle ever so slightly that remained even when the suction had stopped. It had been both a physical, tactile experience and a psychological wonderment. But she had been inside so long, hurting, sweating, the novelty had worn off and she was pleased to be free of it.


  Swinging back and forth, she dangled and waited. She was hanging quite high above the floor, her head at least two and a half feet above it. Periodically, she fought her bondage, trying in vain to find a slightly different position that wasn’t so uncomfortable. Finally, the door opened and closed. She couldn’t see much except the floor, but as she gently turned she glimpsed a pair of feet wearing regular, low-heeled riding boots.


  “Love the head cage, Anya! If you knew how sexy you looked!” It was Malin’s voice.


  In actuality, Anya had a pretty good idea what an erotic spectacle she must be presenting.


  “And the catsuit is gorgeous! You are a vision, a treasure!”


  Malin’s hands explored Anya’s body, paying special attention to her breasts. Fingers and thumbs squeezed and rolled her nipples. Anya groaned.


  “Like that, don’t you. They’re so hard! I can’t wait until you have some sturdy rings through them so we can control you like a real ponygirl. They’re just made for some heavy metal!”


  Anya shivered at the thought. She was so horny, she needed to cum badly – and this after two sensational orgasms already that morning. Her sex drive had become unappeasable, and it had happened in just a few days. It was uncanny. The groom’s gloved fingers moved on to the head cage, noisily dragging over the metal, seemingly exploring every inch of it.


  “Wonderful!” The Swede murmured.


  Then she was spreading Anya’s knees wider, inserting her shoulders in between them, feeling up her buttocks, gently stroking and squeezing, before a hand slipped right between Anya’s legs, pressing on her sex. Anya twitched helplessly, moaning through the breathing tube as she was rubbed firmly. Malin giggled, then slowly drew open the crotch zip of the catsuit to expose Anya’s burning, damp labia. The petals sprung free.


  “Dripping wet! Such a submissive slut! Bondage and latex really are your thing, aren’t they!”


  It wasn’t a question. Anyway, Anya didn’t feel shame when it was Malin talking to her like that.


  She jerked, snorting, as her lips were spread apart and something was pushed into her, catching her by surprise. She quivered and shuddered, humming with pleasure. It took a few moments, but she recognized the device now inside her. She was very familiar with it. She had one of her own, still lying packed up with most of her other stuff back at the house. It was a rabbit vibrator. She was so accustomed to the feel of it, the curve, the tip pressing right against her G-spot, while the smaller rabbit eared branch surrounded and lifted her clitoris. She squirmed, thrilled at the prospect of it being switched on, wiggling her arse.


  Malin laughed. “Like that, too, don’t you! You know that’s going to send you to heaven, baby!”


  For a few moments the rabbit was left unattended, the handle sticking up vertically from between Anya’s legs. Malin was gone from behind her and Anya wasn’t sure what was happening. Then the Swede appeared in front of her, pulling off her riding boots and discarding them. Her jodhpurs soon followed and Anya was looking at Malin’s bare feet and lower legs, the toenails immaculately painted a vivid red. Hands on her thighs stopped Anya’s gentle spinning.


  “Here we go!”


  Malin turned the rabbit on, slowly increasing the setting to about mid-power. Anya’s squeal was largely muffled by the breathing tube, but her hips began to gyrate and twist, twitching uncontrollably. She howled, fighting against her restraints, overwhelmed by the sensations that she needed so badly, trying to move as much as possible to increase the stimulation. Malin laughed loudly.


  What happened next, Anya wasn’t expecting. Malin pulled the suspended woman close against her body and put her thighs behind the head cage either side of Anya. She used that position to lever Anya’s head forward so that she was no longer looking straight down at the floor but was held at an angle closer to the natural position it should occupy if it were not under the restriction of the chain and anal hook. The pull on Anya’s scalp and bumhole was agonizing. She howled again, but from pain this time.


  Through the mesh of the cage, she watched Malin mount herself onto the protruding breathing tube. The labia slid down the pipe until the groom’s sex lips were pressed against the cage itself, the grommets in her piercings clicking as metal met metal. Anya could feel the labia against her own mouth through the mesh, the extra pressure on her nose. The ferocious tug on her scalp and sphincter was unrelenting, but there was nothing she could do about it. Malin even yanked Anya’s braid playfully to make the situation momentarily even worse.


  Anya squealed, trying to curve her back as much as possible to lessen the tension, while Malin began to fuck herself on the tube, slamming her crotch against the head cage. Nearly all Anya’s light was blocked, she could feel the body heat of the Swede, smell her arousal. And then Malin turned up the power on the rabbit and despite the intensity of everything that was happening to her, Anya’s overriding emotion was fantastic, extraordinary pleasure consuming her, of unrestrained lust and the desperate need for another orgasm.


  She was having to breath exclusively through her nose now and it wasn’t enough. She took ever deeper breaths, synchronizing them as the groom drew back ready to thrust again. Then the first taste of Malin’s arousal entered her mouth through the breathing tube, steadily increasing. Anya’s head was being pummelled as Malin’s hips pumped and squirmed, slammed against the cage with such vehemence and urgency. And all the while, the unrelenting power of the rabbit brought Anya higher and higher.


  Her climax hit her like a Shinkansen bullet train. She fought and thrashed, utterly consumed with ecstasy. She couldn’t believe it was possible to feel so much all in one moment, to feel so alive, like she had achieved another level of consciousness. Eventually it seeped away and she became still, feeling so light-headed, needing more air, and the moment she did, Malin – instead of switching the rabbit off – turned it on to full power and Anya found her body spasming and writhing, responding, out of her control. She howled once more.


  It was not over, Malin had yet to cum. The Swede was grinding and wriggling with such fervour that Anya was glad of the protection the cage was providing. The groom was rubbing herself off against the mesh, waggling the breathing tube violently, her distinctive taste filling Anya’s mouth, forcing her to swallow it. Suddenly, Malin grabbed hold of Anya, her legs raised off the ground to wrap around Anya’s hogtied body. The two of them lurched dramatically, swaying wildly, both now hanging from the ceiling chain.


  It was acutely painful every which way, utterly terrifying to be swinging out of control again. Malin climaxed, bellowing – a completely uncharacteristic sound – shuddering, holding Anya so tightly it hurt even more. And at that moment, Anya experienced her second orgasm within two minutes, euphoria flooding through her mind and body as the rabbit oscillated powerfully on her G-spot and clitoris simultaneously and unrelentingly. She juddered, fighting Malin’s hold on her, fighting her restraints, losing awareness of everything but the pleasure enthralling her.


  When she became receptive again, it was the pain and not the pleasure that was now the dominant force once more. She was hurting absolutely everywhere. She seemed to have been in the hogtie for hours. Malin had climbed off her and she could at least get some air through the breathing tube again, every lungful suffused with the sexual scent of the Swede.


  When next Anya saw Malin, the groom was crouching beside her. She had the key to the head cage in her hand. It was a huge relief to be free of the contraption and it also meant that the chain was removed from Anya’s braid, stopping the pull on her scalp, though the anal hook remained in place. Anya flexed her jaw, ran her tongue over the front of her teeth, finally free of the breathing tube and its flange as well.


