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Day Seven

(11:05 am)

The long, skinny lake glistens in the spring morning sunlight. Several herons are circling high above the water, long legs and beaks pterodactyl-like, primordial, kind of creepy. There is a strong breeze that allows them to glide, only flapping their wings intermittently. The wind disturbs the surface of the lake, causing it to shimmer, forming gentle eddies and ripples.

But something else is catching the sunlight more profoundly. Something moving along the trail beside the lake, fliting between the trees. It is a cart, a single seat sulky. But there isn’t a horse between the shafts, pulling the vehicle, instead it is a human figure, spectacularly clad, that carries the cart forward at a brisk canter. the woman is heavily restrained. Her hoofed feet thump down dully on the damp dirt of the track.

In the seat of the sulky is another young woman, dressed all in black leather, her long black hair – tied in a ponytail – bounces and sways against her back. In one hand she is holding the reins that loop forward to the ponygirl’s bridle and bit, in the other is a short-handled, thin whip. It snakes out with the flick of the wrist to kiss the heavily welted left buttock of the human pony. It is not a forceful strike, but enough to sting fiercely, designed to keep the ponygirl focused on her task.

The ponygirl’s gait is a strange one, forced upon her by the peculiar hoofs at the end of her knee-high boots. The front of the hoof drops down as she lifts her foot, pointing at the ground. This requires her to reach further forward with each step, to get her foot at a particular angle before she brings it back down onto the dirt to ensure the hoof lands flat once more. The action mimics the movements of a real horse as she trots forward, very evocative and distinctive. With her severe posture collar holding her head fixed in position, slightly tilted back, she displays genuine equine characteristics, a regal beauty.

Her elaborate costume is made of some undefinable material that reacts lustrously with the sunlight, sparkling and reflecting crazily in all directions, flashing brightly, frenziedly with her movements, drawing the attention from the beautiful surroundings. It has the appearance of mirrored glass, possibly it is metal or plastic. It is moulded to her form in rigid panels that display her spectacular figure, nipping in her waist, lifting and presenting her large breasts in an exaggerated fashion, somehow containing them as they ripple and bounce as she runs.

They are heading toward a building that sits right beside the lake, the mausoleum of the Heron’s Lap estate. It has the same Victorian gothic style of the main house that is situated on the opposite side of the water. High, steep roofs, sharply pointed eaves. There are grotesque gargoyles protruding out at regular intervals. It sits in the shade of the several tall trees that surround it.

As they approach, the woman in the driver’s seat pulls on the reins, slowing the ponygirl from a canter to a trot. She steers the pony to the left, then sharply right to circle around and draw the cart alongside the entrance to the building. A hard yank on the reins brings the pony to an abrupt stop.

The reins pass through the shanks attached to the bit lodged in her mouth and terminate at the heavy D-rings that pierce the pony’s nipples, which are subject to stringent bondage. The straight bar of each D-ring passes through each teat, which has then been attached to the pony’s costume where it cups her breasts, holding the nipple perpetually stretched. In addition, a single, heavy nipple bar is clamped to the tips of both teats, joining them together, ensuring that her breasts move uniformly instead of bouncing about haphazardly. The arrangement still allows the nipples to be ruthlessly tugged and twisted to the pull of the reins.

The nipples themselves appear to have been enlarged, the constant stretching lengthening them, while they are also unnaturally fat, tumescent beyond the swelling of normal arousal. They are a deep pink, shiny and turgid. One can only imagine how sensitive this must make them.

The ponygirl is breathing heavily, her chest rising and falling emphatically, but she has immediately adopted her standing position – feet together, as tall as she can muster, curving her spine, thrusting her breasts forward in an extravagant manner. The drool has been seeping from around her bit, leaving her chin shiny and thin strands of saliva hang from it. The top of her breasts are slick with it.

The driver gracefully dismounts. She is wearing leather jeans and a biker jacket, knee-high boots with a chunky, flat sole. She is tall and elegant, carrying herself with confidence. From a small space behind the seat she grabs a handful of gleaming black latex and a hobble chain. The thick length of chain has a heavy metal ball at each end. Squatting beside the pony, she wraps the metal links tightly around the exotic creature’s ankles. Then she moves around to stand in front of the ponygirl.

Under the shade of the trees, the pony’s costume reflects the greens and browns of the foliage. It is a series of interlocking rigid panels, a mesh with hexagonal-shaped holes through which the woman’s pale skin is visible. The fit is perfect, custom-made to the pony’s curves. A broad cinch pulls her waist in sharply, a band is connected to it front and back that passes between her legs, bifurcating her buttocks. Cups support her hefty breasts, pushing them together and up, making them look even bigger than they already are. This, in turn, is connected to the unforgiving posture collar wrapping her throat.

A huge smile on her face, the black-clad woman leans forward, putting her mouth close to the pony’s ear, speaking quietly, intimately, even though there is no one else around to hear her. She kisses the pony’s cheek.

The ponygirl’s face is largely hidden behind a half-bridle, half-mask. It is a concoction of chains and straps wrapping her head, with a form-fitting panel that covers her eyes and the top of her cheeks and nose. Slanting eyeholes in the mesh allow the pony to see out. Blinkers are incorporated into the mask, projecting out several inches either side of her eyes, permitting her to only see forward.

There are horse ears made of the same mesh that are attached to her real ears by a series of piercings, covering them, rising up to points above her head, curving around to form little hollows, authentically shaped if not realistically textured.

The bit is an H-shaped piece of metal, the bar sitting between her upper and lower jaw has a rubber sleeve. Rings at the bottom of the shanks have the reins threaded through. The thick ring in her septum is connected to the bit by two short chains that have no slack, ensuring a constant tension on her nose. The black-clad young woman slides a gloved finger under one of the chains, lifting it from the pony’s top lip, tugging cruelly on the septum ring and the ponygirl whimpers. This causes the young woman to giggle. She strokes the ponygirl’s cheek affectionately with the back of her hand.

Then the hand drops lower, tugging at the nipple bar, rubbing the tips of the nipples where they poke out from the clamps. The ponygirl flinches and gasps and the woman giggles again. Then her hand drops lower still, onto the pony’s groin. The pony spreads her thighs slightly to allow the woman better access. The gloved hand cups the ponygirl’s sex over the mesh band that covers it, rubbing hard. The pony responds helplessly to the stimulation, gasping again, hips twitching and jerking. The woman whispers to the ponygirl once more, teasing her.

The pony mews pitifully as the hand is withdrawn. This time it flits across to the filly’s left hip to touch the brand that is burnt into the skin there, marking her as owned property. It is at least three inches high, a capital R in a stylized, curving font. In the hole of the R are a lower case d and e, tiny but beautifully defined. The young woman’s touch is now more delicate, the tips of her fingers caressing the symbol with a featherlight touch. Both sets of eyes are locked on one another, full of intensity.

Then the black-clad woman shakes out the mass of rubber she is holding in her other hand. It’s a large latex bag or hood. She pulls it over the ponygirl’s head. It is big enough to fit easily over the mask/bridle, the blinkers and the pony ears, with plenty of slack, gathering loosely on the pony’s shoulders. The rubber is peppered with small holes, though none are located where the pony’s eyes are, ensuring she is blinded but can still breathe. Even so, each inhaling breath sucks the latex tight to her mouth and nose, each exhale blows it away again.

Stepping to the side, the young woman glances down at the well-whipped rump of the pony. A black leather-clad hand cups the nearest cheek, caressing it, squeezing and pinching it. The ponygirl jerks spastically again, only this time it is from the pain rather than the pleasure. Her tail, which sprouts out of her bumhole, sways back and forth brushing the back of her knees. Like her mane, it is coloured a peroxide blonde shot through with black streaks. The length of her mane is also visible, emerging from under the latex hood, a black leather ribbon woven into the braid and finishing in a large bow.

It lies on top of her bound forearms which are fixed in a severe, full reverse-prayer position, held down the line of her spine by cuffs made from the same highly reflective mesh. The cuffs reach from her wrists to her elbows, joined together all the way down their length. It keeps her back in a concave curve, projecting her breasts forward even further.

With a final slap to the welted bottom, the young woman leaves the ponygirl and heads toward the entrance of the mausoleum. She glances up as a flutter of wings grabs her attention. Two large black crows have just landed on the gargoyles that sit above and to either side of the doorway. They stare down at the beautiful woman, heads cocked to one side.

The inside of the mausoleum is quite different to its outside appearance. Within the last couple of decades it has been modernized. The floors, walls and ceilings are all white marble, polished to a shine, pristine. But the windows are narrow and high on the walls and only let in a meagre amount of light. Broad stairs, also in marble, lead down to an underground crypt, but the woman shows no interest in them, her attention remaining on the sight before her on the ground floor.

A large, transparent plastic bag is hanging down from the ceiling and it is filled with a yellow, luminescent liquid that glows in the twilight, casting an eerie, almost preternatural iridescence onto the marble that immediately surrounds it. Within the bag is a stringently bound woman enveloped in skintight latex. It provides a surreal and disturbing sight.

Each of her arms are folded at the elbow, wrists strapped to her biceps to hold them there. Likewise, her legs are folded at the knee, ankles bound to her thighs. A spreader-bar between her knees holds her thighs stretched wide apart, almost to the point of a full splits position. The bar sits along the bottom of the bag, the knees pressed against the clear plastic in each corner. Her body sways gently in the liquid.

A waspie corset laced over the catsuit draws her waist down to a shocking, extraordinarily small circumference. The corset even has a significant stem, the woman’s midriff held at that maximum restriction for an amazing length. Juxtaposed against that waist and the woman’s small frame, her breasts appear massive, stretching the rubber of the catsuit until it seems fit to burst apart. Something is attached to her nipples under the latex, the shape of small ping-pong balls. They brush against the front of the bag.

There is another corset enclosing her throat, holding her head immobile. It leaves her neck looking unnaturally narrow and bizarrely long and her head peculiarly high. Her shape borders on the cartoonish, but is astonishingly real.

The zip of the catsuit is opened to reveal her crotch. Her labia are bursting out through the hole. They have been enlarged, swollen to possibly three times their natural size, distended and shiny pink. They are stretched apart, held thus by the large dildo protruding between them that is inserted inside her, only the bottom couple of inches visible. A similar overlarge butt-plug is occasionally visible behind this as she bobs mildly, holding her anus stretched wide, too.

Her head is covered in a typical latex helmet with teardrop-shaped eye-holes. Large and expressive eyes peer out, blinking heavily against the yellow liquid which turns her blue eyes green. It is not clear if she can see out of the bag into the murk of the mausoleum, beyond the luminescent fluid.

There is a mask clamped over her nose and mouth, strapped tightly in place by bands drawn tight around her head. A thick, elasticated breathing tube is locked into the mask. It snakes up through the fluid to the top of the bag, protruding from a hole, and hangs over the side, pointing toward the floor. In the silence of the mausoleum, the very faint rasp of her breathing can just be heard.

An electronic chirping sound fills the chamber for just a second. As the newly-arrived, black-clad woman watches, the woman in the bag suddenly jerks, her bound arms flapping comically, like a turtle trying to swim. This causes the fluid to move within the bag, which in turn causes the bag to rock on the chains that are holding it suspended. They groan. After a few moments, the immersed woman stops struggling, becoming still again except for her heavy breathing, which her tiny waist and huge bust exaggerates.

The raven-haired beauty turns to her left-hand side, lowering the asymmetrical zip of her biker jacket as she does so, revealing more black leather underneath, but leaving the zip still connected at her waist. There is a small folding table set up with a laptop sitting on it. There are several graphics visible on the screen. Some display the vital signs of the woman inside the bag, monitoring her. Others are related to the program that is currently running. This activates the electric shock function inside the dildo and butt-plug, as well as the ball-like clamps attached to her nipples, sending a wireless signal to the devices.

The program is presently set to double random mode – that is to activate shocks at random intervals, taking into account that too many shocks in the same place close together can reduce the effectiveness (and therefore the pain) of each individual shock. Which of the four devices administers the shocks is also randomized, both in sequence and in number. Any combination of the devices can shock at any one time and in any order.

Of course, the double random mode can be manually overridden. A gloved finger positions the cursor over the icon for the dildo in the lower part of the screen, then presses down on the left-click button, holding it down for several seconds. The laptop chirps loudly once more. The effect is immediate. The dildo delivers a prolonged shock at full power. The unfortunate woman in the bag lurches spastically again. For a moment she is locked rigid, then as the shock ends she writhes violently, or as violently as her harsh bondage allows. The liquid sloshes around in the bag. The chains suspending the bag groan once more as it sways.

The woman who administered the shock is watching intently, her eyes bright with excitement. She moves away from the laptop, closer toward the bag.

“Everything going well?” She asks.

“Yes, Maîtresse.” The answer to the question is muffled, difficult to hear.

There are two tombs sunk into the floor of the chamber, clearly delineated by their surfaces of contrasting black marble that rise up six inches above the white flooring, each is seven feet long by three feet wide. But the fluid-filled bag is suspended directly over just one of the tombs. Along the edge of three sides of the tomb is a line of fat white candles, all burning, flickering, adding to the strange light thrown out by the liquid in the bag, flames forming dancing shapes on the white marble.

Across the surface of the tomb, in big white letters, is a name:

Maîtresse Dominique de Raveneaux

There is further text engraved beneath, smaller, not clearly visible in the otherworldly glow.

In front of the fourth, bottom side of the tomb, there is a third woman. She is on her knees and her head is bowed low, pressed against the black marble of the tomb’s cover. Her figure is hard to make out, her head shrouded in heavy black and white latex, which is why her voice had struggled to be heard clearly. Her substantial, multi-layered, full-length skirts are split from the waist right down to the hem at the back, which has caused them to fall forward to reveal her pale, naked buttocks bifurcated by a curving metal bar sunk deep between the cheeks, separating them.

Her legs are sheathed in latex boots to mid-thigh. The boots have extreme stiletto heels made of metal that catch the light. Like the rest of her rubber-encased body, the latex is polished to perfection, gleaming crazily from both the candlelight and the yellow luminous liquid in the bag. The kneeling woman hasn’t moved since the new arrival entered the central atrium of the mausoleum.

The thick, rubber soles of her boots squeak against the stone floor as the leather-clad woman approaches the tomb and the kneeling female form. She stops directly behind the raised buttocks. The whip she was using on the ponygirl earlier has been tucked down the inside of her right boot. She now retrieves it, shakes out the thin single blade. She reaches an arm out, allowing the tip of the lash to drag across the bottom cheeks in front of her.

“Lift your arse, Mopsy. Straighten your thighs.”

The kneeling woman obeys immediately, understanding the order. With her thighs upright her backside is raised high, her spine curving into a bow like a scorpion tail, her buttocks presented. It can now be clearly seen that the curving metal bar between the two cheeks is part of a chastity belt that is locked onto the woman. It is not a crude device, but stylishly designed, the metal machined to produce a smooth finish, the rounded edges are lined with soft rubber.

A gloved hand strokes one cheek, then the other, groping them casually. Then the standing woman takes a step back and lifts the whip high above her head. With the folds of latex shrouding her head, it is not clear how aware the prostrate woman is of what is about to happen. The whip hisses as it passes through the air, terminated by the crack as the blade lands vertically across the centre of her left buttock. The sound of the impact is redolent of pain. There is a muted cry of shock, a strangled moan of agony as the struck woman attempts to control her reaction. Her instinct to rise up is caught after her head has risen only a few inches. From underneath the rubber there is a sob.

The welt from the strike is clearly visible even in the compromised light as it rises on the butt-cheek, reaching from the very top to the fleshy under-hang at the base. The woman is trying to maintain her discipline and keep still, but her hips are squirming perceptibly. The leather-clad woman waits patiently for the kneeling woman to settle. Then her arm raises the whip once more. An identical strike follows, only this time the right buttock is the target. The prostrate body jerks under the impact but this time the reaction is controlled more successfully. The woman does not attempt to rise. Her only vocalization is a gasp, though her hips are now dancing animatedly.

“Just a little something to remind you of the importance of this occasion, to help you maintain your concentration and focus.”

“Yes, Maîtresse. Thank you Maîtresse.” The muffled voice is breathless.

The whip-wielding woman changes her position, shifting to stand against the edge of the tomb, side on to the prostrate woman. Again she lifts the whip above her head. This strike lands horizontally across the centre of both buttocks, the knot at the tip of the blade bites into the less fleshy part of Mopsy’s thigh and the woman squeaks, her hips jumping, then writhing violently for some seconds before she is able to control herself. The heavy latex of her costume rustles noisily. She is sobbing.

The whip is tucked back in the side of the boot and the leather-clad young woman moves back behind Mopsy. She studies her handiwork. Despite the bizarre and limited lighting, the crosses burnt into Mopsy’s bottom are vivid, the wheals still swelling, rising up on the pale skin. Each cross is centred precisely in the middle of each buttock.

The woman tugs off the tight-fitting glove from her right hand. Her fingernails are painted gloss black. They are short but still trimmed almost to a point. Her index finger descends, her leathers groan as she leans forward, bending slightly. She presses the tip of the nail right into the place where the vertical and horizontal welts cross over each other on the right buttock, forming a little spot that is darker, more tender, having felt the whip twice. Mopsy squeaks again, instinctively flinching, but manages to hold her position.

“And remember your suffering is an offering to your former Maîtresse, on this first anniversary of her passing, in memoriam and celebration of her life. It is an honour to receive it.”

“Yes, Maîtresse. Thank you Maîtresse.”

The fingernail moves across to the left buttock, finding the same spot there. It presses down, drags across the abraded skin and there are more gasps, helpless squirming.

“Good girl!”

The leather-clad woman stands upright again, eases the glove back onto her hand. Her attention returns to the other female form, the bound woman in the bag of yellow liquid. She is still, swaying gently in the fluid, her wide eyes staring sightlessly ahead.

A loud, double beep emanates from the laptop, breaking the tension that is palpable in the air. This noise is distinctly different from the chirping earlier. It repeats every few seconds. The leather-clad woman takes a couple of steps back.

“Proceed.” Her tone is authoritative.

“Yes, Maîtresse.”

The prostrate, whipped woman rises up to her feet in one fluid, incredibly graceful movement, seemingly not encumbered by her towering stilettos at all. She turns and curtsies deeply.

At first glance, her outfit seems to resemble that of a nun, only made out of rubber. There is a wimple and a veil – both black, but the front of the veil has a thick band of white that reaches right to the edge, framing the wimple and her face. Closer examination reveals the costume to be an extravagant and extreme maid’s uniform of the sort that could possibly have been worn hundreds of years ago – except for the latex and blatant sexualization.

The veil falls loosely across her shoulders and upper back, but the bodice of the uniform is form-fitting, highlighting her small, corseted waist and large breasts thrusting forward against a white apron, erect nipples tenting the rubber. The bars that pierce each teat are clearly defined. Under the apron her breasts are bare.

Her eyes remain deferentially low and she sniffs, still fighting to hold back tears. She moves across the marble floor to the table with the laptop – which is still beeping. Her hips swing attractively, swirling the heavy skirts bewitchingly and noisily, the latex snapping and rustling loudly. Resetting the timer on the computer, the irritating sound finally stops.

On the table next to the laptop is a Magic Wand vibrator with a big, bulbous white head. The maid picks it up. Even her hands are sheathed in rubber, the gloves missing the top of each finger and thumb, allowing the deep red talons of her long nails to protrude. She strides back to the tomb, only this time she steps up onto the black marble slab. As she does so, the split in her skirts part and her backside is revealed again for a few seconds, the crosses striping her bottom briefly visible.

Standing beside the hanging bag, with practiced ease, Mopsy’s arm snakes around the back, bracing the bound figure within. The Magic Wand bursts into life. It is on its highest setting, the buzzing echoing from the stone walls of the chamber. It is pressed against the front of the bag, low down. The fluid inside quivers and ripples as the vibrations are transferred through the plastic. It dances crazily.

With her backside held firm, her hips projecting forward, the bound woman’s exposed sex is pressed against the front of the bag. The vibrator makes contact with her enlarged labia, with the dildo protruding between them. The immersed figure responds instantly, twitching and squirming. The maid knows just how to subtly move the vibrator for maximum effectiveness, pressing harder. The bound woman is soon writhing, flapping her doubled-over arms comically – they are the only parts of herself she can move. She is performing a strange dance.

The faraway look in her eyes has gone. Wide and bright, blinking rapidly, they are looking down at the wand as she attempts to press her hips harder against the front of the bag, to increase the stimulation. The plastic bag is rippling, the liquid within turning into a maelstrom. The chains suspending the bag are groaning with increased protest. Her reactions have been so immediate, so desperate, revealing her high state of arousal.

The pantomime continues for a couple of minutes. Briefly, the maid lifts the vibrator from the groin to touch it to the two balls clamped to the immersed woman’s nipples, teasing her, but it soon drops back down to the lower target again. At one point, the laptop chirps again, confirming the latest electric shock and the figure freezes rigid for a couple of seconds between lurching in agony. It is not possible to tell where she was shocked, but her sexual need only surges stronger as the pain dissipates. The bound woman is fidgeting frenziedly, fighting her bonds, shuddering, twitching.

This time, the sound-effect from the laptop is the imitation of a police car siren. It is incongruous within the confines of the mausoleum, but the maid knows what it means. Immediately, she pulls the vibrator back from the bag and switches it off, stepping away, pausing only momentarily in an attempt to steady the movement of the suspended bag. She steps down off the tomb, returns to the table to replace the vibrator.

The latex-encapsulated figure inside the bag continues to struggle, trying to continue the sexual stimulation as much as she can. Rubbing her clamped nipples against the plastic isn’t enough though and as she tires her writhing gradually lessens. The siren alarm stops as abruptly as it started. Exhausted, the woman becomes still except for her chest rising and falling as she struggles for breath. In the quiet, her heavy breathing can be heard softly rasping through the plastic tube. Her eyes stare out, pleading, tearful.

There are sensors in the catsuit, situated in the crotch. They can detect from muscle spasms when an orgasm is approaching. They send an alert to the laptop which initiates the alarm. The occupant of the bag is not permitted to climax. In the top left corner of the laptop screen is a countdown timer. It is currently at four hours, forty seven minutes and thirty eight seconds and falling. It started at twenty four hours exactly.

Mopsy returns to her place at the bottom edge of the tomb. With elegant movements only, she drops back down onto her knees and bows forward, placing her forehead against the black marble once more. Her skirts fall forward to display her marked buttocks, the crosses centred on both cheeks. The eerie light casts strange shadows on her backside.

The laptop chirps yet again. The inhabitant of the bag jerks once more.


Day One

Luna

The Newton’s cradle on her desk had been a gift from Thema Owusu. Luna de Raveneaux found it mesmerizing to watch as the balls at each end swung up and dropped back down while the three in between appeared motionless. Of course, Thema being Thema, the gizmo clamped to the corner of Luna’s desk had more to it than just the cradle.

Also incorporated into the unit were two wheels that spun around at high speed. Each wheel had three concentric rings that continually changed colour and which moved forward and backward independent of each other, seemingly at random. Each of the rings was slightly off being fully round, elliptical, something between a circle and an egg shape. When this device was switched on it was captivating, the colours and the movement forming constantly changing shapes and patterns, a kaleidoscope that held the eye, verging on the hypnotic.

Thema had seen another function for it. That was the way her mind worked. Included with the gift were two chains that connected to the outer rings on each wheel.

At that moment, a maid was standing in front of the gizmo. The apron across her bust had been pulled in on both sides to expose her large breasts, which were bare underneath. The latex had been twisted and tucked into the deep valley between, their size and jut enough to hold it there. The maid was standing upright with her hands raised and locked together behind her head. This curved her back and pushed her chest forward. Each of her nipples had a thick bar piercing it, little balls on the ends of each rod. The chains from the Gizmo were clamped onto the barbells and the maid was positioned so that the chains were taut.

Once the wheels were spinning at full speed, the maid’s nipples were in constant motion, being perpetually manipulated, and as the rings moved forward and back, the nipples were stretched, elongated. It was at the same time both acutely pleasurable and continually painful. As could be seen on the maid’s face, it was a very intense experience. It worked best, though, when the chains were connected to genital piercings, they were just the right height to get the full effect of the rings’ movements. Luna’s pet Sweetmeat could be made to cum multiple times in quick succession when chained to it in this way.

To add to the maid’s distress, Luna had worked over the servant’s nipples with her twelve-inch, bendy plastic ruler before connecting the chains. Each teat had been struck more than a dozen times and they both had a deep red hue and a puffy, swollen appearance, so hard they looked ready to burst. The maid would be extra conscious of them for the rest of the day as her apron rubbed on them. Things like that gave Luna a perverse but deep satisfaction.

Her desire to dominate others, even to inflicting physical pain and distress, the thrill it gave her, just couldn’t be resisted. It had blossomed enormously over the last year since she had inherited Heron’s Lap and become the new Matriarch. She knew these proclivities should disturb her, but they rarely did anymore. What had started as idle fantasies was now a prevailing trait of her personality. Any doubts about this newfound cruel inclination soon shrank away with the rush of arousal and pleasure she received from having the power to bring those fantasises to life, enabled by the abundance of willing submissives at her disposal at Heron’s Lap.

And they had to be willing, they had to be getting something out of it, too. That was an iron rule that she never considered breaking. In that she was confident. The thought of imposing these whims on the unreceptive had no appeal at all, appalled her as much now as ever. She still couldn’t help thinking back to this all starting only after her grandmother had passed away – even though at the time she hadn’t known the fact, hadn’t even known that Dominique de Raveneaux even existed.

Something had happened to her. She had always been a rationalist, not believing in superstitions or the paranormal. But she also couldn’t find an explanation for the emergence of the dominatrix within, seemingly from nowhere. She couldn’t accept the coincidence, or that she had suppressed these desires before, being somehow in denial. So how to make sense of it? And what about the ravens that followed her around… that looked at her so knowingly? She didn’t want to overthink it. Her life had been transformed and it felt so good, so right.

The maid was called Smudge. She was the newest and least experienced of the three maids serving at the house. She was making good, steady progress but wasn’t quite the finished article yet. But she tried so hard to please, Luna found it charming. Her face was so expressive, you could see her struggling to maintain her discipline as the chains to her nipples created myriad sensations, gasping and squeaking, on the verge of tears. She was fighting so hard to hold her position, resist the urge to lean forward and ease the pain. The way her lower lip trembled and her eyes stayed so wide, disbelieving, when she was subject to gratuitous cruelty. It was such a delight to watch.

Luna loved the elaborate uniform the maids wore here. The basic design went back more than 200 years, with adaptions such as the introduction of latex. It looked stunning. She adored the sensual noises that the heavy, multiple skirts made whenever the servants moved, preventing them from being able to slink around unnoticed, constantly drawing attention to themselves.

The maids were trained to move only with the utmost grace and elegance. Every little motion had to be considered, like a choreographed dance, the swirl of the weighty skirts had to be controlled. Their mercilessly corseted waists and stiff, high collars ensuring they remained rigidly upright. The flawlessly polished latex always gleaming, pristine.

And it was all designed to remove as much of the individuality of each woman as possible, so they appeared all alike. They were kept on a strict fitness regimen, a strict diet. All the maids at Heron’s Lap were of approximately the same height. They were given the same size breasts and lips. It was near impossible to tell them apart without seeing their faces. The wimples and veils covered their heads completely, except for the oval that revealed their features. Even then one would need more than a quick glance to be sure of their identity, their makeup was identical and heavy, false lashes of the same length.

It was somewhat easier with Smudge as she was mixed race, half-Indian, half-white English. Her slightly dusky skin more noticeable against the pale complexions of her colleagues (maids at Heron’s Lap had very little opportunity to get out into the sunshine - they were given vitamin D supplements to compensate.) The whole rig was all-encompassing and must have been supremely uncomfortable to wear for such prolonged periods, but it looked sensational.

Smudge had been connected to the gizmo for quite some time. Luna pushed her chair back away from the desk and stood up. Aside from her power, Luna now had more money than she could ever feasibly spend. It had allowed her to acquire a wardrobe of tailor-made leather garments from the finest designers. This morning she was wearing a knee-length dress in a compelling cobalt blue from a young designer she had discovered in London. She smoothed the skirt down, relishing the feel of the soft, buttery hide against her fingers and palms.

She liked clean lines, unfussy styling, simple but classy. The dress was form-fitting, a slit at the back of the skirt ensured her legs could move freely. The sleeves were three-quarter length and the neckline was asymmetric, lower on one shoulder than the other. The matching boots of the exact same colour had been especially commissioned by her to wear with the dress. Knee-high, they had a moderate four-inch stiletto heel – that was high enough for Luna unless she was feeling especially sexy. Sometimes she liked to feel feminine and today was one of those days.

Her black hair was loose down her back, but at the sides it had been pulled around her head and clipped in place so it didn’t get in her way. Picking up her trusty ruler again, she sauntered around her desk and switched off the gizmo. Smudge’s breathing was quite fast. Luna unclipped the chains from the maid’s nipple piercings. She could feel the heat and the hardness in the nipples, the swelling, but she hadn’t finished yet.

“Turn toward me, wench.”

Smudge immediately obeyed. Her eyes briefly met Luna’s then dropped down. Luna could see the fear and arousal in them, sense the nervousness. It was so thrilling to dominate women like this, to have utter control of every aspect of their lives, to see the effect it had on them. It was magical!

“Push those huge jugs out as far as you can.”

Smudge leaned forward, curving her spine even more, presenting her breasts to Luna. Luna lifted her arm that held the ruler and with a flick of her wrist brought the bendy plastic down right on top of the maid’s right nipple. The large breast bounced under the contact. The sound of the impact was satisfying. Smudge whimpered, flinching very slightly, but maintained her position. Luna repeated the stroke on the left nipple. The maid gasped.

After a pause, Luna attacked both nipples with a barrage of hits, putting as much force into each as she could. Right, left, right, left, the strokes came rapidly, continuously. The nipples began to swell even more. Naturally, they were quite dark, brownish. As they became more enflamed they actually lightened as they reddened. Smudge was sobbing, still holding position but unable to stay still. Luna continued the torrent of blows until her arm started to ache, at which point she stopped.

“Lovely! Don’t they look beautiful? So big and full of colour!”

“Yes, Maîtresse.” The maid gasped. She was panting, her chest rising and falling dramatically, breasts swaying slightly as she squirmed.

Putting the ruler down, Luna grabbed a breast in each hand, hefting and squeezing them, her thumbs toggling the nipples, which were so hot. To her credit, Smudge held her position, though she flinched continually.

“Good girl!”

Luna untangled the maid’s apron where it had been pulled between her breasts, out of the way, putting it back in place so that it covered them again. The punished nipples tented the latex. They looked like a cartoonist’s exaggeration, but these were real. Luna couldn’t resist pinching them through the rubber, causing the maid to squeak.

Then Luna turned her attention elsewhere, to the stunning figure standing up against the wall just across the other side of her desk. What an erotic spectacle the woman made. She was laced into a heavy rubber discipline helmet, the latex thick, especially over her ears, where extra padding was designed to block out sound. There were no holes for the eyes, just two grommets beneath the nostrils and a short tube protruding out from where her mouth would be.

Luna was very familiar with the helmet. She knew it contained a fearsome gag that packed the mouth with dense rubber that expanded once it was behind the teeth, sheathing the breathing tube. It also had two pouches that slipped between the teeth and the cheeks, making them bulge like a chipmunk. It prevented the jaws from being closed together. She imagined it was deeply unpleasant to wear for any prolonged length of time.

The collar of the helmet was laced closed over a severe neck corset. It wrapped the throat tightly, stretching the neck, making it appear unnaturally long and narrow. It was strange and vaguely disturbing and held the woman’s head high and fixed in place. There were two chains attached to D-rings on the sides of the neck corset that connected to a ring on the wall behind her head, holding her in place.

Across her shoulders and under her armpits were the thick straps of a monoglove that held her arms sheathed behind her, trapped between her body and the wall. The monoglove reached right up to her biceps, pulling her elbows together and drawing her shoulders back harshly, while her feet were stretched two feet apart, held in position by a leg-spreader. She was wearing crotch-high ballet boots of black latex that gave her dramatic height.

But the most remarkable feature of her figure was her waist. A heavy leather under-bust corset produced the narrowest waist Luna had ever seen. It was a truly shocking sight. Many years of waist-training and tight-lacing had transformed the shape of the woman’s torso. The corset didn’t have the progressive in-out curve of conventional stays, it had a stem that must have been close to three inches in length, holding her entire midriff at the minimum circumference. Luna knew the maids at Heron’s Lap had to get their waists down to nineteen inches corseted. There was no comparison between their wonderful hourglass curves and this figure. Her waist was inches smaller.

This had squeezed much of her torso upward, pushing her large breasts forward quite dramatically. She looked like she was made of two parts, her torso slotting into her hips. Each breath she took moved her chest out in a pronounced way, an exaggerated fashion, very much drawing attention to her bust as well as her waist. Luna was still finding it difficult to believe what she was seeing.

The woman’s nipples were hard, projecting forward, pierced with quite heavy-gauge D-rings. They were large too, tumescent.

Luna picked up the ruler again. She took Smudge’s rubber sheathed hand in her own.

“Come.”

She strode across to the stringently bound figure, leading the maid behind her.

“On your knees between her legs and pleasure her with your mouth. Make her cum as many times as you can.”

“Yes, Maîtresse.”

The maid dropped gracefully to kneel in front of the bound woman, spreading her skirts about so that they didn’t get caught underneath her. The split that ran all the way down their length at the back parted to expose her naked, toned backside. It was blotchy red in places, a sign that she had been spanked with some minor implement sometime earlier in the morning. She put her hands behind her back, crossing her wrists. Maids were not allowed to use their hands when performing oral unless specifically told to do so.

“Wait!”

Luna leaned over to examine the bound woman’s genitals close up for the first time. Like the nipples, the labia had been modified, augmented. Enlarged and puffy, they were very prominent. Luna’s personal maid – Flopsy – had prepared the woman and placed her here. In a move that was uncharacteristically devious, she had connected a chain from the ring at the tip of the monoglove, running it between the anonymous figure’s legs where it disappeared into the sex. There was no slack in the chain.

Luna reached out a hand to spread the outer labia apart. Blind and deaf, the woman jumped at the sudden and unexpected touch to her most private and intimate place, but her bondage was such that she could do little about it even if she had wanted to. Her clitoris was abnormally large. If her outer labia hadn’t been so distended and pronounced, the clit would have been visible, poking through them. Unusually, the actual clit itself was pierced. Luna knew that it was rare that a woman’s clitoris was anatomically suitable for piercing, it was fascinating to see one this close.