  Malin stroked Anya’s rubber-covered face affectionately, then she squeezed Anya’s cheeks, forcing her to open her mouth.


  “Suck it clean.”


  The external pipe of the breathing tube, thick with Malin’s vaginal fluid, was eased between her lips. While her tongue cleaned the outside of the tube, she sucked the remaining pussy juice out from the inside, working diligently, swallowing it down.


  “And clean up the cage, too.”


  The tube was replaced by the front of the cage being pressed to Anya’s lips. It was covered in Malin’s mess around the mouth and nose area. Anya licked it away.


  “Good girl!” Malin stroked Anya’s face again. “Now what shall we do…Do you want another go at being a ponygirl?”


  ~~~~~


  Well, she did. She had thought about it at least once every hour ever since the first time. She fantasized about it constantly and dreamt about it in her sleep. She had been trying to find an excuse and the time to visit Malin alone again ever since they had got back from London, but Luna had kept her on such a tight leash there had been no opportunity.


  And now she had the opportunity, but she was exhausted already, stiff and sore from hours in strenuous bondage. She wanted to lie down and rest, but that hadn’t been an option. It was a yes/no question and she had answered yes.


  Pony ears clipped over her own, she was standing in her pony boots. They were transformative. Once she was wearing them she felt different, immediately falling back into her ponygirl persona of Catmint. They changed her posture, they made her so tall and leggy. Malin was revisiting all the buckles on the harness, tightening some even further. The waistband was cutting into her. The straps at the base of her breasts caused them to thrust forward, ball-shaped. The skin was so tight, the little veins so visible beneath. Her nipples were so hard they were aching.


  “I’m not going easy on you this time, not like last time. If you want to be a ponygirl, you have to learn to deal with the realities. We’ll start training your arms ready for the reverse-prayer position. It’s uncomfortable, but you need to get used to it. And the reins will be run down to your nipples and used to control you.”


  Catmint shuddered at the groom’s words, scared, but she felt the tightening in her sex, the heat growing as her insatiable libido kicked in once more. The four powerful orgasms in the last few hours had dampened it, but it was still alive, simmering away.


  Malin took Catmint’s buttocks fully in her gloved hands, hefting their weight, massaging them. It felt so good, the ponygirl wanted to purr.


  “I’m also going to use the real whip on you, subject you to proper ponygirl discipline. Let’s see if you can handle it, hmm!”


  For a moment, Anya reappeared, ready to protest. But Malin had anticipated that and pressed a finger firmly on Catmint’s lips.


  “No, no, no! Once your hooves are on, you are a ponygirl. Remember, ponies don’t speak. If you do, I shall have to whip you hard! I know what you were going to say, anyway. How will you explain the marks to Luna? Well, I just don’t care. Make up an excuse or tell the truth, up to you! Unless you want me to stop?”


  Catmint thought about it, then shook her head, pouting.


  “Thought so!” Malin squeezed Catmint’s breast. “If you want to play from now on, it’s my rules!”


  Catmint was gripped with panic. What was she doing…? How would she account for the marks to Luna…? Was it time to come clean and reveal her fantasies?


  “Chin up!”


  As the collar was wrapped around her throat, Catmint remembered how harsh it was to wear. The way it enclosed, gripped, held her head rigid, utterly unyielding. It was strong enough for a bear, let alone a human. It drew even tighter as Malin buckled it shut. Catmint heard the clicks of the little padlocks, one for each of the three buckles.


  Then Catmint’s left arm was bent up behind her back, higher than was comfortable. There was a ring on the tip of each mitten that enclosed the ponygirl’s hands. Another padlock connected the ring to the larger ring on the back of the collar. Soon, her right arm was in a similar position, her right hand mitten locked to the same ring. She remembered seeing the little padlocks dangling from the back of the collars of the other ponygirls. She quivered.


  Compulsively, she tugged her arms, which pulled the collar tighter against her throat, confirming that she couldn’t escape the bondage. It was really uncomfortable. Her arms were hurting already, but things were about to get a lot worse. Malin fed a strap between the crooks of her elbows and then drew it tight, pulling her elbows toward each other and down toward the small of her back, hauling her shoulders backward, putting a serious strain on them. It hurt even more, generating an immediate ache that didn’t relent once the Swede had stopped yanking.


  Catmint moaned in pain. She felt the buckle being closed, holding her arms in the agonizing position, forcing her back into a concave curve.


  “That’s as far as they can go for now. It takes months of training, every day, to get the elbows touching.”


  It was instinctive to fight the restraint, but it only made it hurt more and caused her breasts to bounce. The position pushed out her bust prominently and vulnerably. She shivered at the feeling of helplessness.


  “Now you have that nice ponygirl curve, looking so proud! Wouldn’t it be good if we could take your hair to make your tail and give you a lovely mane!” Malin teased, stroking the hair on the side of Catmint’s scalp to make her point.


  Catmint shuddered at the idea. It had taken her so long to grow her hair out and she was so proud of it.


  “And then put lots of holes in your body to fit the proper bit, reins and crotch strap!”


  Malin pinched Catmint’s nipples, continuing to tease her. The outfit made her so conscious of her breasts and especially her nipples.


  The bridle was drawn over Catmint’s head. The strap across her eyes and the blinkers limited her vision so drastically. As it was buckled tight, she felt that feeling of enclosure again, of the total control of her body by the pony tack.


  “Open!”


  The bit was fixed in place, her tongue fighting the depressor pointlessly, it was trapped in the bottom of her mouth, virtually immovable. She sunk her teeth into the rubber, feeling less human from the fitting of that one item.


  “You want to encourage Luna to get your nips pierced as soon as possible. Having reins clamped on them is more painful than if you were ringed, believe me!”


  Catmint huffed and puffed as the clamps were screwed onto her teats. She moaned from the pain, instinctively trying to pull her arms back around to protect herself. She couldn’t help flinching, trying to step back away, but all Malin needed was a couple of fingers slid under the harness to hold the ponygirl in place, her nipples presented so invitingly for anyone’s attention and there wasn’t a darn thing she could do about it.


  The reins were threaded through the rings on the side of the bit and left to dangle down in front of her, brushing against her throbbing nipples. Catmint whimpered. The clamps and the arm bondage were making this conversion into a pony a lot more painful than the first time.


  “Beautiful!” Malin stroked Catmint’s cheek. “Let me show you how easy it is to control you, now!”


  The groom held the reins in one hand, just in front of the bit, no slack in the leather. She tugged sharply and both Catmint’s nipples erupted in fire. It was atrocious. She bent forward in an attempt to reduce the strain as much as possible, gasping, spitting drool, but Malin turned her around and led her across to the bench against one wall, her hand dropping low, forcing the ponygirl to bend right over, unable to alleviate her suffering in the slightest, unable to control her situation at all. Catmint was completely at the groom’s mercy.


  The reins were tied off on the wall behind the bench, holding Catmint bent over it at 90°. The clamps knocked against the benchtop and the ponygirl gurgled at the pain. She couldn’t stop herself from reflexively fighting her arm restraints, but the struggle only increased the pull on her nipples and the hurt. It was awful. Her hooves were kicked further apart and tied to the legs of the bench, her hips pressing against the corner of the benchtop.


  She heard the swish of the crop a second before it landed square across her buttocks in a blaze of agony. It caught her completely by surprise and she howled, writhing, yanking furiously on her nipples yet again. Tears sprang from her eyes.