The ring through it was substantial, more than just decorative. It was to this ring that Flopsy had connected the chain from the monoglove. Any time the monoglove moved it would be yanking on the clit ring. She must have experienced some interesting sensations when she had been marched here!

The vulva was absolutely dripping wet with the woman’s arousal. Even the outer labia were glistening from the leakage. Trickles of pussy juice had found their way down both of her thighs. The odour was strong. It wouldn’t take much to bring her off. Luna dragged her fingernail back and forth across the engorged clit, causing the woman to jerk helplessly, her hips to spasm. Her breaths rasped and whistled through the tube into her mouth.

Luna stood back upright. She put her fingers to Smudge’s full-lipped, pouty mouth.

“Clean me up, poppet.”

The maid reverentially closed her lips over the wet fingers, licking the pussy juice off diligently. Luna finally wiped them dry on the bound woman’s mound, in the gap between the bottom of the corset and the vulva. The skin there was baby soft and smooth. Luna guessed the woman’s pubic hair had been permanently removed, probably by electrolysis. It was something she really needed to think about for sweetmeat.

“Go ahead.”

Her hand on the back of the maid’s rubber-covered head pushed Smudge’s mouth onto the sopping sex. It went to work on the pussy eagerly, tongue pushing the labia apart. The woman bucked, shuddering, twitching.

Luna was eyeing up those plump nipples. She lifted her ruler once more, bringing it down hard on the right one. It landed with a satisfying smack. Once more taken completely by surprise, the bound woman jumped again. Luna immediately followed up with a hit to the left nipple. She watched them swelling even bigger. They were a pale pink colour and marked up nicely, reddening as she watched. Luna was going to enjoy this. She began to repeatedly strike each nipple in turn at a steady pace.

The woman was Nutmeg. She had been the submissive pet of Luna’s grandmother, Dominique, for more than twenty years, right up until her death a year ago. Nutmeg had looked very different when she had arrived earlier.

She had requested a meeting with Luna, which Luna was more than happy to grant. After all the years of dedicated service, Nutmeg had her utmost respect. After Dominique’s death, Nutmeg had retired to The Cottages. The Cottages were at the top of the estate, a place where former employees could stay indefinitely when they finished their service, if they wished to remain at Heron’s Lap. Most didn’t, but the offer was there.

Luna had met her previously. She had been at the funeral and wake for Dominique, and Luna had spoken with her again shortly after becoming the matriarch to check on her welfare. Dominique’s death had hit the submissive hard, even though it had not been unexpected. She had devoted her life to Luna’s grandmother and the void left by her passing was enormous. She had wanted to retreat to The Cottages. She had been offered and accepted counselling from a psychologist.

When Flopsy had brought the woman up to Luna’s private quarters in the round tower earlier, she had been dressed in a modest, full-length black gown, loose-fitting, that disguised her startling figure. She had a scarf around her neck that was only partially successful in hiding the neck corset. What she couldn’t conceal was the effect the two corsets had on her posture and the way she moved.

The neck corset had given her such an unnaturally long throat, her head held so high and rigid, swanlike and bizarre. She moved so stiffly, though very elegantly as she appeared to glide across the floor. In the year that Nutmeg had been at The Cottages, she had chosen to continue the strict regimen of tight-lacing that Dominique had subjected her to, even though she had now been free to ease herself back to normality, despite the radical restrictions this placed on her body and freedom. Luna found this amazing.

Luna knew the woman was forty-five years old, but she didn’t look it. The strict Heron’s Lap diet and exercise programme no doubt contributed to why she was in such great shape, and she appeared to have maintained both to some degree during the last year, which must have taken some serious self-discipline. After decades of denial, Luna would have surely binged on all the things she had been denied for so long.

She had a very pretty, round face, a cute little nose and plump, very kissable lips. Her dirty-blonde hair was very short. Her eyes had briefly glanced at Luna as she stepped out of the lift, before dropping deferentially. Then her gaze had been drawn to the right, where the tattooist’s bench was set up, where the buzzing of the needle drew her attention. Luna’s own pet, Sweetmeat, was strapped face down on the bench, the subject of the needle.

Luna had come forward to greet Nutmeg. The woman had dropped an impeccable curtsy as she came to a stop in front of Luna. It was when Luna had hugged her that she was reminded of just how radically her body had been reshaped, modified to the desires of Dominique. It had been astonishing to feel her waist. Luna had wanted Nutmeg to feel at ease, so Luna sat on the sofa and had the woman sit beside her. Nutmeg perched herself on the edge of the seat cushion, looking very prim, like a Victorian lady. The softness of the sofa wasn’t quite compatible with the harshness of her stays and her training to remain decorous at all times hadn’t been lost in the past year. Luna ordered coffees.

Luna was altogether more laid back, snuggled into the corner of the sofa. From her position, she could see beyond Nutmeg to the bent back of the tattooist, Felidia, who was perched on a stool, working on Sweetmeat’s lower back. The continual hum of the needle providing a backdrop to the conversation.

Felidia was very tall, over six feet even in flat shoes, and years of working bent over had given her a slight stoop. She had very big eyes. Her hair was cropped short, razored up the sides and dyed a mixture of pink and blue. Her loose, sleeveless top displayed her fully-tattooed arms and neck.

Luna couldn’t see Sweetmeat from her position, but the image of her was still prominent in her memory. Her pet was wearing an identical heavy rubber discipline helmet to that which Nutmeg would be experiencing in a short while. Luna had only recently acquired them, but they were among her most favourite toys at the moment, they were so uncompromising and controlling. She was currently using them at every opportunity. She had also added ear-plugs for sweetmeat before the helmet was laced in place, ensuring the pet would be unable to hear anything that was going on around her, as well as being blind.

Sweetmeat’s arms were clad in shoulder-length latex mittens. Each arm was stretched out down the length of a leg of the bench, bound to it at wrist and bicep. Her legs were sheathed in crotch-high rubber ballet boots that had no heel at all. Straps across her thighs and ankles held them down on the bench. Another strap across the back of her neck ensured her head was held pressed down against the soft padding of the bench. The pet could barely move a muscle.

Tattoos hadn’t really been on Luna’s radar. It had been Thema who had put the idea in her head. Luna had seen so many bad and mediocre tattoos and couldn’t understand why people would mark up their bodies for life with such ill-thought-out and executed doodles, permanent blemishes to their skin. It wasn’t until Thema had showed Luna what was possible with a great artist and genuine imagination that she had started to get a desire to tattoo Sweetmeat.

But the kind of tattoos she had in mind were prodigious and irrevocable, epic. Luna wasn’t interested in a cute little something on a random body part. She had held back for a while. This was something that couldn’t be undone, would change Sweetmeat’s appearance for ever. She discussed it with her pet and lover on several occasions. Sweetmeat appeared quite excited by the idea. But she was of such a submissive disposition now, drunk on the perpetual state of lust and compliance that her life had become and the joy that it brought that Luna was convinced she would agree to just about anything. Luna took the responsibility for Sweetmeat’s welfare seriously.

Eventually she had gone ahead with getting a full sleeve for Sweetmeat’s left arm. Thema had put Luna in touch with Felidia and they had come up with a fantastic design. It was very dark and gothic – literally and metaphorically – most of the arm was black and graduated shades of grey, populated by bats and crows in flight, silhouetted against twilight skies. On the upper arm and shoulder was a pale supermoon, exquisitely detailed with craters and texture. In front of it was the head of a raven, its beady eye staring straight at the viewer. It was incredibly lifelike.

The result had blown Luna away. It was fantastic, spectacular! Sweetmeat loved it. Within a few weeks of it being finished, Luna was having more ideas. She wanted a landscape of Heron’s Lap across the entirety of Sweetmeat’s back, from the shoulders and neckline to the top of the buttocks. She wouldn’t have proceeded without the pet’s consent, though. When Sweetmeat saw the design she was as keen as Luna to go ahead.

It was a view from the top corner of the lake, looking down the length. The trees had the herons’ nests with the birds in them. On the shoulder blades and between them would be blue sky with fluffy white clouds, more herons circling over the water. On the right-hand side of the pet’s waist would be the house with its gothic emblems and tower. The shimmering water of the lake would cover a large part of her back.

The mammoth tattoo was nearly finished and looking stunning. On the days when she was present, Felidia worked two sessions, each of two or three hours at a time. It was expected to be complete by the end of the week. Not having any tattoos herself, Luna had no idea how much it hurt, but Sweetmeat said it hurt a lot, and she had learned to develop a high tolerance for pain in the last year. Luna had found the background buzzing of the needle as she went about her day both relaxing and exciting at the same time. She would miss it when it was gone.

Sweetmeat

She had grown to love the pain of the tattoo needle. It made her cream. But then these days what didn’t? Was she turning into a pain slut? The prospect was scary, but her desires were dominated by the heat in her pussy, always.

And the thought of her body as a canvas, to carry the beautiful artwork that Maîtresse desired, that left her stoked, as well. She would be just what her Maîtresse wanted her to be. What a rush it gave her! She was so horny.

It seemed so long that she had been strapped on the bench, under the needle, her arousal just rising, encompassing her consciousness completely to the exclusion of all else. But there was little she could do about it. Any movement she made would just get the tattooist irritated, Felidia would press Sweetmeat firmly down against the bench until she was still. If Sweetmeat pushed her further, she would earn a spank or pinch to her arse. Felidia was very assertive and not afraid to hurt Sweetmeat.

Bound as she was, there was no way she could put any pressure or friction on her pussy to physically stimulate herself, to scratch the overwhelming itch, quell the fires that burned there. And she didn’t want to be disobedient, to earn the disapproval of Maîtresse, earn herself even more pain and punishment. So she tried to stay as still as possible. She could feel her pussy leaking. She would leave a puddle on the bench, revealing to everyone what a slut she was, as if they didn’t already know! She had to hope she would get the chance to cum soon.

At the end of the session, she would be expected to pleasure Felidia as a thank you, as a tip. It was usually with her mouth. On one level, she was indignant that Maîtresse pimped her out this way, like a cheap slut, like a whore. But her body always betrayed her. It was thrilling. She couldn’t wait until her head was locked between the strong thighs of the tattooist, her mouth against Felidia’s pungent, distinctly flavoured vulva, drinking the woman’s essence, giving pleasure. Her lust surged at the thought, one more coal added to the fire.

And there was no end to it anymore. Always wet, always craving more, in a perpetual state of excitement and desire. Sometimes, just sometimes, for a few minutes after a powerful orgasm, her need was sated, the burn in her consciousness and pussy was gone. But they were fleeting moments. There was so much to spark that part of her back to life. She was always conscious of her sexualized self, which was continually fed by everything and everyone around her. She had been turned into a sexual fundamentalist!

She could hear her breath whistling through the tube in the gag, hear and feel the creak of the helmet if she moved even the slightest, but nothing else. Maîtresse always plugged her ears before putting on this helmet. Together with the thick padding incorporated into the helmet, it removed virtually all external sound.

This helmet had been a recent acquisition by Maîtresse, and at the moment it seemed to be a favourite. Sweetmeat had been wearing it a lot. She vehemently hated it. It was cruel and punitive, the rubber so thick and heavy. It laced so tight, putting pressure on her skull and face, compressing all over. It quickly became stifling, felt so enclosing.

But the worst thing was the gag. It packed her mouth out, causing her jaws and cheeks to ache abominably. The latex tasted foul. If she bit down into the latex in an attempt to take the strain off her jaws, that eventually caused a different ache and became unsustainable and she had to let the rubber force them apart again. It was an evil thing.

Still, she got aroused every time this thing was put on her. It was such a symbol of Maîtresse’s absolute control of her mind and body. She shuddered. Her bound arms pulled at the straps, reaffirming their captivity, and the pain of the tattoo needle made her groan into the gag. She needed to cum… She needed her pussy to be touched… She groaned again.

Luna

Nutmeg had taken a sip of her coffee. Her fingers looked so dainty and fragile holding the cup. She was quintessentially feminine, adorable. Luna could well see why her grandmother had been so enamoured of the woman. And she wore her submissive nature like a flashing light on her head. Luna felt an overwhelming desire to dominate her which she was trying to resist.

“Please forgive me, My Lady, but I have to ask something of you.” Nutmeg’s voice was so soft and gentle, so quiet. It felt like speaking the words had drained her of her breath.

“Anything.” Luna urged.

“I need to honour the anniversary of my Maîtresse’s passing with something more than the ceremony next week.”

“What did you have in mind?”

“A vigil… By Ms de Raveneaux’s tomb… Perhaps for the whole of the day?”

“It would be my pleasure to facilitate that for you.” Luna’s interest was immediately sparked.

“Thank you. I would be very grateful, My Lady.”

Nutmeg sipped at her coffee once again.

“It will be an ordeal for you, though. You should be warned. The rules under which you previously lived would apply. It would have to be something my grandmother would have approved of.”

“I understand that, My Lady. That is my wish, too. An offering to my Maîtresse that she would have judged worthy.”

“Exactly! Just so we understand each other.”

“I do, My Lady.”

There was a period of silence where the humming of the tattoo gun came to the fore. There was a sharp crack. Felidia had spanked Sweetmeat, and it had been a hard strike, reflecting the tattooist’s growing exasperation with the pet’s inability to stay still. Luna, meanwhile, sensed that Nutmeg had more to say. She waited patiently.

“I still have twenty months left on my contract, My Lady.”

Luna was aware that Nutmeg’s contract had yet to expire, though she didn’t know the specifics of dates. The offer had been made to pay the contract up in full, but Nutmeg had chosen to remain at The Cottages and let the contract continue. Luna wondered if the woman had changed her mind.

“And we will honour it, Nutmeg. It can be paid up in full immediately if that is what you wish. You don’t need my authority for that, just speak with Ms Green or Miss Morton.”

“No, I don’t want that, My Lady… I’ve had time to think… To talk things over… To realize what I want now…”

“And?”

“I know I don’t have the right to ask… But would you permit me to serve out the remainder of the contract in all aspects, here at the house… If you could find a place for me…” Nutmeg’s voice got fainter as the words came out. The final sentence was almost inaudible. She seemed to be struggling to breathe.

Luna reached out and took Nutmeg’s hand in her own. It was trembling. The moment had been almost surreal. The woman was virtually twice Luna’s age, literally old enough to be her mother, yet emotionally it felt the reverse.

“You will always be welcome here, Nutmeg, for as long as you want. But I need you to be absolutely sure. I will never be able to replace my grandmother in your heart, I wouldn’t even try, and I will not spare you if you choose to come back here. It will be on my terms, not as it was before.”

“I understand, My Lady. I have never been more certain… This is what I need.”

“Very good. It will be a pleasure to have you here. Welcome back!”

Luna leaned over and kissed Nutmeg on the cheek. Then she put the back of her hand against Nutmeg’s mouth where it was kissed tentatively, but reverentially. The woman was nervous, fearful. Their eyes met briefly before Nutmeg looked down again.

Luna snapped her fingers to summon Flopsy, who had been standing some distance away, motionless, with impeccable self-discipline, until she was required.

“Put Nutmeg into something more suitable and bring her back here, Flopsy. Let’s try one of those new helmets.”

“Yes, Maîtresse.”


Day Three

Mrembo

Mrembo’s horseshoe clad hoofs clattered loudly on the flagstones as she was led, prancing, into the tack room, lifting her thighs high, parallel to the floor, with each step. The front part of each hoof dropped down each time she lifted her foot, requiring her to reach further forward with every step to have the correct angle to be able to bring the hoof flat onto the floor. The action gave her a bouncing gait that mimicked that of a real pony.

The groom was leading her by a chain connected to the ring through her septum. The ring was heavy and thick, not at all like a piece of fashion jewellery, almost filling each nostril, its weight constantly pulling on the sensitive cartilage that separated them. Mrembo was an obedient pony and the groom wasn’t cruel, so the chain looped down to the groom’s hand with no danger of snapping taut providing the ponygirl matched the groom’s pace, though she could still feel the weight of the chain tugging on her nose.

There were two other ponygirls already in the tack room being prepared for the day. Mrembo caught fleeting glimpses of each. Both were from the team of six identical-looking ponies with their brassy blonde manes streaked through with thick lines of black, shiny metal harnesses glittering under the artificial lights. Mrembo was being led from the washing area where she had just been thoroughly cleaned inside and out, ready for her own tack. Her huge bare tits bounced and swayed freely with each step, keeping her conscious of their size and weight – and her perpetually tender, sore nipples.

As well as her pony boots, she was wearing the thick, heavy metal band that encircled her waist, drawing it in tight. It was more than two inches wide and though the edges were smooth and curved, they still caused discomfort, sinking deeply into her midriff, but it was something she had learned to live with. It was an integral part of her tack and had never been removed since it was first locked in place. It had rings and slots all around it so the rest of her outfit could be attached to it.

The metal wasn’t bright and shiny like that of her fellow ponies nearby. Though it was clean and smooth, the finish was dull, barely reflecting the light, but still stylish in a utilitarian fashion. It was also altogether more substantial and weighty.

At the moment, her wrists were cuffed to a ring at the back of the waistband, holding her arms behind her. Unlike the other ponygirls, who had their hands entirely enclosed in mittens of leather or metal, hers remained exposed, though still rendered virtually useless by the series of connected rings that sleeved her fingers, holding them against each other, preventing her from bending any of the joints. There was a cap for her thumbs, which was joined to the index finger ring, rendering them immovable, too.

Her wrists always remained bound, usually behind her, even when she was out of her tack. Even when she was exercising in the gym, her wrists would be cuffed to the equipment. Cuffs that matched her waistband, of the same thick, heavy metal, were permanently locked around them. They had been shaped to fit them exactly, snug and unable to move. A thin bar joined the wrist cuff to the metal sleeve on her middle finger, holding her hand fully extended, restricting the mobility of the joint.

“Stop!”

The groom tugged on the chain to Mrembo’s nose ring, holding it low down, close to the ponygirl’s body. It hurt, but it wasn’t done maliciously or overly harshly. Mrembo hadn’t found any of the grooms at Heron’s Lap to be unnecessarily cruel – unlike her owner, or the estate manager Ms Vietz, both of whom were genuine sadists in the pony’s opinion.

The pony was turned to the right. Even when turning on the spot, she had been trained to lift her thighs high, parallel to the floor, before adopting the regular standing position – feet together, shoulders pushed back as far as possible, her tits thrust forward extravagantly. Mrembo was in the usual place where she was tacked up, in the corner of the room a little away from the other ponygirls. She was looking at her reflection in the full-length mirror that was placed there. It was the only mirror in the room and she was the only pony who was tacked up in front of it. She could only assume it was a provision requested by her owner.

As far as she knew, she was the only pony in the stable that wasn’t the property of The Maîtresse of Heron’s Lap. Mrembo belonged to someone else entirely. She was still shocked and horrified by her new appearance despite the months that had passed since she had been physically altered to her new owner’s requirements.

Her head was held so upright. She was sure that her neck had been stretched, it appeared so long, but maybe that was just an illusion and her paranoia. It wasn’t the collar around her throat, that wasn’t much more than two inches wide. Made of the same metal as her waistband and cuffs, it was thick and heavy and fit so snuggly that she could feel it whenever she swallowed. It was positioned midway down her throat. Above and below it there were four additional hoops locked around her neck, again of the same metal. The two directly above and below the collar were just as close fitting, sized exactly to her measurements, giving a slight but permanent feeling of constriction.

The top and bottom rings were of a marginally greater circumference to give her neck a slight concave curve that was more aesthetically pleasing to the eye. The lowest ring rested on her collarbone, while the topmost was tucked right under her jaw, pressing into the soft flesh there. It held her neck at its full extension, each metal circle lying on the one underneath. None of the skin of her throat was visible and the weight and thickness was much greater than it needed to be. Until her bit was fitted, she could move her head just a tiny amount to the left and right and fractionally up and down.

The collar was never removed and the only time the hoops were taken off was for her gym session every morning, being replaced after she had been washed down.

Then there was the visor. The metal was shaped to fit the contours of the upper part of her face exactly. There were cut-outs for her eyes and the piece sat on her cheekbones, curving around her head to cover her ears completely. Two realistically shaped horses ears curved upward above her own, finishing in points, bent around to form little hollows. The visor was attached to her via five piercings through the rim of each of her real ears and in her lobes. There was also a prong that projected into each ear, pressing into the cartilage of the tunnel. Mrembo didn’t know what the purpose of that was other than providing an additional discomfort, keeping her conscious of its presence.

There was another, more substantial piercing through the top of the bridge of her nose, right between her eyes, which held the visor in place. The sturdy bar was capped at each end by a sizable ball that impinged slightly on her vision. The eyeholes through the metal were almond shaped and at a 30o angle, the lower corners nearest her nose. The visor fitted so closely that it hardly restricted her vision at all. It projected lower over her nose, covering most of it, but it was artfully shaped. It looked stylish and attractive, but was very striking and certainly enhanced her equine appearance.

The visor was only removed once a week for cleaning, at which time her eyebrows were waxed, taken away completely. It would have bothered her, except the visor hid them completely, anyway. The neck rings and the visor combined made her look quite bizarre, like some ancient Egyptian goddess on a hieroglyphic.

What she hated, what mortified her, were the appliances in her lips. Her owner had augmented her lips further so they were overly plump and had them pierced multiple times. The rings that passed through the holes crisscrossed diagonally over each other, slotting together to form one piece for each lip, imprisoning them, shaping them into an exaggerated pout, preventing her from being able to close her mouth fully – there was always an oval gap in the centre. The excessively puffy, bee-stung look ensured that the metal sunk deeply into each lip, their plumpness bulging out between the unyielding framework.

As well as looking freaky, she was unable to manipulate her lips properly to form words – though as a ponygirl she was forbidden from speaking anyway and dare not try to see how it would impair her speech. It was shocking, and there was something barbaric about it. She thought it made her look ugly, but everyone wanted to kiss her to feel what it was like. Mrembo had been unable to reconcile herself to this change. Her lips would constantly, instinctively fight the restriction of the metal in a vain attempt to have her mouth feel in some way normal, comfortable.

The groom wrapped a hobble chain around Mrembo’s ankles, then stepped in front of the ponygirl, temporarily blocking the view of herself. The groom was tall and athletic-looking, mid-to-late forties. She also had very large breasts and Mrembo was sure she must have been a ponygirl herself when she was younger. Her pale blue eyes were beautiful and kindly, the crow’s feet at their edges contributed to the effect that she was perpetually smiling.

Mrembo had been in her care several times. The way the stable operated, the grooms were not assigned a specific pony to care for day in and day out. The pony rarely had the same groom on consecutive days or even throughout the same day. When she returned from her daily run it was usually a different one who handled her to the groom that had tacked her up earlier. She didn’t know how many there were here… a lot! She only knew a few of them by name and not this one.

“Beautiful pony!” The groom’s eyes gleamed with arousal.

She cupped Mrembo’s big tits in her hands, hefting them, squeezing them gently. Mrembo murmured  in delight, the pleasure radiating out right through her body. As the groom continued to manipulate them, the ponygirl opened her mouth and groaned. Her arousal was overwhelming. Her owner was cruel in more ways than one. Mrembo wasn’t given the chance to cum very often. Her desire, her desperation for relief was kept at a maximum for days at a time. It was pure torture.

The groom’s thumbs brushed across the ponygirl’s turgid nipples and she gasped. They were so incredibly sensitive. Mrembo’s teats had been injected with something that had caused them to swell to twice their size and become ultra-sensitive. The slightest touch generated this weird pleasure-pain that could take her breath away. They spent most of everyday clamped, stretched and yanked, so were perpetually sore. They were both a gift and a curse, leaving her feeling so helpless and vulnerable.

“Ms Owusu will be here today, so you will wear your special tack!”

The words sent Mrembo’s heart racing, filling her with terror and panic at the same time as a further rush of arousal passed through her. She shuddered. The groom noticed and giggled.

Mrembo’s owner didn’t live at Heron’s Lap, but stabled her ponygirl there. Mrembo never knew when Ms Owusu would appear. Most weeks she would be here for a day or two. There was no apparent pattern to her presence and no one would bother to inform a ponygirl even if there was. When her owner wasn’t present, Mrembo wore regular pony tack – black leather harness buckled tight – but when Ms Owusu was going to use her, she would be tacked up in an expensive custom-made costume.

The ponygirl assumed the outfit was so cruel and severe that it wasn’t feasible for her to wear every day, her body just wouldn’t be able to cope with it. The most she had worn it so far was three days in a row – the memory of that third day a horror she would never forget. The prospect of wearing it at any time would have her guts twisting in knots with fear. Of course, as always, her body would betray her. As well as the dread, she felt that masochistic thrill, the heat growing between her legs. She couldn’t help herself, a prisoner to her own sexuality.

In bare feet the groom would have been several inches taller than Mrembo, but in her hoof boots the ponygirl was the taller by some margin. The groom stood on tiptoe to kiss the pony. Even once they had kissed her modified lips to feel what it was like, everyone remained fascinated with them, they remained the centre of attention. The metal framework made it difficult for her to respond, not to mention the restriction applied to her tongue, enforcing a frustrating passivity upon her in reply.

As the groom moved away, Mrembo was left staring at her own image once more. Her enlarged lips, seemingly perpetually puckered for another kiss, made her look dumb, she thought. Her new owner had changed her mane, too. The vivid red that had been such a fundamental part of her identity ever since she had become a ponygirl was now mostly gone and was heavily mourned. The strip of hair across the centre of her scalp was kept in four cornrow braids, each a different colour. Only one of them was red, the others were yellow, black (her natural colour) and green.

Each braid reached to halfway down her back and had four bows of leather woven into it, one of each of the four colours, but each in a different order. She had to admit that when they were loose, as now, they did look very pretty, swaying around her as she moved, but the first thing that the groom did was to tie the four strands together at the base of her neck. The braids were tight and caused her scalp to ache and required a huge amount of maintenance to keep pristine. Hours a week were spent working on them. Her tail had been recoloured to match the mane, but was always left to hang loose.

Despite everything, looking at her modified image, her face and body reshaped, changed, styled to satisfy the desires and whims of her owners, it turned her on, blew her mind. She was a bizarre, exotic, erotic vision of unbridled sexuality, of utter submission to the will of another. An object of pure lust. She ached with need. She wanted to be fucked so badly.

One at a time, the groom unlocked Mrembo’s wrists from behind her back and lifted them above her head, connecting the cuffs to the two chains that hung down from the ceiling. The ponygirl could see strings of pussy juice leaking from between her labia, dangling, dropping to the floor. There was a time when the sight would have mortified her, filled her with embarrassment, but she had long ago accepted she was a lust-addled slut. She gloried in the fact. Her hips gyrated in an attempt to find some physical stimulation, to scratch the itch. She immediately received a hard smack to her arse.

“Bad pony! Stay still!”

Mrembo took several deep breaths, trying to quell both her excitement and anxiety as she waited to be tacked up. This outfit tested her masochism to its limit with the pain and distress that it caused. She felt another tremor pass through her body, her fear confronting her arousal. There seemed no limit to the devious cruelty of her owner’s imagination and her ability to bring it to reality.

The breastplate was always fitted first. The metal was an exact facsimile of her tits, covering them completely except for round holes at the tips through which her nipples poked. It lifted her bust slightly, but otherwise was shaped to fit every curve precisely. Two chains at the top of the breastplate connected to her collar at the sides. On the underside of the metal breasts, a wide mesh band wrapped around her torso, locking at the back, the metal links providing a slight give to deal with the natural movements of her body, but they still pressed uncomfortably into her skin, leaving a pattern that remained embedded for some time after the ensemble was removed.

But that was the least of the problems for Mrembo. The insides of the breast cups were lined with countless little pins, enough to cover her entire tits. They weren’t sharp enough to break the skin, but each sunk deeply enough to hurt – combined, they hurt like hell. It was bad enough when the breastplate was first fitted and locked in place, but when she pranced and ran, her huge tits shifted inside the cups, pushing against the restraint, grinding on the prongs. It was pure agony.

Before the breastplate was fitted, her tits were heavily oiled – presumably an extra insurance to ensure the pins didn’t pierce her skin – which was an exquisitely pleasurable experience. Mrembo moaned in delight as they were gently handled again and the cool lube felt so good. She had never understood how the breast enlargement she had received from her first owner had left them so much more sensitive and erogenous than they had been before. Maybe it was purely psychological – they were so big, their weight keeping her always conscious of them, now. But it was very much a two-edged sword.

That sensitivity only served to exacerbate the pain and discomfort as the groom fitted the breastplate. Mrembo mewed in distress as the pins pressed into her tits – it never got any easier to cope with. The groom had a little hooked prong that she fed through the holes in each of the cups. She used it to snare the ponygirl’s nipple rings and pull them out through the holes, enabling the breastplate to be properly positioned.

The noise became even more urgent as the band was yanked tight behind her and locked in place, pushing the pins in even harder. There was a long, thin, black leather strap that threaded through multiple little rings in both the metal waistband and the chainmail band of the breastplate, criss-crossing between the two all the way around her torso, up and down, to form a wide-spaced webbing against her bare skin. It created an upward pressure on her waistband and a downward pressure on the breastplate, increasing the intensity of the pins sunk into her tit-flesh further still.

A thicker strap attached to the back of her collar and directly down to the breastplate band behind her, ensuring all the parts were tensioned against each other, removing any possibility of the breastplate slipping up or down. Two more straps over her shoulders connected the top of the breastplate to the band at the back. Mrembo’s torso was thoroughly bound. Every breath hurt as her chest swelled and her tits were forced deeper into the pins.

The groom stroked Mrembo’s bare scalp in sympathy. She did have cold hands.

“I know it’s hard, but you want to please your owner, don’t you! And you want to look beautiful for her, and you will!”

The breastplate really emphasized how big her tits were. It lifted them slightly, brought them forward, presented them. Her enlarged, tumescent nipples poked out prominently through the holes. The holes weren’t big enough for her nipple rings to fit cleanly through. Each teat had to be twisted and manipulated to get the metal through. Mrembo now had D-rings piercing each of them. The straight bars that passed through her flesh were slightly wider than the nipple itself, extending out either side of each, both ends capped with little balls.

Mrembo’s owner had been heavily influenced by Heron’s Lap and Ms de Raveneaux’s pony costumes when designing the tack for her first ever pony, especially with the shaped metal body-forms. But it was also true in reverse. Ms Owusu influenced The Maîtresse, too, as they spurred each other on to ever greater ways to torment their ponygirls. Mrembo couldn’t believe the suffering she now endured. It had been Ms Owusu’s idea to have nipple stretchers incorporated into Ms de Raveneaux’s pony Catnip’s tack, so when she acquired her own ponygirl, she naturally did the same.

Either side of each hole in the breast cups a little hook projected. Tugging on the D-rings, the groom stretched first one, then the other of Mrembo’s nipples, hooking the straight bar of the D-ring over the projections. This elongated each nipple by about an inch and a half. The rest of her tits were trapped firmly inside the cups and could not follow, all the strain was taken by the nipple itself. Mrembo whimpered as each ring was seated in place. The initial sharp pain only faded very gradually to a dull ache.

It had also been her owner’s idea to redesign the nipple bar to accommodate the reins instead of having them terminate at the pony’s D-rings. The single bar connected both nipples together, clamping them at each end of the rod. The clamps screwed down on the nipples at their tip, in front of the D-rings. The very ends of the bar had been modified, extra rings had been added so that the end of the reins could be connected to them. This allowed the nipples to be manipulated by the reins while still enabling them to remain in the stretchers. It was horribly ingenious.

Mrembo’s nipples were so sensitive, so tender to any touch, this kind of treatment was purest agony. The groom fed the end of her nipples into the clamps, turning the winged screws to close them, flattening the front part of her teats inside their grip. Mrembo jerked as she whimpered again, tears forming in her eyes. The bar was so heavy, as well as squeezing, their weight also pulled down perpetually, stretching the nipples even further. The groom stroked the ponygirl’s cheek sympathetically, but didn’t speak.

The combined pain of the pins, the stretchers and the bar was immense. Her instinct was to draw her hands down to try to protect her tortured nipples and tits, to bend over, to do anything to try to mitigate her suffering, but Mrembo was totally helpless to alleviate her situation in any way. She stared down at the cruel bondage imposed on them. They thrust forward so provocatively, as if seeking everyone’s attention, as if she were proud to have them suffer so.

It was hard to get her breathing right. A natural inclination to breathe as little and shallowly as possible to minimize the hurt always backfired. She would become short of breath as well as light-headed, forced to breathe heavier to compensate, only making her predicament worse.

Now her left arm was unfastened from the chain above her. Two spiral armbands, curling around multiple times, were slid up the arm, one above the elbow and one below. They were made of the same thick, heavy metal as her neck rings and waistband. They partly opened to allow fitment, then could be closed, fitting tightly, sinking into her skin, locking with an ominous clunk that needed a key to reopen. Like everything else, it was made-to-measure, fitting her curves exactly. The weight was substantial.

It was counter-intuitive to add all this extra load. The received wisdom was to make a pony’s tack as light as possible to allow the pony to run faster and for longer. Ms Owusu took a different approach, weighing her ponygirl down with the heavy, ultra-restrictive metal that made running a more arduous and difficult job. It reflected her alternative priorities. Increasing the suffering of her pony and maximizing the intensity of the bondage were her goals.

Her arm was then bent up behind her back. A short chain linked her wrist cuff to the back of her collar, holding her arm twisted uncomfortably high. Mrembo immediately felt the collar press into her throat as it took the extra weight. Something that was exacerbated further when her right arm, clad in matching spiral armbands, was also locked in place beside the left.

The placement of her arms in this position curved Mrembo’s spine further, forcing her tits deeper still into the prickly breast cups. Her gasping and flinching only became worse when the groom pushed both forearms together in a straight line down the centre of the ponygirl’s back, the dreaded reverse-prayer position, intensifying all the sensations even more. There were little tabs on the metal spirals of her left forearm that slotted into matching recesses in the right armband. Five clicks communicated that the two armbands were locked together, holding her arms immovably in place.

Familiarity with this pose did nothing to lessen the pain and discomfort. Her shoulders now pulled back so far it forced her tits out further still, in an even more exaggerated way. The immediate ache would dull somewhat over time as her arms became numb. Mrembo was trembling, breathing heavily. She tried to compose herself. Tears made her vision blurry.