  “Forgotten the basics already, ponygirl? Raise your thighs parallel to the floor when you take a step. I warned you last time that I wouldn’t tell you twice!”


  Again the crop lashed across her bottom and she struggled to stay still, growling with fury. It was so unfair and cruel, she couldn’t believe Malin was behaving like this. There was a third stroke. She choked up, sobbing, seeing the drool seep from her mouth onto the benchtop, grinding her hips against the wood, unable to keep her backside still.


  Malin’s hand caressed the marks freshly burnt into Catmint’s jiggling buttocks and she flinched again, whimpering piteously.


  “If you want to learn the hard way, that’s fine by me. Your gorgeous bum looks lovely freshly marked!”


  Catmint was still squirming and twitching as Malin attached the crotch strap to the back of the waistband of the harness. She was getting used to the feel of cool lube on her anus, her sphincter being dilated as fingers greased her up inside and out. She already wasn’t as tight as she had been just a few days ago, it was getting so much use. She was still sloppy from the anal hook earlier.


  She felt the bulb of the butt-plug being eased gently inside her. As it reached its widest point, she grunted – it still hurt like hell – but then it was inside her and the rosebud closed to the narrow point. It left her feeling bloated and that she needed to shit. She felt her tail brushing her legs.


  Then she was groaning again as the dildo was pushed into her, the squelching noise betraying her wetness. It was something that would have mortified her just a couple of days ago, but which she didn’t think twice about now. The little prongs and bumps on the surface of the dildo caressed her insides, an exquisite sensation and she rotated her hips to exaggerate the effect, earning herself a smack from Malin.


  Crotch strap loosely fixed in place, Catmint was released from the bench and pulled back upright, the renewed pain in her nipples contrasting with the pleasure as the two plugs shifted inside her. Then she gasped as Malin tightened the strap forcefully, crushing her labia, burying both plugs deeper inside her. She felt so stuffed, so full and she loved it, remembering it from before and she felt a euphoria that she was a ponygirl again, her eyes bright as they met Malin’s.


  The completeness of the harness, the control of every part of her body and the way it transformed her from a human to an animal of pure sexuality, pure submission – there was nothing quite like it. It was cruel and overwhelming and delicious. She hummed with pleasure, feeling the drool oozing from her mouth and down her chin. This despite the discomfort the costume enforced, despite the throbbing of her backside from the groom’s crop.


  “Beautiful pony!’’


  Malin squeezed Catmint’s breasts, stroked her cheek. Fingers played with her pony ears, bending them, tugging playfully on them.


  “Now that everyone knows what a skanky slut you are, we don’t need to bother skulking out the back door, do we! We’ll go right out into the stable yard where everyone can see you. I want you prancing proudly, showing everyone how excited and pleased you are to be a ponygirl!”


  The very idea filled Catmint with horror and shame. No, she didn’t want to do that. Unable to shake her head because of the collar, she twisted her whole body from side to side and stamped a hoof down on the floor to signal her objection.


  Malin’s smile was so broad her cheeks had turned into two apples, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief.


  “That’s the way it’s going to be, little pony. No more hiding in the shadows…Or we can just stop now…Do you want me to remove the tack?”


  Their eyes were locked on each other for a long moment, then Catmint dropped her gaze.


  “Anyway, don’t be so silly! You look gorgeous! Everyone will love to see you and pet you!”


  Malin tapped her crop against the ponygirl’s thigh.


  “And remember to keep your steps high! Come on.”


  Once again holding the reins just below the bit, The Swede set off for the door, pulling firmly, twisting Catmint’s nipples, yanking them. The pony could do nothing but follow. She lifted her legs high with each step, horseshoes clopping loudly, through the door and into the tack room. Her vision was so restricted she couldn’t see if there was anyone else there.


  “Be proud, pony! Curve that spine. Push those tits out!”


  Again Malin tapped Catmint’s thigh with the crop, a little harder this time, enough to sting. It was so hard to concentrate on anything other than the dildo massaging her pussy, flexing remarkably with every prancing step she took. It was incredible, all-consuming, addictive…Oh! She shuddered…it was extraordinary…unforgettable. She tried to respond, sticking her chest out as far as she could.


  As they passed out of the tack room, she caught a brief glimpse of Bambi and Thumper tied against a wall, facing it. A groom was hovering around them. The ponygirl was paraded down the wide open concourse, the glass wall to the courtyard to one side. She could see an empty pony cart waiting there.


  “A new pony!”


  Another groom approached right in front of her. Malin brought the ponygirl to a stop. She remembered to draw her hooves together and stand as tall as she could.


  “This is Catmint,” Malin stated, loudly enough to carry through the stable.


  “Isn’t she beautiful! What lovely little tits!”


  The groom cupped Catmint’s imprisoned breasts, groping them. It felt so good to have them handled, but the ponygirl could feel her face burning with embarrassment.


  “Is she a hot one?”


  The groom put the heel of a gloved hand onto the strap over her sex and rubbed hard. Catmint squeaked and squirmed, her eyes almost turning up into her head. It felt so good.


  “Of course she is!” the groom smirked.


  Then she moved around behind to cup the ponygirl’s buttocks. She squeezed them hard, pinched them even harder. They were still tender from Malin’s crop, it took the pony’s breath away. She flinched and squirmed.


  “Can’t wait to see these later when they’ve been well whipped!”


  Catmint shuddered with dread and arousal. Then they were moving on and she was prancing again, led out of the entrance into the yard. Her hooves reverberated from the sides of the building as they clashed on the cobblestones. She felt the drop in temperature on her exposed skin, shivering again. Malin backed the pony between the shafts of the cart and hitched her harness to the traces. The reins were passed back over her shoulders.


  While this was occurring, two more grooms appeared in front of her. More hands were on her body, prodding and squeezing, her breasts receiving more attention. Catmint felt complete humiliation, but at the same time she was so turned-on, her hips shifting to enhance the effect of the plugs filling her lower holes. She was desperate to get moving again, to get the physical stimulation she so urgently needed.


  


  Luna


  Taking advantage of the reasonable weather, Luna was on the roof of the tower. The costumiers had measured her everywhere, every external part of her body. She had tried on the gown for the funeral tomorrow. The team of seamstresses were making the required alterations to that and several other items that Luna had requested be changed. She was now waiting for the work to be completed before trying on the revised garments. She had some time to kill and now regretted sending Anya away.


  She had seriously considered summoning Flopsy back to the bedroom, but she knew everyone was rushed off their feet preparing for tomorrow and she had already caused consternation earlier by having both maids attending her when they were needed elsewhere. She had the power now to demand it anyway and part of her wished she had. She had to learn to be more assertive. But there was still a part of her uncomfortable with having sex with another woman without Anya, which was ridiculous considering the promiscuity she had encouraged, if not demanded, from her lover.


  In the living room of the tower she had found a pair of large binoculars and she had been itching to use them, to have a good look around the estate, so she had taken the opportunity and brought them up onto the roof. There was even a tripod already installed up there to mount the binoculars onto, positioned to look down and across the lake.


  There were light ripples on the silvery water, the product of the gentle breeze. She had looked at the herons’ nests, seeing the birds standing in them, preening, occasionally touching each other affectionately. The glasses gave her a close up view of the mausoleum, where they would be tomorrow. Closer to the house, she had focused on the jetty and the boathouse, on the ducking stool – she couldn’t wait to see that used!


  Today, that area of the lakeside was quiet except for a large crow prancing arrogantly across the boathouse roof. For a moment, the bird stopped and looked directly down the lenses of the binoculars. Luna instinctively jerked backward, a shiver passing through her. It had to be a coincidence, but it really did seem that it was looking straight at her. It tossed its head and moved on. The incident made Luna feel quite odd.


  It was as she scanned along the bank to the left of the boathouse, where the lake ended, curving sharply around, that she caught movement between the trees and concentrated her attention there. A pony and cart had appeared between the willows, heading towards the lakeside path.


  Luna recognized Malin immediately, sat in the cart, flicking the whip. That was strange. She was supposed to be with Anya. It wasn’t until they turned sharply, heading directly toward Luna, that she got a clearer look at the ponygirl. She felt her stomach hitting the floor. It was so hard to make out the pony’s identity with the elaborate bridle enclosing her face, especially the broad band across her eyes, designed to depersonalize.


  But this wasn’t one of the Heron’s Lap ponygirls. She was harnessed in completely different pony tack. She had a full head of hair – blonde hair just like Anya’s. She was breathing heavily, struggling, requiring the encouragement of the whip. The breasts were the right size. It could only be Anya…But it couldn’t be Anya…Could it? What the fuck!




  DAY EIGHT


  


  (9 am)


  


  Luna


  Standing at the bottom of the bed, her hands under Anya’s thighs, Luna pushed her arms forward, bending Anya’s legs back over the top of her prone body, exposing her latex-clad rump hanging just over the edge of the bed. Luna leaned forward so that her shoulders were in the crooks of Anya’s knees, holding her lover in position and freeing her hands. The left found the crotch zip of Anya’s catsuit and drew the zip down so that the slick labia contained within could spring out. She opened the zip right around until Anya’s arsehole was revealed, the base of the butt-plug filling her rectum just visible.


  Luna’s fingers caressed the lips of Anya’s sex, teasing her, causing her to whimper and squirm.


  “Put your hands behind your head.”


  Anya immediately obeyed, her palms pressing against the back of the head cage. She had been returned from the stable yesterday in the silver and black marbled catsuit and helmet, ballet boots and head cage – as she had been sent out – and apart from her costume fitting for today and some short breaks to eat and drink when the cage had been removed, she had been in the complete outfit ever since. Luna felt a little guilty at treating Anya so harshly, but she just couldn’t help herself. The more submissive Anya became, the crueller Luna was tempted to be.


  Last night, for the first time, she had also put Anya in the cell under the bed. She was torn between a compulsion to use it and her desire to have her lover in the bed beside her. She had missed her terribly, but the thought that she was locked up beneath her in the head cage, in the latex, in the ballet boots was so erotic and arousing, thrilling.


  Keeping it simple, she had fitted some mittens over Anya’s latex gloves that held her hands balled into fists, but other than that, Anya had been unbound except for the end of her braid being tied in a double knot to a ring in the headboard. A thin quilt in a latex cover had been thrown over her. Anya had experienced another intense day and she would have another tomorrow, so Luna wanted her to be able to get some sleep, at least.


  The tray had been slid back under the bed and locked shut with a hefty padlock. By then, the butt-plug had been inserted, the second biggest she had found. The big one would have to wait a while longer, Anya needed a bit more training before that could be used. Luna had promised herself that Anya would be allowed to sleep completely free tonight, in the bed beside her, to make up for last night’s unkindness.


  Luna’s eyes drank in the amazing sight of Anya in the striking catsuit and the barbaric-looking head cage. She still had to pinch herself that this was really happening. She loved the way that the hands behind the cage pushed up Anya’s chest, emphasizing her breasts and the erect nipples tenting the rubber. She look so vulnerable, her eyes wide but drunk with lust.


  Leaning even further forward, Luna pressed Anya’s thighs against her belly, Luna’s hands unfurled Anya’s knees, straightening her legs so they extended up either side of her head. The ballet boots seemed to make her legs go on forever! Luna didn’t stop until her crotch was pushing against Anya’s sex. Luna was naked, having just discarded her dressing gown.


  “Look at me! Keep your eyes on mine!”


  There was a distant look in Anya’s eyes, maybe a little from shock, or maybe she had discovered a new kind of headspace, but she was so passive, so pliable. Not that the spark of passion wasn’t there as well. There was a brightness, a life that hadn’t been there before. She was high as a kite on lust. The change in her personality in just a few days was quite remarkable. Though Luna didn’t want to admit it, it was also improbable and strange. She didn’t want to believe in anything supernatural, but she couldn’t get the idea out of her head…It was the explanation she kept coming back to for all this.


  Slowly, Luna began to shift her hips, putting her bodyweight onto Anya’s legs and grinding her sex onto Anya’s. Luna’s mouth opened and she sighed. It felt so good! She thrust her groin forward, mashing their labia together, rubbing up and down.


  Through the mesh of the head cage, Anya’s gaze had intensified, they were sharing something so profound. The overwhelming love Luna felt for this woman was a fist wrapping her heart, squeezing it. She was a treasure. Her mind raced with all the ideas she wanted to explore and share with Anya, with what she wanted to do to her…She grinded harder, moved faster. She changed the angle slightly to increase the stimulation to her clit. She growled with pleasure. Arms wrapped around Anya’s legs, her hands found their way to Anya’s breasts, feeling their fullness in her fingers. She pinched the nipples through the latex.


  Anya made a strange noise, squirming, pushing back against Luna. As their eyes remained locked, they both humped each other with increasing desperation, frenziedly. Luna felt the warm latex in her hands, squeaking and snapping from the friction, she felt Anya’s live, hot body beneath. This was delightful, wonderful! She became even more animated, needing to cum. She was breathing hard, handling Anya more forcefully. She roared as she climaxed, watching Anya jerk and shudder as she came simultaneously. Luna kept going, allowing the euphoria to wash through her, wave after wave, holding on to the moment as long as she could.


  Finally, she slowed, then stopped, collapsing onto Anya’s doubled-over body, panting, never letting her gaze waver from her lover.


  “I’m never going to let you go…” she whispered.


  “I know,” Anya replied.


  


  Anya


  Yesterday’s costume fitting had lulled Anya into a false sense of security. She had been laced brutally tightly into a corset, she had worn her crotch-high boots with the


  five-and-a-half-inch heels, but then the gown had been put on her and the costumiers had buzzed around her, fussing over every little detail, making sure it was as tight and restrictive as possible. It would be an ordeal, but she thought that she could bear it. But that wasn’t what was happening today – nowhere near it…


  In the tower bedroom, Luna, Ilse and Ella present as well as both maids, Anya’s predicament was going from bad to worse and her lasting memory had been of those women’s faces, smiling, eyes bright with lust, excitement and cruelty as Anya was fitted with the full costume.


  They were all waiting for her as she was brought out of the bathroom after a shower and the awful daily enema. She had been feeling good, finally out of the helmet and head cage, the truly terrible ballet boots at last removed, enjoying the completely unrestrained freedom, walking in bare feet, heels on the ground and without a shred of clothing.