But even this level of restraint was not enough for her owner. A chainmail strap was passed around the crook of each elbow, the two ends then fastened to the waistband near her hips. This held her elbows pressed into the small of her back. Since she was unable to move them at all anyway, this was superfluous – other than psychologically increasing her sense of restriction and the absoluteness of her bondage.

The position was called the reverse-prayer for good reason. Her palms were facing each other, rising vertically behind her neck. The short chains to her wrist cuffs still left a little slack, however. To remove this, there was a metal sleeve that slid over the fingers of both hands, pressing them together, holding them in the praying locus.

The groom had noticed Mrembo’s tremors. She stroked the ponygirl’s hip, kissed her cheek again, caressed her mane. One of her hand’s cupped the pony’s pussy and rubbed it gently. The woman might have been trying to be kind, but Mrembo hadn’t been allowed to cum for many days – she had lost count of how many – and her hips jerked and squirmed. It was more a torture than a pleasure. The two women’s eyes met briefly. The excitement and arousal of the groom was clear to see. She was enjoying tacking up Mrembo in this amazing, bizarre, severe outfit. Was she envious, too?

There would come a day when Mrembo got too old to keep up with the other ponies, when her pony life came to a natural but abrupt end. But she couldn’t think beyond being a ponygirl. Despite the distress and anguish of her plight with her new owner, she didn’t want to be anything else. It was her identity, her place of fulfilment, where she belonged. She had found her true self. She was sure that becoming a groom would not be enough for her…

There was always a kick-along step nearby, the grooms needed them to fit the bridles. As the groom stepped up in front of Mrembo, she was unable to resist kissing the ponygirl’s caged lips again, her tongue exploring them before pushing deeper into the pony’s mouth. When she finished the kiss, the ponygirl was breathless. The groom pulled the web of straps, rings and buckles over Mrembo’s head, over the visor.

The forehead strap buckled behind, underneath her braids. There were two straps that passed across her waxed, smooth scalp, front to back, either side of her mane. Two more straps passed diagonally either side of her nose, across her cheeks, from the centre of the forehead strap, to the bit rings either side of her mouth. Each of these needed to be tucked under the balls of the barbell from her bridge piercing, pushing the visor firmly against her face.

Further straps passed down wide of her eyes to join with the bit rings. Incorporated into these were her blinkers. Shaped like shallow, oval cups, they were different from those she had worn before as they turned in sharply toward her face rather than sticking out at right-angles to it. The front ends were no more than three inches apart either side of her nose. This reduced Mrembo’s vision to a very narrow gap directly in front of her. She could see so little, she never had much idea what was going on around her, only what was required to continue stepping forward.

De rigueur were the short chains from the bit ring that connected to her nose ring. They were drum tight, ensuring a constant pull on her septum, especially when the bit was pulled deeper into her mouth, enough to bring fresh tears to her eyes and a perpetual reminder of the level of restraint to which she was subject. They were horrible.

If there was a cardinal, primary rule for a ponygirl, it was to never speak a word. That was an absolute, and this ponygirl had obeyed, never having done so, but this hadn’t deterred her owner from physically ensuring that she couldn’t, even when not bitted. As well as the metal framework piercing her lips, a flat, cross-shaped piece of metal was attached to the two studs through her tongue, laying on its surface. It prevented her from being able to flex it, to form coherent words even if she had been so inclined. It was at least removed when she was fed.

It wasn’t until the heavy bit was locked to her left bit ring, hanging down, lying uncomfortably against her jawline, that she was ordered to stick her tongue out so the metalwork could be unclipped from her piercings, to be immediately replaced with the bit itself. She didn’t even get the chance for a moment’s freedom, to waggle, before her tongue was restrained once more.

Ms Owusu had told Mrembo more than once how much time she had spent researching bits before deciding on the one she had. How exciting it had been and how satisfying it was to see the ponygirl locked into it. The design was relatively simple, if harsh. The bit was an H-shape and weighty. The reins passed through rings located at the bottom of the shanks for additional leverage. The crossbar lodged between her jaws was thin, but had a soft rubber sleeve to protect her teeth. So far, so normal.

Attached to the crossbar of the bit, projecting into her mouth, was another clamp. Her tongue was fed through the fiendish appendage, which tucked behind the piercing at the tip. Pressure from the groom’s fingers above and below closed the clamp with a click. Both the top and the bottom of the inside of the clamp were lined with little pins that sunk deeply into Mrembo’s tongue. It was truly horrendous. As with the pins in her breast cups, they weren’t sharp enough to draw blood, but it certainly felt like they were. It was pure agony.

The groom had to hold onto the bridle as Mrembo instinctively pulled back as the spikes sunk in, whining piteously.

“Shh!” The groom stroked the ponygirl’s cheek, waiting for her to calm down.

Then the crossbar was pushed into place, into the corners of the ponygirl’s lips, forcing Mrembo’s tongue back into her mouth. Mrembo squealed as her tongue flexed and the pins sunk deeper still. With a resounding click, the bit was locked to the matching bit ring on the pony’s right cheek, holding it in place. There was nothing Mrembo could do to alleviate the pain and discomfort. Every movement of her tongue just increased her suffering. She panted as the tears flowed.

When she was between the shafts of a pony cart and the reins trailed over her shoulders back to her driver, the tug of the reins pulled the shanks of the bit under her chin, turning the crossbar between her teeth and forcing her tongue up toward the roof of her mouth, sinking the pins harshly into the underside. When Mrembo was free standing and the reins hung down in front of her and were used to pull her forward, as a leash, the shanks of the bit then yanked forward, turning the crossbar in the opposite direction. It forced her tongue to the bottom of her mouth and the pressure was put on the pins on the top of her tongue. It was evil.

The groom finished fastening the bridle in place. A strap connecting the two bit rings buckled behind, drawing the crossbar deeper. Mrembo could already feel the drool starting to seep from her mouth. Either side, from that lower strap, two chains connected the bridle to her collar above her shoulders. This, combined with her jaw dropping lower from the crossbar between her teeth, rendered her head virtually immovable, both up and down and left to right.

The ponygirl continued to breathe heavily, tears still spilling from her eyes, as the groom finally attached the reins to her nipple bar after first threading them through the shanks of the bit. For the moment, they were left to hang down to the floor in front of her. Mrembo’s trembling had got worse. Inside the criss-crossing rings of her pierced lower lip, it quivered.

Sweetmeat

She assumed it would be another session on the tattooist’s bench. She was dressed in the outfit for that. The heavy rubber mittens that rolled out right up to her armpits and the crotch-high ballet boots that gripped her thighs so tightly. These boots had no heel on them at all and were really painful to walk in, her entire bodyweight pressing onto the tips of her toes. She required the hand of the maid to remain upright and she needed to take constant, quick steps to maintain her balance.

Blind inside her regular latex helmet, Sweetmeat also required the firm grip of the maid to guide her forward. That was a puzzling thing. Whenever she was being tattooed, she would always be wearing either her head cage or the new heavy rubber discipline helmet with its terrible gag, but so far she had only had her head covered with the normal latex helmet that only had holes for her mouth and her nostrils. The horrible collar was locked in place, though, holding her head high and fixed in place. Her mittened hands were cuffed to the back of the collar, leaving her folded arms sticking out either side of her head.

Her large breasts were unrestrained and unsupported, which wasn’t common at all. They bounced with every step she took, aching mildly. Their weight caused her a slight backache.

Sweetmeat had spent the night in Maîtresse’s bed – something that didn’t happen nearly enough for her liking – but she had been locked in her head and body cages, unable to move at all, and wearing a rubber catsuit as well as the ballet boots and helmet she was wearing now. Under the duvet, she had been hot, sweating profusely. Despite the number of times she was forced to sleep under such confinement, she had not learned to acclimatize and rarely slept well. Her pussy had been raging with need, overwhelmed with desire to feel Maîtresse’s touch.

As she had faded in and out of consciousness, she imagined she had her beloved’s attention countless times, only to realize it was a fevered dream and Ms de Raveneaux was lying still beside her, her steady breathing proving she was sleeping soundly. The night had left her tired and she hoped she would be given the opportunity to grab some catchup sleep during the day – she often was.

She had just been bathed by Flopsy, Maîtresse’s personal maid. She had received her daily enema and then her breakfast, after a strenuous session in the gym. She was allowed to do nothing for herself. The maid sponged her down, fed her by hand, brushed her teeth. Every morning Sweetmeat had a smoothy of liquidized vegetables that smelt foul and tasted even worse. Twice during the first few days of this new regimen she had puked it back up, only to be fed another glassful a while later. Now she was used to it and able to tolerate it, but neither the taste or smell got any better.

She spent so much of her time blinded that she had learned to identify the room she was in from the scents. She knew she was in the middle tower room that Maîtresse used partly as an office and partly as a lounge. It had a particular odour that was a little musty mixed with the perfume of furniture polish. She was vaguely aware that Maîtresse was gradually renovating the rooms of the Heron’s Lap house. It was not something that interested her at all.

She lived for the moment, the sensation, for her next cum, to please The Maîtresse. Her head rarely left sexual subspace anymore. Nothing else mattered. The renovated rooms were harder to distinguish, filled with the same scents of newness, but Maîtresse’s tower rooms had yet to be upgraded and were easy to identify.

Flopsy’s arm was around Sweetmeat’s waist, directing her and supporting her. The warm, tight latex felt good against her skin. How she loved rubber – its feel, its smell, its sensuality, except when it tightly enveloped her head. It was so cloying, stifling, so unbearably hot, burning and sweaty. It didn’t quite move against her skin the way it did on her body. Maîtresse knew this. It was why Sweetmeat spent so much time zipped and laced into latex helmets.

Before Flopsy had drawn the helmet over Sweetmeat’s head, she had plugged the pet’s ears. This greatly reduced her ability to hear, but it wasn’t until the heavy rubber discipline helmet was put on her, with its own sound-deadening padding, that she would lose virtually all hearing except for her own breathing and groaning. With just this thin, form-fitting helmet she could hear voices, though not often make out the words. She could faintly hear the tapping of the maid’s stilettos on hard surfaces but not the distinctive rustle and snapping of her heavy, multi-layered uniform skirts.

Sweetmeat liked Flopsy. She was gentle and caring and Sweetmeat felt safe under her control. The maid treated Sweetmeat exactly like what she was – the most treasured possession of Maîtresse. Sweetmeat tottered blindly forward in the heelless ballet boots with full confidence.

When Maîtresse had awoken this morning, finally Sweetmeat had received the attention she had been craving all through the night. She felt her beloved’s fingers teasing her through the hexagonal mesh of the head and body cages. Her nipples had been squeezed and pinched. A fingernail had scratched at the camel toe formed by the skin-tight catsuit at her crotch. Sweetmeat could do no more than twitch in response.

The mesh that covered the pet’s mouth – part of the head cage – could be removed and it had been. Maîtresse had kissed Sweetmeat full on the lips for a long time as her hands explored her pet’s totally restrained body. It was thrilling to feel the passion and urgency from Maîtresse, the domination of the kiss. Sweetmeat felt the heat rising in her loins just remembering it. She loved the taste of her Maîtresse’s mouth. After such a night of frustration and longing, it had been nirvana to finally have intimate attention from her Lady.

Ms de Raveneaux had climbed over Sweetmeat, lowering her backside onto her pet’s face, spreading her buttocks apart so that Sweetmeat’s full lips – pushed out by both the tight-fitting rubber helmet and the mesh of the head cage – were pressed against the crinkled rosebud of Maîtresse’s bumhole. Maîtresse had developed a thing for analingus and regularly had Sweetmeat worshipping at her sphincter. Sweetmeat was thrilled to do so, finding it a profound act of submission to her beloved.

Sweetmeat’s tongue had probed the sphincter eagerly as Ms de Raveneaux wriggled her bottom, setting herself in exactly the position she wanted. Sweetmeat’s nose was buried between the toned butt-cheeks, squeezed into the crevice, her nostrils blocked. She didn’t panic, used to having Maîtresse control her breathing, having complete trust in her mistress. Her tongue burrowed into the rosebud, pushing through into the rectum and the taste that was so familiar to her now.

Analingus with Maîtresse was rarely over quickly. Ms de Raveneaux liked to luxuriate in the experience and Sweetmeat’s tongue would ache so badly, having to work so hard for so long, Stretching, curling and bending to caress her Lady’s bowel walls, the inside of her sphincter. The pet would get light-headed waiting to be given the opportunity to breathe, gasping when it was given, drinking-in the odours from that most intimate of places.

Today, Maîtresse had used a little vibrator to pleasure herself as she savoured her pet’s tongue, taking her time, building to her climax leisurely. The head of the vibrator had been small enough to fit through the hexagonal holes in Sweetmeat’s body cage and Maîtresse occasionally pressed it against the camel toe of the catsuit, insinuating it between Sweetmeat’s labia, making her delirious with pleasure.

Eventually, Maîtresse had brought herself off, but ordered her pet to keep working on her anus. Putting the vibrator on full power, she had held it against the camel toe until Sweetmeat had climaxed, too. It had been rapturous as Sweetmeat’s entire body was suffused with ecstasy, fighting against the total restriction of the cage that encased her, unable to move at all, just twitch and shudder, intensifying the sensations even more. She was sure she had passed out for a few seconds, a combination of the overwhelming feelings gripping her body and her restricted breathing. The memory made her quiver and quickened her respiration. It had been glorious.

Flopsy brought Sweetmeat to a halt. A hand on her shoulder pushed her down onto her knees, but still upright, not sitting back on her heels. She smelt the scent of feminine arousal immediately. It excited her, made her mouth water and her own pussy cream even more and that was before pressure on the back of her head pushed her mouth against the source. The vulva spasmed on contact. It was dripping wet, instantly coating Sweetmeat’s lips.

This certainly wasn’t Maîtresse, nor was it the tattooist that Sweetmeat’s mouth had become familiar with recently. Sweetmeat didn’t recognize it and it wasn’t a pussy she would have forgot. The labia were huge, bulbous and so sensitive. The woman jerked and shuddered as Sweetmeat’s tongue and lips explored them. Sweetmeat’s cuffed arms, folded either side of her head, were pressing against thighs that were horizontal and spread very widely apart. There was a slight give as Sweetmeat’s eager mouth assailed the sex. The woman was hanging, probably suspended in a hogtie.

Sweetmeat didn’t need any second bidding, her tongue dragged up the sopping slit, her mouth filling with the unknown woman’s taste. The bound woman bucked madly, Sweetmeat had never known a pussy so responsive, it was more sensitive than her own – which was saying something…

As she pushed inside, she was startled to encounter the biggest clit she had ever felt. It was fat and huge and so reactive, the woman writhing in a frenzy on contact with Sweetmeat’s urgent touch. It also had a ring piercing it directly, not through the hood. She had never encountered that before either. There was so much pussy juice, Sweetmeat could feel it oozing down her chin. It was hard to direct her tongue, the woman was vacillating so violently.

Then the woman was still. Not that she wasn’t still jerking and wriggling, but she was being held so that she was no longer swinging on the ropes or chains she was suspended by. At the same time there was a hand on the back of Sweetmeat’s rubber encased head, pushing her face forcefully into the pussy, grinding it against the oversized, slick labia. Pussy juice found its way up her nose.

Sweetmeat jumped as she was spanked hard, caught by surprise. It hadn’t been a playful slap, her buttock burned. It was a warning. She had momentarily stopped working her mouth as she tried to breathe, as she swallowed the fluid that was filling her mouth. Her tongue diligently probed deep into the hot, soaking sex. Her head was still being held firmly in place. The woman was so aroused she came very quickly, writhing frenziedly, fighting her strict bondage. She squirted profusely into Sweetmeat’s mouth, forcing her to swallow continuously.

When the woman became sluggish, twitching, but otherwise still, Sweetmeat stopped tonguing. She tried to draw her head back to clear her nose, get some air. She was feeling light-headed and breathless. But the hand behind her head immediately pushed back and she received another hard spank to the same buttock. Her mouth went back to work eating out the bizarre, engorged, extremely sloppy pussy.

It wasn’t until the woman had cum three times that Sweetmeat was finally allowed to draw her head back, panting. Her lips were bruised and puffy, her tongue aching and sore. She had never experienced a pussy that was so wet. She had swallowed so much of the pungent, salty fluid that she felt a little queasy. Her latex encased face was covered in it, her lips thick with it. The woman appeared insatiable.

Still on her knees, open-mouthed, trying to get her breath back, the heavy latex discipline helmet was then pulled over her head, the massive rubber gag stuffed into her mouth. No attempt was made to clear up the mess from the prolonged cunnilingus session, her mouth left full of the taste of the unknown woman, the stranger, who Sweetmeat had been pleasuring. Every breath through her nose was filled with the strong scent of the woman’s sex. The air whistled through the breathing tube of the gag as she felt the helmet close tightly around her head, only becoming snugger still as it was laced closed.

Within a couple of minutes, Sweetmeat was strapped down on the tattooist’s bench again. She could hear nothing through the earplugs and the two helmets. The heat was already building up inside the double layers of rubber, her scalp burned in discomfort, the cloying latex stuck to every curve of her face. The taste and smell of the woman she had just eaten-out to three orgasms remained ripe in the humidity. She waited for the pain of the needle on her back, her lust raging, fantasizing about cumming at the hands of Maîtresse again…

Mrembo

The groom squatted down beside Mrembo to remove the hobble chain from the ponygirl’s ankles.

“Spread your hoofs apart!”