  A few minutes later, that had all changed.


  There had been a black catsuit, but it was thinner than normal. It felt so fragile that the latex could split at any moment. By the time she had been zipped into it, it was semi-translucent in places, especially over the knees, hips and bust. It conformed to her every curve and dip, fitting literally like a second skin. The collar came high up under her chin, wrapping her neck, zipping up the back. Before that, her hands and arms had been sheathed in long opera gloves, right up to her armpits. There was no way for her to remove them without taking the whole outfit off first.


  She had been bent over, hands resting on the bed, legs far apart. A large plug was inserted up her bumhole, much the same size as the one she had worn last night, except this one was significantly heavier. She could feel the weight stretching her bowel, gravity causing it to sit uncomfortably low. It was a most peculiar and unpleasant sensation.


  Mopsy’s fingers had moved to Anya’s sex, rubbing, slipping inside to press on her clit, causing her to squirm and gasp, fucking her gently, making sure she was wet enough to take the monster dildo that was carefully eased inside her, stretching her slightly beyond the pleasurable. Initially, it was uncomfortable, though it got easier as her body adapted. Like the plug in her arse, it was also unusually heavy.


  As the crotch of the catsuit was zipped closed, her eyes were wide. The feeling of both holes being stuffed beyond full was extraordinary. As she had been pulled upright, she had gasped again as they both shifted inside her, pressing against each other with only the membrane of her flesh caught between. She shuddered. This far exceeded the two plugs that were part of the ponygirl costume. How was she supposed to walk properly with these things buried in her?


  To her dismay, another helmet was pulled over her head. This too had a little tube on top for her hair to be pulled through. Thus far, her blonde locks had been left loose. There was the now familiar feeling of claustrophobia as the latex covered her face, briefly blocking her ability to breathe before it was adjusted properly – face aligned with the eye and mouth holes. The little air holes for her nose had little plastic tubes incorporated in them that pushed quite deeply and unpleasantly high up her nostrils. They were very invasive. The rubber was drawn ever tighter across her face as the laces were tugged closed.


  Her boots were put on next, which she was familiar with. They were the black, crotch-high pair that Luna had bought for her in London a couple of days ago. The rubber fitted so closely to her legs. The maids, kneeling either side of her, had polished the latex fastidiously to a mirror finish.


  Next was a full-size corset with half-cups that lifted and pushed together her breasts. It was punishing, wrapping her ribs as well as her waist, closing like a vice around her, making both ache. She was told to draw her waist in as much as possible and then it was tightened even further, reducing her to taking short, quick breaths. The smaller her waist got, the further her bust thrust forward. Ilse was supervising. Twice she wrapped her hands around Anya’s waist, squeezing, insisting the maids draw it tighter still.


  Her hard nipples were sticking out, little shiny black lumps on the tips of her breasts. With her familiar cruel smile, Ilse took them between thumbs and forefingers, pinching them hard, tugging and twisting them, causing Anya to moan. As soon as the hands left them, each maid immediately attached a clamp to them. They were different to the other clamps Anya had worn. Like a crocodile bite, the teeth sunk into the tender, sensitive teats. She had cried out. They were agonizing, spring-loaded and their grip was savage.


  She writhed, instantly trying to bring her hands up to pull them off. Ilse was waiting for that, grabbing Anya’s rubber-encased wrists from behind and holding them down at her sides. There were little caps in a shiny black metal that clipped over the clamps, making them look like bullets. The pain had gradually lessened some over time but they were still throbbing. She wanted them off and had continued to struggle.


  Ilse had pulled Anya’s hands behind her back and held both her wrists in a one-handed iron grip. The strength of the German’s grasp startled Anya, who was still unable to pull free. Meanwhile, Luna stepped right up to Anya and kissed her deeply and Anya found herself responding, stopping fighting. As Luna withdrew her mouth she whispered to Anya.


  “Do this for me, please. This is a special day, a special moment.”


  Their eyes met. Luna’s gaze was so fierce, so commanding, Anya could only look down, feeling that she had somehow failed Luna by not being brave enough.


  “Get the gag in now to keep her quiet,” Use had instructed the maids.


  Mopsy had squeezed her thumb and forefinger into Anya’s cheeks each side of her mouth, forcing it wide open. The gag looked like a squashy rubber bag. Flopsy balled it up in her fingers to push it past Anya’s teeth, whereupon it expanded dramatically, filling her mouth. Similar to the breathing tube she had worn in the vacuum sack, the gag had a flange that slipped in front of her teeth but inside her mouth, sealing it shut. A breathing tube stuck out about two inches, creating the familiar, weak whistling sound with each breath.


  Biting down on the gag relieved some of the discomfort, but the taste was unpleasant. She found this had quickly got worse. There was something inside the gag that was leaking out whenever she put additional pressure on it.


  Use, still standing behind Anya and holding her wrists, had leaned forward and whispered in her ear.


  “Peace at last! You’ll also find the gag contains a little gift from Bert and Ernie. We’ve milked their spunk for you. It should be nice and cold and slimy by now!”


  Anya was absolutely revolted by the idea. It turned her stomach. Ilse was correct, it was salty and slimy and tepid and was slowly seeping right through her mouth. Knowing what it actually was only made it more distasteful, infinitely worse than the gag itself and she knew that before long she would have to start swallowing the foul substance.


  So she found herself a little in shock. She had known that the gown and corset would be restrictive – but it would only be for a few hours and it was an important occasion. But it had proven to be much more elaborate and unpleasant than she had naively assumed it would be. She felt very submissive and chastened.


  “Now the hood.” Use’s voice was louder, though it was still close to Anya’s ear.


  The bundle of rubber that Mopsy was holding in her hand was thick and heavy. As the maid opened it up, Anya could see little holes for her nostrils and the round hole for the breathing tube, but no other openings. It was turned virtually inside out to slip onto the pipe, then it was enveloping her head and the image of the women all looking at her with lust and excitement would be the last thing she was to see for a long time.


  Her hair was fed through the little tube on the top and then the whole hood was tugged over her head, her face entirely covered and everything went black. It was a tight fit and for some time she could only breathe through the mouth tube as it was stretched and pulled until finally it was in position and the nose holes were aligned with the plastic tubes already up her nostrils. The latex had a really strong smell, as if it was new and freshly unpacked.


  When the straps at the back were buckled, the rubber was sucked even closer around her head and face, but the latex was too thick to conform to her features. She felt pressure on her nose and cheekbones. The cloying heat was felt immediately. It was horrible, so heavy and confining. It was tightened right to the base of her neck. It was like a very tight bag drawn over her head. Instinctively, she began to struggle again, wanting the thing off. She received a sharp spank across her bottom. There was a hand cupping her cheek.


  “Shh…We want you to be extra special for us today, to celebrate the memory of Dominique. Be a good girl for me.” It was Luna’s voice again, slightly muffled by the two layers of rubber that now covered Anya’s ears.


  She was pushed forward by Ilse, forced to walk blind. The huge plugs inside her shifted, rubbing against each other with every step. The feeling was indescribable. Despite the fear, distress and discomfort, she remained incredibly aroused. She was breathing so fast, compelled to take such short breaths by the corset. With each rise and fall of her chest, she was tweaking the clamps on her nipples, shooting pain through them. She was turned, then hands on her shoulders pushed her down into a sitting position.


  Gasping and moaning behind the gag, the two plugs were pushed even deeper into her, stretching her insides painfully. It was abominable. But at the same time it stimulated her, her body responding helplessly, wriggling and jerking, a cycle that made everything worse. She bit hard into the gag and more of the foul semen oozed out and she had no option but to swallow. The air whistled urgently through the pipe out of her mouth. Her wrists had finally been released, but there were several hands on her, holding her down until she stilled.


  They began dressing her hair. She was sat there for a considerable time, feeling continual tugs on her scalp. It was difficult to figure out what was happening. She felt so isolated, deprived of so much sensual perception. Surrounded by people, yet so alone. Yet everything they were doing to her body was so intimate. It was a bizarre juxtaposition. She was in so much pain and discomfort from the plugs she needed to stand back up, but she didn’t dare.


  What she knew was that her hair was getting much heavier. It wasn’t as simple as it all being bunched together, it was the opposite. It was being split into small braids, something hard and weighty was being woven into it. If she tried to move her head to explore, it would be held still and her thighs were spanked.


  It wasn’t until they stood her back up again that she got some sense of what had been done. She could feel her hair swaying back and forth across her back, the tug on her scalp uncomfortable. The weight was immense and she could hear the clicking of metal, feel its hardness against her back. There were chains entwined in her braids and they were somehow all linked together so that they moved as one. If she tilted her head the weight would pull it down further, needing a considerable effort to keep it upright. Already, her neck was starting to ache from the exertion needed.


  Her hands were grabbed again to stop her from reaching up. She was spanked again. She was led blindly forward once more. She was told to walk elegantly and confidently, alluringly. It was Use’s voice and Anya was sure it was her hand repeatedly slapping her bum until she got it right. It was so hard to do so without her sight, let alone all the other sensations being wrought out of her body to distract her even further. Back and forth across the room she was marched, until Ilse was satisfied and Anya’s bottom was on fire.


  Standing, out of breath, hips dancing, they began the process of squeezing her into the latex gown that had been chosen for her. She had some familiarity with it after yesterday’s fitting session, though she surely hadn’t been expecting to wear it in these circumstances. It was a literal hobble skirt, full-length to her ankles, so narrow that she could only separate her feet to a maximum of twelve inches. It remained tight all the way up her legs. She could only take tiny steps, compelled to swing her hips each time, placing one foot in front of the other.


  Above the waist it was form-fitting. There were long sleeves that reached down to the base of her fingers. The collar was thick and stiff, reaching to right up under her chin. It required a lot of effort to either lower her head or turn it from side to side, and that was without the added constraint of the chains that weighed down on her scalp.


  And it quickly became apparent that the tight bust of the dress over her capped and clamped nipples was going to be a constant source of pain and distress. The slightest movement she made would move the gown against the caps, pulling on her nipples, tugging the clamps agonizingly. As soon as she had been zipped closed, she tried to get her hands up to them, only to be frustrated as they were caught and brought back down by her side.


  There was a wide belt integrated into the gown to emphasize her heavily corseted waist. It had a double buckle at the front and laces at the back to allow a fully-formed fit. What Anya hadn’t been aware of was the additional straps that could be looped around the width of the belt toward the back. They were a few inches in length and terminated in soft cuffs that were locked around her wrists. Now they didn’t have to worry about her lifting her hands to her tormented nipples, they were held at her sides, slightly behind her. She could raise them a few inches, but not enough to get anywhere near her breasts or her sex.


  As she stood in her enforced darkness, wrapped in layers of rubber and invidious bondage, she felt the familiar sensation of the maids polishing up the latex vigorously. There were other hands gripping and squeezing her buttocks (which were still sore form Malin’s crop and whip yesterday) and Anya was pretty sure it was Ilse.


  The final part of the outfit was the veil. Yesterday, when she had tried it on, it had been draped across her forehead, hanging down her back. Today, it was dropped over the top of her head, hanging down almost to her waist, all the way around her like a curtain. The latex was even heavier and thicker than the hood, adding even more weight for her neck to support, which was already aching. She could feel it brushing across her face.


  She immediately experienced difficulty breathing, the rubber covering the pipe from her mouth. But they had thought of that. Something was slotted over the tube, clicking in place, some kind of elbow in the piping. The air flowed freely again, albeit even more heavily infused with the scent of the latex. It also amplified the whistling sound of her breath, giving a more noticeable rasping sound.


  Anya was walked again, spanked again, as she was instructed on her deportment, on every little movement she could make. Eventually she was pushed back down into a sitting position. There were so many sensations assailing her body and she was incredibly hot, feeling the perspiration running in rivulets underneath the catsuit and helmet, against her skin. It was so difficult to breathe, she had to concentrate on it all the time to prevent becoming breathless. She had never been in so much discomfort. Again her naivete caught her out. Things were about to get much worse…Yet again…


  She had been sat there for a long time. She assumed the maids were now dressing Luna in her magnificent gown. It was like something from a 19th century ball, only all made of leather. Anya was gently rotating her hips, squirming in the seat, stimulating herself. She was simmering with sexual need.


  Without any warning both the dildo and the butt-plug suddenly began to vibrate quite vigorously. Anya’s shocked exclamation was buried in the gag. She moaned, unable to stay still, hips twisting animatedly. As it continued she began to writhe. She tried to get her fingers on to her sex, but the straps were too short, her rubber-sheathed fingers clawing desperately at the taut latex of her skirt. It felt amazing, just what she was needing, if only she could just get her hand between her legs…She continued to moan, to chew on the gag, still finding more ponyboy jizz to squeeze out.


  Just as suddenly, both stopped. She howled, continuing to twist and shake her hips, trying to keep the titivation going. Hands on her arms caused her to start in surprise. She was lifted to her feet. It was at that moment that the dildo discharged an electric shock. She shrieked. Her legs gave way but she didn’t fall, the hands on her were holding her upright as she wriggled spastically. The pain was atrocious, so awful she couldn’t comprehend it beyond an instinct to get the thing out of her, whatever it took.


  The immediate pain lancing through her vagina was replaced by an ache encompassing the whole of her sex. It had to stop. There was no way she could take it. She struggled, fighting against the hands, against the restrictive outfit, snapping the straps taut on her cuffed hands. She could do nothing! She was utterly helpless! Her feet back under her, she was led forward several steps, still unsteady. To walk in the hobble skirt required a level of control she didn’t have at that moment. She wasn’t able to support herself.


  Then there was another shock, but this time from the butt-plug. It felt like her sphincter had exploded. The pain shot up her bowels to deep inside her, like she had been impaled. It was horrific. Her legs had given way again. Tears poured from her eyes into the blackness of the latex hood. She tried to bend over, convulsing, but they wouldn’t let her, continuing to hold her upright.