The pony obeyed. Taking hold of the reins, the groom pulled on them firmly.

“Bend over.”

Mrembo moaned as she bent forward. The motion jiggling her breasts, agitating the pins against them, while the shanks of the bit were pulled forward, forcing her clamped tongue to the bottom of her mouth, sinking those pins deeply into her flesh. The groom tied off the reins to a ring in the floor, leaving Mrembo bent at a right angle, unable to raise herself at all without tugging wickedly on her nipples. She was panting, the waistband cutting fiercely into her midriff, her breasts felt like they were being pierced a thousand times. She struggled to manage the pain, panic licking around her consciousness.

The groom’s hand stroked across Mrembo’s bottom, thrust up and out by the position in which she had been placed. Her backside was still tender from yesterday’s training run under the whip. The pony heard the snap of surgical gloves being pulled onto hands and then her buttocks were pushed apart to expose her bumhole. The cool wetness of lube was squirted onto her rosebud. A thumb pushed through her sphincter, spreading the lube around.

Her owner regularly fucked her arse with an enormous strap-on and it had definitely made the rosebud looser, as had the larger butt-plug now attached to her tail. Once again Ms Owusu had gone against standard practice – having too large a plug in her arse would only slow the pony down, preventing her from reaching optimal performance. It was more important to her owner to increase her ponygirl’s torment.

Both of the groom’s thumbs were inside Mrembo now, stretching her open, spreading the lube up her bowel. As they withdrew, the ponygirl had to resist the urge to try to expel it, an instinctive reaction that time and familiarity hadn’t lessened. It felt like she needed a shit. Her daily enemas meant she hadn’t had a conventional bowel movement for so long, she couldn’t remember when, it must have been years. There would be no lubrication needed for her pussy, though. She was permanently wet.

Mrembo could hear the groom handling the crotch-band of her outfit, the final piece. She shuddered again, shaking, a sick feeling in her stomach even as the burning in her sex betrayed her. The way the band fitted, it required the simultaneous insertion of the dildo and butt-plug first. She felt the bulbous head of the plug against her sphincter, then fingers spreading her labia apart and the narrower head of the dildo lodging between them. Just that contact was enough to cause her to twitch convulsively, she was in such desperate need of a cum, even though she attempted to stay still.

The groom was very gentle as she eased both inserts into Mrembo’s holes. The pony gasped as the large butt-plug stretched her rosebud painfully wide, until the zenith was reached and it began to shrink again. Conversely, the dildo wasn’t large and was quite flexible, as well as textured, bending and shifting to her movements when she was running, driving her crazy with lust. As they slid deeply into her she groaned, squirming helplessly. Her eyes rolled back into her head as the pleasure overwhelmed her. But that moment was short-lived.

As both plugs became fully embedded in her, the crotch-band slid into place. Made of the same heavy metal as the other parts of her tack, the band at the back was narrow, sinking between her buttocks. It widened to frame her arsehole, the butt-plug and tail attached through the hole. At the front it formed a shallow cup, the inside of which was shaped exactly to accommodate her sex and mound, it covered them both flawlessly. From there, it gradually tapered as it rose across her lower belly, being quite narrow again at the point it interlocked with the waistband. It was precision made, the whole thing fitted perfectly to her form.

The sting in the tail was that the inner surface of the crotch cup, like the breast cups, was lined with countless of the same pins. They reached from the top of her mound to right across her perineum and the edge of her rosebud. Mrembo squealed and bucked as the pins dug into those areas that were so sensitive. Her labia were pushed back, opened by the dildo, the insides exposed to the points, trapped and pinched by them. The groom needed her hands to hold the ponygirl until she quietened down.

With a final shove, the band slipped fully into place. Mrembo tried to stay still, but the pain was atrocious. She whimpered and squirmed, unable to stop herself from trying to raise up. Her nipples erupted in fire as the chains holding her bent over snapped taut. The pins sunk so deeply into her mound and perineum it was truly unbearable, but the worst was the wet flesh of her pussy, so tender. She squealed again, panicked, as she heard and felt the definitive click of the crotch-band locking into the waistband, fixing it irrevocably in place.

There was nothing she could do to prepare herself for that moment and it was always worse than she anticipated. The pain was beyond comprehension. She sobbed, tears flowing, pooling on the lips of the metal visor underneath her eyes. She was forced to take beep breaths, increasing the discomfort to her tits inside the breast cups. It was overwhelming, her situation virtually incomprehensible. Her arms were instinctively fighting their brutal restraints, trying to free themselves. She was desperate to do something to alleviate her suffering.

The groom held on to the ponygirl until she calmed down somewhat. She stroked the pony’s buttock and scalp in sympathy for Mrembo’s plight. But then she was reaching down to unfasten the reins and was pulling the ponygirl upright again.

“Position!”

Mrembo drew her hoofs back together, standing as straight as she could, still sobbing. She could feel her tail now swishing back and forth behind her, tickling the back of her knees. Every movement of her legs agitated the pins inside the crotch-band. She would never get used to the sensation. Through the small gap in her blinkers, she briefly glimpsed herself in the mirror as the groom moved out of her eyeline. Yes, that stunning, bizarre creature was her. It had a powerful effect on her consciousness. Her arousal surged again. She felt such a pride, as well. She was a spectacular ponygirl… an erotic vision. This was what she wanted to be – but without quite so much suffering…

The groom noticed the pony’s reaction to seeing herself.

“Pretty ponygirl!”

The back of her hand stroked Mrembo’s cheek, but then she was tugging on the reins.

“Walk on, pony!”

Such was Mrembo’s discipline and natural inclination and desire to obey, despite the immense discomfort and pain that came with any motion, she still complied without any hesitation, still tried to move with the grace and elegance required of a ponygirl, to maintain her posture. She turned to the pull of the reins and pranced after the groom, more fresh tears spilling from her eyes.

But at the same time, the flexible dildo shifted within her with every high-step, caressing the walls of her vagina, sending waves of exquisite pleasure through her body. The fat plug lodged in her rectum pressed against the dildo, her insides trapped in between. The sensations were extraordinary, contradictory, consuming.

The blinkers on this bridle really did reduce her vision dramatically. She could see so little, leaving her isolated, divorced from the world around her. she was led out of the tack room into the glass-fronted atrium of the stable, hurting so much the tears couldn’t stop. She didn’t know how it was possible to feel more controlled and helpless. She was taken to the wall nearest the doorway to the courtyard and was brought to a stop right in front of it, so close that the nipple-bar and the very tips of her nipples were touching it. The reins were tied off to a hook higher up the wall, taut, so that she couldn’t step back without causing herself even greater distress. All she could see was a narrow strip of whitewashed masonry. As the groom left Mrembo, she swatted her backside.

Time was impossible for a ponygirl to judge, but she was left standing against the wall for a long while, the drool oozing from her mouth, trickling down her chin, then seeping down onto her breastplate. There was a constant temptation to fidget, to unsettle the dildo inside her and give herself some limited, but desperately craved sexual stimulation. The spikes driven into her pussy pinched significantly and it felt like a little adjustment might just settle them a little less painfully, but this was a fallacy, nothing would alleviate it and any movement she made would only increase her discomfort.

Then there was a further long wait once she had been led outside and hitched between the shafts of a cart. At first the temperature seemed OK, but when the wind whipped across the yard it was chilly, giving rise to goose bumps on her exposed skin, but that really was the least of her problems. As an experienced ponygirl she was used to long hours of nothing happening, of standing around ignored, but her current plight presented a challenging level of hardship and distress. She could usually put herself into a trance-like state, semi-meditative, savouring her situation, but the pain was too great. Shivering, shuddering, she awaited her fate.

And then she heard the voice of her owner and a strange quiver passed all the way through her, utter terror and panic, but also the heat of arousal, the throb of her clit in its prison.

To Mrembo’s horror, Ms Owusu had done the same thing to her ponygirl’s clitoris as she had done to her pet, Yala. Mrembo’s old genital piercings had been removed. In their place, a little metal ring had been slid down her clit. Using tweezers, her clit had been pulled through the ring until the band was at the base and her nub had swollen out above it. Over the course of a few days, on three separate occasions, something had been injected directly into the clitoris. It had been unspeakably painful and had caused her clit to swell mushroom-like to a huge size above the ring.

For days it had been agonisingly tender, the memory alone caused her to shudder and turn cold. It did shrink some, but still finished up about three times its original size. It was like a shiny, bulbous, oddly-shaped ball, the surface stretched and her clit hood much too small to cover it, shrunk back around its base. At the same time, her labia had been pierced three times each side, the thick rings embedded tightly into each lip, like those in her mouth, her flesh bulging out either side of the metal.

The top rings on each side, inside the labia, had a bar connecting them. It passed across just above her newly enlarged clit. Hinged to it was a cover for the clit, a little metal cup, a three-quarter ball shape, crafted to fit exactly. It was an ingenious design. When in place, it locked somehow to the band around the clit’s base, enclosing, imprisoning her clitoris completely.

Once it had all healed, she was left with a clit that was hyper-sensitive to the slightest touch, even blowing on it could cause her to quiver from the sensation. But it was kept locked away inside the cover all the time except for rare moments of her owner’s choosing. After long days of confinement, a finger or vibrator would bring her to orgasm within seconds rather than minutes. She had lost all physical and mental control over that most precious part of her, forced to cum on demand and at no other time, like it had an on/off switch.

It used to be with her old genital piercings (a triangle under her clit and a vertical bar through the hood) that the stimulation caused by them as she ran was enough to bring her off. Without them and with her clit locked away in its hard shell, she couldn’t generate enough physical sensation to provoke a climax, no matter how hard she tried. The band around the clit’s base could produce a teasing tickle, a hint of the mind-blowing pleasure that could be possible, while she was high-stepping, but it only added to the frustration and desperation as day after day passed without Mrembo being able to achieve the relief that she craved.

The size of her clit and the metal dome over it, pushed her labia out in a provocative fashion. Her pussy was naturally quite closed and hidden. With the metal rings in each lip, it was now prominent, pouty, inviting – lewd even – with an occasional flash of the metal cup when she was high-stepping and her crotch was exposed. At moments of extreme arousal, like now, her clit would throb within its metal prison, demanding attention and with no possibility of receiving it. She felt like she could explode.

“Wow! She’s so spectacular!” Mrembo didn’t recognize the voice of the woman in conversation with her owner.

“Yes, she is.” Ms Owusu purred with satisfaction.

“After meeting Yala, it is so obvious that this is your ponygirl. Your identity is all over her!” The woman had a strong south London accent.

Thank you.” Ms Owusu was very pleased.

“May I touch her, Ms Owusu?”

“Yes, of course.”

Mrembo still couldn’t see either of the women through her very narrow field of vision. She felt a hand against the waistband at her right side, on the skin that bulged out above and below its tight grip.

“Wow! It’s so… authentic… So real… Not like a play costume at all!” The woman struggled to express herself.

The hand ran around the waistband toward the front, fingers explored the place where Mrembo’s crotch-band locked into the waistband, where the metal bulged. They tugged at the strap that crisscrossed her torso. Then they were around the pony’s back. Mrembo felt her tail being caressed (she never forgot that it was made from her real hair, it really was part of her.) It was tugged, causing mild pain to her sphincter. Tentatively, the hand stroked her right buttock, feeling the whip marks from previous days. Then the hand moved again, to her bound arms, fingers probing the metal that held them in place.

“Wow! Just, wow! This is brutal! How can she run in this gear?”

“She gallops just fine. I’ll show you in a while.”

And then the woman was right in front of Mrembo, peering between the blinkers to look into the pony’s eyes. They stared at one another for a few moments before Mrembo’s natural subservience caused her to lower her gaze. Ponies were considered animals, they didn’t have to keep their eyes lowered like other submissives when under scrutiny from a dominant, but Mrembo felt more comfortable that way.

The woman was black, like Mrembo’s owner, but her skin wasn’t as dark. Her brown eyes were bright with excitement and awe, her face flushed. Mrembo was used to that look. Most people had it when they first encountered the ponygirl. She was quite small, but pretty. Her hair was very short, but highly stylized, shiny and slicked to her scalp. Young, early twenties, she was wearing an expensive black leather jacket zipped up tight against the cold wind.

“Are her tits really this big or are the cups an exaggeration?”

Her fingers dragged across Mrembo’s breastplate, then she cupped each exquisitely reproduced tit with a lightness of touch that the ponygirl couldn’t feel through the metal, initially, at least.

“No, they really are that big. The breastplate was made from a mould of them, replicating them exactly. They are not natural, though, her previous owner had them augmented – which I am not a fan of – but it was a good job. They have a realistic shape, even if they do look too big for her. They look really great when she’s tacked up so I decided to keep them. It’s traditional for show ponies to have massive udders and while I’m never inclined to go along with the norm, they do have a pleasing aesthetic. I can see why the body shape is so popular with ponygirls.”

At this point, the woman tried to squeeze the metal-sheathed tits and pressed the breastplate firmly against Mrembo. The ponygirl tried to retain her posture, but the agony as the pins penetrated deeper into her tits was so acute that she flinched and leaned back, whimpering. The woman snatched her hands back in surprise.

“What!..”

After a few seconds delay, a crop lashed viciously into the back of Mrembo’s thigh. The pony gasped and squeaked, fresh tears welling in her eyes as she tried to stay still, tried to hold her position as her hips writhed and her arms desperately fought their bonds to break free.

“Again!” Demanded Ms Owusu.

Another strike of the crop. Mrembo whimpered, squirming helplessly, sobbing, panting.

“What did I do?” the woman asked.

Ms Owusu laughed gaily, her amusement clear.

“Nothing wrong, Reggie. The tit cups are pin-lined on the inside. You pricked her, but that’s no excuse for her to recoil… Bad pony!”

A gloved hand swatted Mrembo’s thigh, right over the fresh, livid crop marks. She flinched again.

“I didn’t mean to hurt her!” Reggie sounded upset.

“Ponygirls are made to be hurt, Reggie, it is their reason for existing!”

Ms Owusu laughed again. Mrembo, through her tear-filled, blurred vision, saw an arm come around Reggie as Ms Owusu hugged her.

“Mrembo is not very good at handling pain. It is one of her few faults. To be fair, her previous owner did warn me of that trait, knowing how much I enjoy inflicting it. I confess, it only made me want her more! Press on the breastplate again, harder this time. She won’t dare to repeat the offence.”

The hands tentatively cupped Mrembo’s metal sheathed tits again. Reggie hesitated. Their eyes met. The pony could see the doubt in the wide expression, but also the thrill, the arousal.

“Pin-lined!” The woman muttered, thinking through the implications of Ms Owusu’s words.

Mrembo had witnessed that internal conflict so many times before. Reggie wanted to hurt her, was excited by the possibility, despite a natural inclination not to do it. There would only be one winner.

“Go on, she can take it!” Ms Owusu urged.

That was all Reggie needed. Her hands pressed much harder this time. Mrembo flinched again as the pain overwhelmed her, but she held her posture, kept her tits thrust forward. She whimpered and wept.

“Good pony!” Ms Owusu’s words filled Mrembo with pride. Her owner’s approval meant so much to her.

The back of Ms Owusu’s gloved fingers stroked Mrembo’s cheek, then her bald scalp between the straps of the bridle. Meanwhile, Reggie’s hands were running over the breastplate with a lighter touch once more, mesmerized by it.

“Do the pins draw blood?”

“They don’t break the skin.”

Mrembo watched the woman lean closer to examine the pony’s stretched, clamped nipples. She gasped.

“Wow! Just wow! I can’t believe these… they must hurt so much!”

“That is the idea.”

Mrembo caught a glimpse of Ms Owusu’s gloved hand just before the nipple bar was tugged, stretching her teats even further. It was twisted harshly. The ponygirl whimpered again, squeaking as the pain increased.

“You are so cruel to her!” The woman was in awe.

“Yes, I am!” Ms Owusu’s words oozed delight, like she had a succulent truffle melting in her mouth.

Mrembo whimpered again as Reggie followed Ms Owusu in fingering the pony’s nipples, prodding at their base where they protruded out of the breastplate. She rubbed at the very tips of the teats where they jutted out through the clamps of the nipple bar, before flipping the bar up and down with her finger. Mrembo fought the impulse to pull back again – her thigh was throbbing with pain in case she needed a reminder. She concentrated on pushing her tits at the woman, presenting them as accessibly as possible. She was well-used to being handled so intimately by complete strangers.

“The crotch-band is pin-lined as well.” Ms Owusu boasted.

Reggie’s eyes spread wider still at this information. She met Mrembo’s gaze again. A hand immediately dropped lower, following the line of the crotch-band down between the pony’s legs. Mrembo spread her thighs slightly to allow the woman access. The hand cupped the shallow metal dome that on the inside anatomically matched the shape of the ponygirl’s mound and pussy. After briefly glancing down, Reggie raised her eyes to meet Mrembo’s once again. Mrembo shuddered at the fierce passion in them. The pony braced herself, determined not to earn any more stripes from the crop.

Reggie began to rub the heel of her hand over the dome, gradually increasing the pressure. Mrembo jerked helplessly, unable to prevent her hips from flinching, bucking at the appalling pain. She squealed, vision blurring from tears once more, but this time she kept her position, trying – though not always succeeding – to keep her groin in the woman’s palm.

“This is just incredible! Wow! It’s hard to believe that she lets you do this to her!”