  Seconds later, the dildo began to vibrate again and pleasure radiated out of her pussy, drowning the ache away. Her hips began to twitch. Again, she got her feet underneath her, squirming with every step she took. The vibrations while she was walking were at another level compared to when she was sitting down. She was gasping for breath, shuddering from the succession of events so close to one another, flustered.


  Through the haze and consternation, she realized the dildo and butt-plug were the same as Ella had worn that night they had gone for a meal at Use’s house. As the full understanding of her situation became clear to her, of what her body was going to be subject to, she began to sob. The dildo went dead again. Seconds later, there was another shock from the butt-plug.


  She felt a hand on her face, caressing her cheek through the multiple layers of heavy rubber.


  “Make me proud, Anya! Walk tall!” Luna’s voice amongst the crackle and rustle of the latex.


  The enormity of the moment hit Anya with clarity. They were going to be in public, at the most solemn and formal of occasions. Luna was ceremoniously inheriting Heron’s Lap with all the residents present. Anya had to be perfect for Luna, her submission would show everyone that Luna was worthy of the mantle. Anya’s performance was a reflection on Luna. She had to be strong for her lover. She had to be without reproach.


  She drew herself upright, thrusting her chest out, despite the pain it drew to her so tender nipples. She took a firm step forward, then another, rolling her hips, strutting as best she could with such a restricted gait. The hands continued to hold her arms. She felt the carpet beneath her give way, replaced with the familiar metal floor of the lift. She was being taken down to the cortège. It was time.


  All that mattered was making Luna proud, showing everyone what a loyal and obedient submissive belonged to The Mistress of Heron’s Lap. This time, when the dildo shocked her, she jerked. She screamed into the gag. She swallowed the spunk from biting into the gag. But she kept her feet. She kept her head high and her shoulders back. Her tummy went funny as the lift descended.


  


  Luna


  The sound of the rain on her umbrella, the retort of multiple stiletto heels on the cobblestones and the persistent cawing of a crow somewhere nearby all accompanied


  Luna as she made her way across to the carriage. Through the mesh of her veil she eyed the six immaculately presented ponygirls hitched between the shafts, in two lines of three, still looking magnificent despite the thorough soaking they had received. Somehow, the plumes of black feathers projecting high up into the air from their foreheads had kept their shape and stature in the wet.


  In her spectacular, ethereal gown, Luna felt majestic, beautiful, immense. The burgeoning power that was about to be bestowed on her filled her with wonder and confidence. This was truly thrilling, amazing, despite the solemnity of the ceremony about to happen for a woman she had never known, but was irrevocably connected to. Dominique was a part of her. After all, her genes were in every pore of Luna’s body and she felt that fact. This was her destiny. It was exhilarating! But she had to respect that all those around her were mourning the loss of their Maitresse.


  As she reached the carriage, Mopsy – who was holding the umbrella over her – offered her hand to assist Luna as she mounted the steps. Smoothing her skirts under her, she sat down on the heavily upholstered leather seat and looked back through the door as Anya made her slow progress across the cobblestones.


  She had fallen somewhat behind as she minced forward, swinging her hips in an exaggerated, flamboyant fashion as she had been instructed, reduced to tiny steps by the severity of the hobble skirt and her ultra-high heels. The stringently laced corset and tight-fitting latex gown gave her a dramatic wasp-waisted figure and the heavy rubber veil, swirling gently around her, presented a striking, erotically charged figure. But there was also all the additional torments that weren’t immediately apparent.


  Anya was doing a great job, keeping her head high, her shoulders back, as dignified and elegant as one could be considering the restrictions she was under and her enforced blindness, each step sight unseen. Luna was filled with love, admiration and pride at Anya’s response to the costume. She was trying so hard for Luna. This was surely her worst ordeal since she had agreed to submit to Luna. The light flashed off the gleaming rubber as it moved. She was a vision of submissive femininity.


  The dildo and butt-plug were set on a random programme, but that didn’t stop Luna from being able to manually activate the remote control should she so choose, and she did choose…


  As Anya was a couple of steps short of the carriage, the movement of her hips told Luna that she was getting vibrations. Luna gave her the longest, strongest shock yet to the butt-plug. The jerk and wavering that followed were visible to Luna because she was looking for it, would it have passed unnoticed to others? She didn’t know.


  Anya was unable to step up into the carriage. The two maids lifted her in. Luna guided the shrouded figure onto the seat beside her. The rustle, squelch and snapping of the latex as she was turned and sat down was mesmerizingly erotic. Luna couldn’t resist running her leather-gloved hand across Anya’s mirror-finish drum-tight skirt. She took Anya’s hand in her own and squeezed, receiving a fierce, desperate squeeze in return.


  Luna set the remote control onto full power vibrate, both plugs, and Anya’s hand closed even more forcefully around Luna’s. She writhed helplessly beside Luna, the latex making even more delightful noises. Luna could hear Anya howling behind the gag, the sound muffled and indistinct. The rasping whistle of her breathing was fast and urgent through the pipe.


  Use and Cait climbed into the carriage and sat opposite them, smiling at the twitching, squirming anonymous figure beside Luna. They all watched for a couple of minutes as Anya became ever more animated. Luna knew when she climaxed, she was juddering, jerking, spasming, shuddering, moaning. She switched the control back to random. Anya’s head was pressed against the backrest, her chest rising and falling rapidly.


  “May I?” The German gestured at Anya.


  “Of course.”


  She leaned forward and dragged her hand across Anya’s breasts, back and forth over her nipples, over the clamps biting into them. Anya howled again, trying to shrink back into the seat.


  “Push your tits out as far as you can. Offer them to Ilse!” Luna spoke loudly, unsure how difficult it was for Anya to hear under so much latex.


  With a sob, Anya obeyed, holding the position until Ilse withdrew and sat back in her seat. Ilse banged the handle of her umbrella against the side of the carriage to tell the driver they were ready to depart.


  Looking out the side of the vehicle, Luna could see a crow perched on a gargoyle of the tower, above the open, leering mouth that was spouting rainwater. It was still calling noisily.


  “There seem to be a lot of crows around here!” she commented.


  “That’s the ravens. The legend is that they arrived with the family in the 18th century and have never left. They might even predate the herons!” Use’s eyes briefly flicked from Luna to Anya’s shrouded form and back again.


  Anya had jumped in her seat, moaning, in receipt of another electric shock. She fidgeted.


  “Be still!” Luna snapped.


  The carriage began to move. Luna could feel her pulse racing, a lump in her throat. Her destiny awaited.


  


  The end of Ponygirl Inheritance – Destiny
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 Maid


 The Tale of a Cancelled Trophy Wife


 by Oona Callista


 

 


  Married to wealthy and influential businessman Garth West, Tabitha’s carefree, luxury world suddenly crumbles around her one sunny afternoon. Left out on the street, she is picked up by the beautiful and glamorous Lucrezia Lucci, who Tabitha knows from the affluent party circuit she frequents, even though she had been warned to stay clear of the woman because of her extreme tastes in kink.


  Tabitha, vulnerable and with nowhere else to go, is soon seduced into the sensual and salacious lifestyle offered by the Italian, her latent submissiveness opened like a flower, her sexual needs fulfilled in a way she never dreamed possible.