Mrembo fought to remain cognizant, the pain was all-encompassing, her mind in danger of succumbing to a haze, a fog… She had to keep her concentration.

“That, Reggie, is a natural born masochist. She can’t help herself!”

“Urgh! She’s leaking!”

The woman lifted her hand up. It was slick with Mrembo’s arousal that had been seeping out either side of the crotch-band, dribbling down the inside of her thighs. It always happened.

“They all do that. They get so aroused in their tack. Just wipe it off on her thigh.”

Mrembo noticed that Reggie sniffed at the glistening fluid before she cleaned it off. She had wanted to lick it, to taste the ponygirl, but didn’t have the courage, Mrembo was sure.

“This one will be especially wet, I haven’t let her cum for a fortnight.”

“Really! Wow! That’s so cruel!”

“I demand total control. My ponygirl will only cum at my pleasure. Keep them needy, keep them keen!”

“You have her clit capped, like Yala’s?”

“Oh, yes!”

“Wow!”

Reggie moved out of Mrembo’s eyeline. The ponygirl felt fingers on her left hip, fliting across the two symbols burnt into her hide. Mrembo shuddered, the memory of her second branding still fresh in her mind from just a few months ago. The sheer agony. The smell of her skin cooking.

Ms Owusu replaced Reggie directly in front of Mrembo. She was possibly the most beautiful woman Mrembo had ever seen, her face so perfectly proportioned, her bone structure sublime, her skin unblemished velvet. Fabulously attractive, radiating charisma and confidence, as well as control, she induced lust and fear in the ponygirl in equal measure. She held Mrembo in thrall both physically and metaphorically, but the ponygirl didn’t love her as she had her first owner, Ms Owusu was just too excessively cruel and Mrembo didn’t feel that special connection.

Ms Owusu was wearing her hair in dreadlocks at the moment, down to her shoulders, the frontmost tied back to stop them falling across her face. She was in the usual outfit she wore for pony driving this time of the year, black leather jeans and biker jacket, zipped fully closed. Her eyes were so dark it was impossible to define her irises from her pupils. Mrembo found it difficult to read them at all, which only added to the intimidating aura the woman projected, but her smile was warm on this occasion – something that was quite rare when directed at the ponygirl.

“Good pony!”

The knuckles of her gloved hand rubbed the ponygirl’s cheek again. Then a finger dragged across to Mrembo’s top lip, pressing on the heavy ring through her septum, then tracing across her bitted mouth, poking at the lips where they bulged out from the criss-crossing metal embedded in them.

“Why does she have two brands?” Reggie asked.

“I’m her second owner, each puts their mark on their pony. I thought about having the first removed but you cannot rebrand onto a skin graft. It looks better just to leave it and it’s only fair, it’s part of the pony’s history, after all.”

“You put her out for it?”

“Oh Reggie, you can be so naïve! It’s quite sweet! Of course not! The branding has to mean something to both of us. She has to feel the hot iron and I wanted to be looking her straight in the eye at the moment my mark is burnt into her hip. She has no doubt who she belongs to.”

Reggie was shocked into silence.

The new brand was a circle two inches in diameter, representing the O of her owner’s surname. The T of her forename was inside the O, the bottom part of that letter passing through the O, extending below it. It was sizable, prominent.

Ms Owusu ran her hand down the ponygirl, starting at her cheek, fingers stroked the rings around her neck, slid over the breastplate, across her abdomen, down to cup Mrembo’s crotch as Reggie had done before her.

“Now every bit of her is mine!”

That warm smile had switched instantly to one of mischief, one that Mrembo knew well.

“To do with as I please!”

Ms Owusu raised her hand with surprising strength, almost lifting Mrembo off her feet, driving the dome covering the pony’s mound and sex hard into her crotch. The pins sunk in as deep as they ever had before. The ponygirl squealed, writhing desperately, the red mist of the pain blotting out everything else for a few seconds. When her eyes and mind cleared, Ms Owusu’s expression was gleeful.

“So you bought her from someone else? How does that work?”

“I will have only the very best. She cost me a fortune! Her former owner was very attached to her and unwilling to sell, but everyone has their price, you just have to find out what it is.”

“Doesn’t she have any say in the matter?”

Reggie’s hand had worked its way around to Mrembo’s left buttock, stroking it. She was becoming bolder as her confidence grew, cupping it, squeezing it quite hard.

“Of course not. Her contract makes clear that her ownership is transferrable.”

“What if she didn’t want to belong to you?”

“That’s tough.” Ms Owusu was looking straight at Mrembo again. Her hand was stroking the outline of the pony’s tit, pressing just hard enough to increase the pain of the pins. Mrembo looked at her owner pitifully, but knew that trick didn’t work. She was panting, blinking back tears once more.

“Isn’t that nonconsensual?” Reggie’s voice betrayed a hesitancy in asking the question.

“Nonsense! She can break her contract and walk away anytime, that’s the rules. She chooses not to because she wants to keep her role in this world, and the way she creams when she has my attention, she knows she’s where she needs to be, you’ve seen that for yourself. This filly is made for the harness and bit and she knows it. Let’s get going!”

Ms Owusu could be prone to impatience and Mrembo could tell by her owner’s tone that she was getting bored with Reggie’s questions. Anyway, Mrembo didn’t disagree with anything she had said. The ponygirl felt the pull on her traces as the two women climbed into the cart. She felt herself trembling again, fearful of the ordeal ahead. A groom was releasing the hobble chain around the pony’s hoofs, probably the one who had cropped Mrembo on Ms Owusu’s instructions a little earlier.

The reins that were draped over Mrembo’s shoulders were lifted and slapped down. Ms Owusu tended not to bother with verbal commands, which meant her ponygirl had to keep her wits about her. With all the torment Mrembo’s body was experiencing, she could sometimes be slow to react to the reins, which would bring ruthless and immediate punishment.

Mrembo pranced forward. Two people and a larger cart than normal was considerably more weight than she was used to pulling. Despite leaning in, she struggled to get the cart moving smoothly. It was all the excuse that Ms Owusu needed. The whip cut hard and low across the ponygirl’s bottom, wrapping around her right buttock. Ms Owusu preferred a whip that had two tight knots just before the tip. They curled around to bite into her hip and left angry little lumps that would be sore for days. Mrembo leapt forward instinctively, her body trying to escape the additional pain, but a backhand stroke quickly followed low around her left buttock.

The pony managed to get the wheels rolling, the lines left by the whip burning ferociously. She high-stepped across the courtyard, her metal-clad hoofs clashing loudly on the cobbles, the sound amplified as it bounced off the four walls. More fresh tears formed as the pins under the crotch-band worked deeply into her groin and pussy with every little movement. A yank on her right nipple steered her around until she could see the archway out of the courtyard directly in front of her.

Another slap of the reins brought her to a trot. It was easier to pull the weight that way, but it also caused her tits to bounce more into the spikes. Her body was wracked with pain and she blinked furiously to clear her eyes of her tears and be able to see. But the dildo inside her flexed with every step, caressing her, the effect amplified by the huge butt-plug close by that pressed against her pussy, enhancing the pleasure even further. She burned with need, a colossal desperation to cum, but she knew that even in her training tack she couldn’t manage that. The overwhelming pain and discomfort of her show tack ensured that the agony would always trump the ecstasy she craved.

The psychological effect was also profound. Mrembo was under such total control, every part of her expertly and cruelly dominated ruthlessly by her owner. Her identity and her humanity stripped away so that she was a being of pure sexuality and submission. All her pain and pleasure was at the whim of that owner, who had branded her mark onto Mrembo’s body. Mrembo had been subsumed, remade in the identity of Ms Owusu. It was so complete. It was so without compromise. It was mind-blowing.

It was a grey day, dry, but with no sign of the sun. Once out of the stable the wind had no breaker and the chill passed through the ponygirl. As was most common, she was turned left, running down the slope toward the lake, brought up to a canter. Her tits wobbled more inside their spiked prison. It felt like her pussy was being ripped apart, but she knew it wasn’t – it would just be very tender and sore afterward. Running in this show tack was both physically and emotionally challenging. It was draining.

The weight of the metal took its toll, the ponygirl always noticed the difference it made to her speed and endurance. It was designed to show off the ingenuity of her owner, as well as her cunning cruelty. To show how far the concept of the ponygirl could be taken and Ms Owusu’s ability to make it a reality. It was eminently impractical for cross-country excursions.

Smudge

The tower room was still busy, despite The Maîtresse’s guests having left after brunch a little earlier. The scene was one of fetishistic carnal excess, titillating and lascivious, highly arousing for the maid to witness.

Sweetmeat was bound face down on the tattooist’s bench with the tattooist hunched over her back. The latex of the thick, sensory-depriving helmet that encased her head gleamed like obsidian. The tattoo appeared pretty much finished to Smudge’s eye. It covered the whole of the pet’s back and was a stunning piece of work – vibrant and richly coloured, ambitious and epic. Smudge found it deeply erotic, but the thought of having such a thing, so encompassing, on her back, and for the rest of her life, caused the maid to quiver with contradictory, confused feelings. She wasn’t sure at all that she would want it.

Ms Owusu’s pet, Yala, was suspended upside down from the ceiling. That was in the lounge area, where the sofa, armchairs and coffee table were situated. She was shrink-wrapped in a thick rubber vacuum body bag, all the air sucked out of it so that every tiny detail of her costume was outlined through the opaque black cocoon, all the metal adorning her body – the nipple stretchers, the rings around her neck, the spiral bands that wound around each of her limbs.

Earlier this morning, when Yala had first been suspended, Smudge had assisted in polishing the latex to the immaculate shine it had now. She remembered the feel of the warm, vital body inside, the soft curves juxtaposed against the hard, cooler metal that was locked on so much of the woman. It had been such an enjoyable, sensual, exhilarating experience. That had been more than a couple of hours ago, but Ms Owusu and her friend had just left Yala hanging there.

A vibrating dildo had been inserted into the pet before the air had been sucked out of the bag. The low hum had been continuous as Smudge had shined the rubber, as had the convulsions of the anonymous body trapped inside in response. But Smudge couldn’t hear the sound anymore. The battery must have died and the pet was now hanging still. The leftover mess from the brunch – that Smudge had been sent to clear away – was on the coffee table just a few feet away.

There was a second body hanging from the ceiling. Nutmeg was in a stringent hogtie, in a latex catsuit and her shocking stem corset, as well as ballet boots that reached to her mid-thigh. Her head was laced into the same heavy rubber sensory deprivation helmet as Sweetmeat, the breathing tube poking out, spoiling the otherwise smooth, clean latex covering her face.

There was a ring on the top of the helmet that was linked by a cord to the anal hook projecting from her bumhole, curving up between her buttocks. It pulled her head back as far as her neck corset would allow, her spine taking the rest of the strain. She was fastened so tight her body was drawn into a startling bow shape. A body harness linked her to the chain hanging down from the ceiling, positioned in front of The Maîtresse’s desk. She had also been in the same position when Smudge had been in the room earlier.

The Maîtresse was standing between Nutmeg’s legs, holding the woman’s knees spread wide and fucking her hard, presumably with a strap-on. The Maîtresse’s tight black leather pants were around her ankles. Smudge’s colleague Flopsy was standing in front of the suspended woman, pushing on her shoulders in time with The Maîtresse’s thrusts, impaling Nutmeg deeply with every push, while preventing her from swinging forward on the hanging chain. Even though this was occurring over the other side of the room, the smell of sex and feminine arousal reached Smudge as soon as she stepped out of the lift, pushing the serving trolly.

The Maîtresse briefly glanced at Smudge as the maid entered the room, her eyes bright with excitement and drunk on lust. Smudge dropped a formal curtsy and when she looked up again Ms de Raveneaux’s attention had returned to the woman she was screwing with such zeal.

Smudge made her way across to the coffee table, her heavy skirts swinging noisily around her, the serving trolly made a slight rattling sound as it moved from the wooden floor onto the rug. She passed close enough to Yala to touch her, had to resist her compulsion to do so, didn’t dare. Once she had stopped by the table, she could hear the steady, gentle breath whistling through Yala’s air tube. Smudge was so turned on. Her sex was pulsing under her chastity belt, but she had been allowed a cum yesterday, she wasn’t likely to be given another for a few days. The enforced denial never got any easier to live with.

The memory of yesterday flooded back to her, vivid and intense. All three maids had been lined up, bent over the kitchen table, heads and breasts pressed against the wooden surface, so that their rubber skirts fell forward to display their bare backsides. The Maîtresse had made an extremely rare appearance in the kitchen, passing down the line of presented bottoms, handling each with relish. She had made each maid an offer. Three strokes of the cane in return for an orgasm. All three servants had taken it up.

The Maîtresse had struck Smudge hard and low. The lady had a whippy, wristy action with plenty of follow-though that somehow wrapped the cane around the buttocks and was unspeakably painful, more so than some who hit harder. It had her panting and weeping. Three lines were burnt into the maid’s under hang where her bum merged with her thighs. Even today the marks hurt with every step she took, a constant reminder of the price she had paid for a few minutes of ecstatic relief, but she was so perverse it only fuelled her lust.

So the crotch-band of her chastity belt had been removed. The Maîtresse had a tiny little vibrator that allowed her great control and she was masterful at using it. As the junior maid, Smudge had to wait until last. She was so desperate she could have cum in no time at all, but The Maîtresse had played her, teasing her, delaying the climax for several minutes. It had been incredible, worth the pain of the caning, the pleasure actually enhanced by the heat throbbing across her buttocks.

Her skirts were falling forward once more as she bent over the coffee table, now used to flashing her bottom on a regular basis. The thought that The Maîtresse might be watching, looking at the welts that she had inflicted, gave the maid a surge of arousal and a peculiar kind of pride. Sometimes she struggled to understand the thoughts and feelings that she had, she was so weird…

There were a lot of plates and cups to clear away. There was a blueberry muffin left untouched and Smudge’s mouth watered as she looked at it. The maids’ diet was strictly controlled and they were never allowed cakes like that. Such treats were a distant memory. They were not permitted to pick at any left-overs or raid the larder and fridge in the kitchen, only eat what they were given at set meal times. In truth, the restriction of her corset meant she could only manage small meals anyway, so hunger wasn’t a problem when she was on duty except when such temptation was thrust upon her.

Who would notice if she took it? It was low risk. But she didn’t consider it for more than a few seconds. She wanted to be obedient, to be pleasing. She didn’t want a guilty conscience.

There was a little dustpan and brush on the trolly to clear the crumbs from the table and the floor. A damp cloth to wipe the table down. Everything had to be left immaculate. It was a lot of bending, which was uncomfortable, the corset cut into her ribs and she began to heat up inside her latex uniform. She was breathing heavily when she finally got back on her feet and stood upright. The uniform was totally impractical for working in. She had one last check that she hadn’t missed anything – even a few crumbs left behind would earn her a punishment.

She made her way back to the lift, pushing the trolley, swinging her hips the way she had been taught. Before the doors slid closed she heard The Maîtresse climaxing, murmuring, a restrained roar of satisfaction. Even when she came, The Maîtresse managed to exude a sophisticated cool, to maintain control. Smudge adored Ms de Raveneaux.

Mrembo

A hundred yards past the boathouse, Ms de Raveneaux had just built a summerhouse right on the lake. It had a little veranda over the water, but it was a simple structure of timber, hexagonal, providing little more than shade from the sun and shelter from the wind. The smell of the newly machined wood was still very strong. It was unpretentiously furnished with comfy chairs and a sofa, a couple of sun loungers on the veranda. Around all the walls there was a thickly padded bench seat.

After a short gallop alongside the lake, Mrembo had been pulled to a halt behind the summerhouse. The run had caused her to break a sweat and she was breathing heavily, but her legs weren’t aching. As she stood upright with her feet together, pushing her chest out, there were still tears in her eyes and her whole body was still trembling. She had been unhitched from the cart and led, prancing, into the summerhouse, her metal-shod hoofs thumping loudly on the wooden floor.

For a while the pony was left standing behind the sofa, her reins tied off to a convenient ring located on the sofa’s back panel. Ms Owusu was trying to persuade Reggie to use Mrembo’s mouth but the woman had become coy and hesitant. The ponygirl could only guess that Reggie was shy about doing so with Ms Owusu present. The desire and arousal had been in the woman’s eyes earlier when she had been feeling the pony up. Anyway, a short time later, Mrembo found herself on her knees between Reggie’s legs. The woman was sat back against the wall at the back of the summerhouse on the bench.

Mrembo’s bit had been removed, which was an excruciatingly painful procedure as the pin-lined tongue clamp was unclipped and extracted from her mouth. Her owner had showed off the infernal contraption in detail to the amazed Reggie as the pony experienced a rare few moments when her tongue was free of restriction.

It wasn’t until Ms Owusu was seated on the bench beside Reggie that her guest finally undid her belt and pulled her jeans down around her ankles. Underneath she was wearing a pair of boyish boxer shorts. Although Reggie was pretty and in some respects feminine, there was also something a little masculine about her, too. Mrembo couldn’t quite put her finger on it, some of her mannerisms and the way she moved, what little the ponygirl had managed to see from her restricted, blinkered view.

Lifting her hips clear of the seat cushion once more, Reggie shucked down her underpants. She had quite a growth of pubic hair, though it was reasonably well groomed. Droplets of her arousal glistened amongst the curls and Mrembo could detect the scent of the woman’s excitement immediately. It gave the ponygirl some satisfaction that a lady who had a while ago expressed disgust that Mrembo was visibly leaking pussy juice, was in fact doing the exact same thing inside her jeans.