  In no time, the former trophy wife finds herself now a humble maid in the service of Lucrezia and her husband Luca, deferentially serving those she used to party with, her life and body subject to rigorous discipline. The Italians set about transforming Tabitha physically and emotionally into the perfect servant to satisfy their perverse desires.


  Extract


  The maid walked right up to Tabitha. Though her heels were higher than Tabitha’s, she was still at least two inches shorter. The rustle of her uniform skirt accompanied her every movement.


  “Kiss Tabby, Bitzy!” As she spoke, Lucrezia’s hand rose higher, from Tabitha’s bottom to the small of her back, anticipating that Tabitha would try to step back, preventing the instinctive reaction.


  “Just go with it, Tabby! Let us make you feel better. Open your mind! Or you can leave if you want to?” Lucrezia continued.


  Tabitha looked directly into the maid’s eyes. They were guileless, but she could see the sparkle of excitement in them. The maid had a very distinctive perfume of lavender.


  “You can be obedient, or you can go. What is it to be?” The Italian’s tone remained gentle.


  Tabitha was in a panic. How had she got into this situation? How had she lost control so quickly? She should go, but she didn’t want to go. She was genuinely aroused. She was completely torn.


  “I would like to stay, Ma’am.” Her voice was barely above a whisper.


  “Good girl!”


  The maid lifted her lace-gloved hands to cup Tabitha’s cheeks. She leaned forward and put her mouth against Tabitha’s. She had lush, bee-stung lips and they felt great, so soft and pillowy, so different from Garth’s hard, masculine mouth.


  Bitzy was a great kisser, it took Tabitha’s breath away. Her initial reticence and nervousness soon evaporated and she opened her mouth and responded eagerly, allowing the maid’s tongue to probe deeply. The tongue was pierced not once, but twice. First, close to the tip, then further back, right in the centre. It felt amazing, so exciting.


  Tabitha started suddenly as she felt hands on her skirt, lifting it up. But when she tried to pull back from the maid, Bitzy held her tighter, pulling their mouths even closer and Tabitha stopped hesitating, kissing back. Her hands instinctively tried to stop the upward travel of the leather, but they were smacked away. The skirt was lifted above her waist and she could feel the air on her bared buttocks and thighs.


  Then she felt the strings of her thong being tugged down, the scrap of material falling away to expose her sex.


  “Spread your legs apart, Tabby…Further!”


  It was difficult in the high heels, putting a strain on her ankles.


  “Hold your skirt up for me!”


  Tabitha grabbed the leather bunched around her waist. She heard Lucrezia snap her fingers and immediately Bitzy pulled out of the kiss and dropped to her knees between Tabitha’s feet.


  “I see Garth liked you nice and smooth. That’s good!”


  That was one thing Garth had been firm about. Tabitha needed to keep her crotch shaved. He didn’t like body hair at all.


  Tabitha looked down at the top of Bitzy’s head. The headpiece of her uniform covered most of her hair, a band laying across the top of her forehead, tapering back to a raised point in the centre of her scalp. Tabitha gasped as the maid parted her labia with her long-nailed fingers and then dropped her head down, pressing her mouth against Tabitha’s sex. Tabitha was so turned-on her hips jerked helplessly, her sex spasming. A little squeak of delight escaped her mouth that could still taste the maid from the kiss moments before.


  Lucrezia had got to her feet. She was standing over Bitzy, in front of Tabitha, a smile of satisfaction on her face. She reached a hand out and grabbed Tabitha’s chin.


  “See what you’ve been missing out on all these years with your monogamy, pulcina! With limiting yourself to just one sex!”


  Tabitha’s eyes grew wide and she gasped again, squirming. The maid’s mouth was amazing, knowing exactly where and how to touch Tabitha, so much more subtle than Garth’s forceful, crude jabs of the tongue. And the way she used the stud of her piercing! Tabitha moaned, hips writhing.


  “Look at me, Tabby!”


  Tabitha stared into Lucrezia’s dark eyes, fighting an impulse to lower her gaze.


  “Wonderful, isn’t it! The silver tongue of an expert muff-muncher. A trip straight to heaven!”


  Tabitha groaned. Her ankles were hurting and she was finding it hard to keep her balance as she became ever more animated, unable to control the response of her body.


  “Yes, Ma’am.” She breathed the words.


  “Do you want to cum, Tabby?”


  “Yes, Ma’am.”


  “You had better ask Bitzy nicely, then.”


  “Please make me cum, Bitzy!” Tabitha gasped.


  The maid’s hands moved behind Tabitha to grab her buttocks and pull her sex harder against the energetic mouth. The maid’s tongue attacked Tabitha’s clitoris. Tabitha shuddered and squealed.


  “Keep your eyes on mine!” Lucrezia snapped, squeezing her fingers and thumb painfully into Tabitha’s cheeks, not letting her move her head at all.


  It was so hard to maintain the contact, Lucrezia’s gaze was so intimidating.


  “Look at you! Squirming on the mouth of someone you have just met, on the day you have got divorced. You look like a promiscuous slut, don’t you?”


  “Yes, Ma’am.” Tabitha was panting.


  “Say it! Tell me what you are!”


  “I’m a promiscuous slut, Ma’am!”


  “Yes, you most certainly are!”


  Tabitha was so turned on she could feel her orgasm about to erupt already. She just couldn’t control it. Her mouth opened wide and she moaned, still looking into Lucrezia’s eyes. And then the climax hit her, one of the most powerful she had ever experienced. She jerked and writhed, still moaning, twisting and shuddering.


  Then she was falling, having lost her balance, landing on the sofa behind her, wriggling like a hooked fish. Fireworks exploded throughout her consciousness, ecstasy consuming her.
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 Ponygirl Airways


 


 Arrival


 by Xenia Aaron


 

 


  Flight attendant Mia Ford’s first time working in First Class proves to be a tumultuous, life-changing, experience. She meets the supremely confident and entitled Frenchwoman Sydney Beaufort, who soon has the attendant wound around her little finger. Mia is recruited to a bizarre airline used by the very rich where their hedonistic, sexual excesses can be indulged and kinky is the normal. She finds herself in a world of latex and leather, BDSM, the dominant and the dominated, where the lifestyle has been taken beyond a game to the very real.


  A speciality of the airline is the international transportation of human ponies and Mia’s initial fascination with the ponygirls she encounters only intensifies as her blossoming submissive nature takes over her personality. Can she resist the urges that are drawing her towards the ponygirl lifestyle, to an existence as a fetishized, bestial creature, relinquishing her humanity and autonomy?


  Extract


  A show pony with the requisite large breasts and tightly drawn-in waist, her mane and tail were a rich dark brown streaked and highlighted with bright blonde. Her head was covered in a very intricate bridle with more straps than was normal, especially over her face, criss-crossing her cheeks and forehead. The blinkers were tailored to these straps, curving around her eyes so that they restricted her vision both to the sides and upwards. From their shadowy depths, beautiful bright blue eyes watched Mia nervously.


  Large rings in her ear lobes were connected by chains to rings on the shoulders of her harness. The chain taut and stretching the earlobe downwards slightly. The arrangement served no purpose other than looking dramatic and imposing an increased sense of restriction on the pony, as the severe collar wrapping her neck and cupping her chin held her head in a fixed position, anyway.


  Two more chains were connected to each of the earrings. One led to the bit ring at the side of the pony’s mouth, the other to the septum ring laying heavily on her top lip. These weren’t loose chains draping prettily to frame her face, they were taut, adding to the distension of her earlobes and creating a perpetual tension to her nose ring. Mia shivered at the thought of how the arrangement of chains must feel on top of the restrictions already imposed by the complex bridle.
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