Reggie slid forward on the seat so that she was perched on the edge while her shoulders and head were resting on the back wall. She spread her legs wider. Her sex was quite open, large inner labia forcing themselves between the outer, shiny wet, a dusky brown colour. Mrembo’s mouth watered at the prospect of locking onto it, drinking in the musk, tasting the gorgeous woman.

“Take charge, be firm with her. It’s what she needs and wants.” Ms Owusu urged.

“Closer!” Reggie ordered, her voice gruff, thick with her lust.

Mrembo shuffled forward, panting. In this position, the pins inside her crotch-band were pressed deep. Those in her pussy agitating the sensitive flesh with every tiny movement, pinching her in a multitude of places. Things only got worse when Reggie grasped the pony’s bridle and pulled her head down, pressing her face into the pubic curls. Bending forward sunk the spikes even deeper, at the same time forcing her tits hard into their pin-lined cups. It also cut the tight metal waistband heavily into her abdomen, the top ring around her neck into the bottom of her jaw. There was pain everywhere and it was awful. Her mew of distress muffled as her mouth was pressed onto the sex. Tears flowed yet again.

Not daring to hesitate, her tongue went straight to work. The criss-crossing lattice of metal that weaved through her pierced lips restricted how she could use them, but she had accommodated to them now, aware of their limits. She knew it was her USP, everyone wanted to feel those lips on their sex and she always obliged, sinking them into the labia. The loss of flexibility in her lips meant her tongue had to work harder. She caressed the soft inner labia, exploring, the woman’s strong flavour entering her mouth even as she attempted to blink away her tears. This was so intense.

She found the hard little clit poking out from its hood and Reggie gasped, her hips bucked. She shuddered and squirmed. The woman was so turned on. Her hands pulled Mrembo’s head harder into her groin.

“Interesting experience with the lip appliances, isn’t it?”

“Wow!.. It’s… Kinda… Unique!” Reggie’s breathless voice struggled to find the right word, to think coherently.

“It is that!” Ms Owusu agreed.

Reggie was so excited and Mrembo didn’t want her to cum too quickly, but that proved a bit of a challenge. The woman’s thighs closed around the ponygirl’s head forcefully.

“I can’t believe this is happening!” Reggie gasped.

“Enjoy!”

Mrembo’s nose was mashed into Reggie’s pubic hair and she was having trouble breathing. Reflexively, her arms fought their brutal restraints. It was futile, she was unable to move them an inch. She felt so helpless and panicked, but that only fuelled her own lust even more. She furled her tongue, forcing it up Reggie’s channel, wiggling it, until it ached too much, at which point she returned her attention on the clitoris.

“Wow!.. Fucking… Shit!.. Holy… Cow!”

Reggie climaxed very noisily, bucking wildly, but her thighs held Mrembo’s head firmly in place. She was a squirter, quickly filling Mrembo’s mouth. The pony struggled to swallow it down, coughing, but Reggie didn’t notice or didn’t care, keeping the ponygirl’s mouth locked on her sex until the long orgasm slowly faded away. Eventually she slumped back and her thighs fell away. Mrembo tried to draw back to get some air but was only partially successful, the woman continuing to hold her head in place with her hands on the bridle, lips still touching the sopping wet sex.

Mrembo felt an even greater sense of panic. She thought she would be in trouble. She had misjudged Reggie’s arousal and hadn’t meant to cause her to cum so soon. She thought that even if Reggie didn’t realize, surely Ms Owusu would.

“Don’t stop!” Reggie ordered. “I want to go again. Rub your lips up and down… I want to feel them!”

To the ponygirl’s relief, Ms Owusu’s only response was to laugh.

After Reggie had cum a second time, Mrembo was placed bent over the back of one of the armchairs. Ms Owusu removed the pony’s crotch-band, much to Reggie’s interest and further amazement. Ms Owusu was very fond of fucking Mrembo’s arse. She usually did it before taking her pony for a run to add to her discomfort and the ponygirl had thought maybe she had escaped that fate today, but her owner had brought the oversized strap-on with her. It was a double-ended dildo, but one end was slimmer than the other.

Though not totally unpleasant, the sheer size of the dildo meant it was a challenge for Mrembo to take, especially when initially inserted. Reggie still wasn’t Wowed out, exclaiming multiple times as she watched Ms Owusu carefully ease the full length and girth of the monster up the ponygirl’s bowels. As always, her owner fucked Mrembo long and hard. When she was finished, the ponygirl had to clean off the small end with her mouth, thick with Ms Owusu’s fluids. Three times it was eased deep down her throat and once her owner was satisfied, the strap-on was handed to Reggie for her turn.

The young woman was quite hesitant at the start, careful. But the huge dildo slid relatively easily into Mrembo’s rectum, her bumhole was still loose from Ms Owusu’s long fucking and her intestines were well greased. Reggie quickly grew in confidence and finished up thrusting hard, jerking the ponygirl forward violently with every lunge. The mixture of pain and pleasure, as always, left Mrembo ambivalent. She was hurting so much yet so aroused at being so comprehensively dominated by the two women, at the friction on her sphincter that made her quiver.

Having just cum twice, Reggie took a long time to reach her third climax. Her breathing became increasingly heavy as she began to pant from the exertion, but she had a stamina that surprised Mrembo and she maintained the forceful, urgent thrusts. Mrembo was becoming increasingly sore, progressively desperate for the fucking to stop.

By the time Mrembo was fully tacked up again and back between the shafts of the cart, running hard under Ms Owusu’s whip, the pain in her bowels and sphincter was yet further torment for her hurting, frustrated body. Her hoofs pounded down the dirt track, her wide, distressed eyes peering through the narrow gap provided by the blinkers, able to see only directly in front of her, waiting for the next agonizing yank on her tortured nipples and with a burning desire to cum that was not going to be quenched.


Day Four

Smudge

Something new had appeared in the entrance hall a couple of months ago, a square box. It must have been custom-made because it exactly matched the dark walnut that proliferated throughout the foyer for the panelling, the bannisters and skirting boards. The box was just the right size for an averagely proportioned woman to be squeezed inside. The entrance hall was a popular place for miscreants to be punished, the area having the largest amount of through traffic, thus ideal for making a spectacle of someone and encouraging widespread participation in the discipline, too.

The box had become a useful addition to this, along with the plethora of chains and cords that wrapped around the balusters on the landing above. The banister of the wide, curving staircase became a guardrail at the top of the stairs, where the floor projected out partway into the high-ceilinged entrance hall. When not in use, the chains and cords were kept neatly coiled around individual balusters, which were sturdy enough to support great weight. When required, they were unwrapped and hung down, used to suspend the unfortunate individual in any number of ways.

The box was kept against the wall when not in use, but it had wheels which could be locked and when required it was moved to a more central location. The lid of the box had several different inserts to provide a variety of options. The individual could be fully enclosed inside with the regular lid, which was dotted with little airholes but otherwise matched all the other sides of the box. There was also a lid which had a padded hole cut in the centre that fitted around the waist, so the individual’s top half could be confined in the box, with their legs, buttocks and sex exposed.

Another lid, with a smaller hole, enabled the individual’s body to be placed inside the box, while the lid closed around their neck, leaving their head poking out the top. The latter had been employed on the one occasion (so far) that Smudge had been the subject of its use, just a few weeks ago. Her skirts had been removed, legs strapped together just above the knee and at the ankles, then her wrists also bound to her ankles. Once inside the box she couldn’t move at all. The hole for her neck was thickly padded and comfortable. The veil of heavy latex that was part of her uniform had been draped around her on the lid and she did have some movement of her head. She had spent the whole afternoon in the box.

As ever, just a momentary lapse in concentration had resulted in her earning this punishment. She tried so hard, but the long hours, the difficulty of working in the stringent uniform, it was impossible to remain focused 100% of the time. Dry-cleaning The Maîtresse’s extensive collection of top quality leather clothing was a regular job for the maid, but that day, after finishing, she had caught the toe of her boot in her skirt and stumbled. She had thought she was going to fall, but somehow managed to stay on her feet, but she had dropped three items she had been carrying across the utility room, two of The Maîtresse’s dresses and her mauve pants - which was one of Ms de Raveneaux’s favourite items to wear. Even then, Smudge would have got away with the slip if she hadn’t have sworn.

“Shit!”

It had come out before she could stop herself. It hadn’t been loud, not much above a mutter, but the owl-eared chef – Ms Nesbitt – had been in the kitchen, just through the archway, and had heard it, pouncing on the unfortunate maid with the leatherwear still on the floor.

Once incarcerated in the box, Smudge had a semi-flexible dildo inserted into her mouth. For good measure, it had been coated in a very hot chilli paste. It wasn’t a wide dildo and apart from the burning of the pepper paste, hadn’t been too uncomfortable, initially. After some time however, it had made her jaw ache, but that had been the least of it. Beside the box had been a chalkboard mounted on an easel. The words chalked on it invited anyone passing to deep-throat the dildo.

Literally everyone who had passed by her that afternoon had taken up the offer, even her fellow maids. Staff regarded whatever was written on the chalkboard as an order, not a request. Countless times the dildo had been eased deep into her throat (she had been trained to take it, one of the first things she had been taught on her arrival - how naïve she had been before coming here.) Ms Vietz – the estate manager – in particular had held the dildo down for a seemingly inordinate amount of time.

It had been a real ordeal, enough to ensure she would keep her mouth firmly closed in future, whatever happened. She wouldn’t make that error again. Her throat had been so sore, and afterward her face had been a thick mess of throat drool that Ms Vietz had gleefully spread across her cheeks and nose.

Today, Yala was the unfortunate incumbent on display in the entrance hall for all to see. As was to be expected where Ms Owusu was concerned, she had left her pet in an extreme predicament. The insert in the box lid on this occasion was the waist hole, but instead of being closed, the lid was locked in the open position, vertical, and Yala was not inside the box at all, but suspended face down on the chains from above, though her waist was trapped inside the lid.

She was bound in a severe bow shape, her body stretched into a curving semi-circle. Her legs were folded at the knee, calves strapped against her thighs. Each of these straps was attached to a separate chain from above, holding her thighs very widely spread. Each of her wrists were in turn chained to the same straps, bending her torso sharply back. A curving piece of metal that was woven into her braided hair was tied to a cord hanging from the guard-rail above, pulling her head back as far as the heavy rings around her neck would allow and carrying the weight of the top half of her body. The tug on her scalp must have been horrible.

And in the box were two potted stinging nettle plants. Smudge was all too familiar with them. There was a whole line of them in the greenhouse down the garden. They were carefully cultivated and often brought into the house for occasions such as this. The maid had received nettle punishments several times. When used in conjunction with corporal punishment they could be exceptionally effective. Smudge shuddered at the memory.

The plants were positioned so that Yala’s breasts were settled amongst the topmost nettles. The more the pet moved, the more she was stung, a strong encouragement to stay still. While the padded wood of the box lid surrounded her waist, preventing her from swinging radically, there was still plenty of scope for minor movement, more than enough to ensure her breasts were receiving a thorough stinging from the nettles, especially with her upper body only supported by the hanging cord tied in her hair. Staying still required a sustained and concerted effort.

She was facing the front of the house, her pulled-back head looking at the high windows showing the mixed blue and cloudy sky. She was at right-angles to the guard-rail above, which was directly over her widespread thighs, meaning the cord fastened in her hair projected forward from the baluster at a 30o angle. The pet usually projected a façade of calm indifference, even aloofness, despite the immense pain and discomfort she was regularly suffering and her submissive status. But today, even Yala’s face betrayed the strain and distress of her situation. She had been in this position some time already and likely had much longer to go.

In addition, three dildos were inserted into her mouth, sex and anus. As usual, the chalkboard on its easel was standing beside the severely restrained woman. In big letters were the words:

Please fuck this slut

One of Smudge’s daily duties was to clean the floor around the front door on a regular basis, it had to be kept pristine. She had to admit that this afternoon she was dawdling, taking longer over the job than she should, manufacturing covert glances in Yala’s direction. The pet presented such an erotic sight, it was mesmerizing.

Though it seemed to Smudge that everyone else always followed the requests on the chalkboard, she had rarely done so herself. Though neither of her colleagues had passed through since she had been in the hall, she knew that both Flopsy and Mopsy joined in when they had the opportunity. In part her reluctance was because she didn’t want to contribute further to the distress and suffering of the unfortunate individual on display. But fundamentally, she just didn’t have the courage. Somehow, today was different, and she was certain she was entitled. Did she dare..?

Leaving her mop in its bucket, the handle resting against the wall, Smudge approached the suspended, bound woman. Ms Owusu had turned Yala into such a shocking, exotic, even freakish creature, such a sexual and submissive object. It blew Smudge’s mind, frightening her, but her locked-up sex was heating up. She was so turned on. The pet was an incredible sight.

It both excited and unsettled the maid whenever she looked into Yala’s face, both horrified yet perversely entranced, spellbound by her appearance. Ms Owusu had a variety of contact lenses that she used on her pet. Each made Yala’s eyes look inhuman. When she looked at them, the hairs would rise on the back of Smudge’s neck. Today, Yala’s eyes were vivid green, streaked through with yellow, covering the whole eye except for a black, vertical slit through the centre. Crocodile eyes to Smudge’s mind. They were impossible to read, scary when they focused on the maid.

Smudge had never encountered such a modified face. She wondered how the little pips placed under the pet’s skin to form the lines and swirls on her forehead and cheeks had been accomplished. She couldn’t see any scars from incisions. They did look beautiful in their own way. And then there was the strange framework installed in Yala’s nose, virtually imprisoning it. Two heavy-gauge piercings between the eyes and right through her nostrils and septum were joined together by strips of metal running down either side of her nose, subtly curved to the shape of it.

Each strip curled into the respective nostril, shaped like two funnels, flaring each, holding them perpetually stretched, presumably reaching up inside to join with the septum piercing. Then the metal merged into a ring that sat on the top lip, against the skin between each nasal opening, projecting out vertically at a right angle to the lip. Dangling down from the ring was a chain, the leash Ms Owusu used when leading her pet around. It swung gently back and forth. The thought of having such a thing in her own nose induced a quiver in the maid. Her stomach did somersaults.

Then there were all the rings through her lips, as well, ten in each. Yala looked so bizarre. Smudge couldn’t help pondering how many of these modifications were what Yala genuinely wished for and how many she had agreed to accept just to please her mistress. It was so scary, giving away control of your appearance to someone else. At what point was the dom exploiting the submissive tendencies of her pet? Where was the line? But there was no doubt that Yala was proud of her appearance, she radiated pridefulness to the point of narcissism.

Yala’s lips and chin glistened with drool that oozed out from her dildo stuffed mouth. Smudge noted that it was significantly bigger than the one she had found lodged in her own mouth when she had been in the box. The pet’s long blonde hair was woven into microbraids, cornrows. Those at the sides of her head were wound around the curved metal appliance that was being used to suspend her hair via the cord to the guard-rail above. Those through the centre of her head hung down either side of her neck. The bottom eight inches of the braids were threaded with heavy metal beads which swung with the slightest movement.

The five rings around Yala’s throat, each tight-fitting, sitting on top of one another, prevented her head from being pulled fully back, but they must have been digging into the back of her neck. There was metal adorning most of her body, a wide, thick band pulling her waist in sharply, spirals of metal sheathing her limbs.

Smudges eyes were drawn down to the pet’s small but shapely breasts that were nestled amongst the nettle leaves. The curve of her bound body pushed them out provocatively. They too had the swirling spiral pattern of tiny raised bumps under the skin, matching those on her cheeks. As usual, the heavy-gauge bars piercing her nipples were locked into stretchers, elongating the teats to a couple of inches in length.

This presented the nettles with the maximum opportunity to sting the full exposed length. Smudge shuddered again. The majority of both breasts had already been stung, covered in a dark pink rash speckled with white dots, especially the underside. If someone was behind Yala, fucking her with the dildos in her lower holes, because of the way her wrists were strapped to her thighs, her torso would inevitably move significantly, dragging the breasts back and forth through the nettles.

But the maid’s attention returned to Yala’s mouth. Maybe it had something to do with her own experience in the box, when everybody had taken the opportunity to deep-throat the dildo, but Smudge just felt a compulsion to do the same to Yala. She was allowed…

She grabbed the end of the dildo, looking into the pet’s alien, unreadable eyes. She pulled back initially, until only the tip remained between Yala’s perfect white teeth. Smudge caught glimpses of metal glinting inside the mouth. This was not just from the three piercings in the tongue. Another modification of the pet was the sleeve that enclosed the front portion of Yala’s tongue completely, the two front piercings locking it in place. The maid could hear the metal against the silicone of the dildo.

Slowly, carefully, she pushed the dildo forward. Those crocodile eyes continued to stare at her, it was most unsettling. Smudge paused for a moment when Yala gagged as the tip touched the back of her throat. The angle of Yala’s head to her throat did make it easier for the dong to slide down, but even so, Smudge was surprised how easily the pet swallowed it down, given its size. The sub had been very well trained.

Unable to stop herself, Smudge continued to push the dildo down until it would go no further. She left it there for as long as she dared before retracting it. Yala gasped for breath. The maid fucked the mouth gently to allow the pet to recover, sliding the dildo back and forth over the tongue. The pet’s lips closed around the silicone, sucking on it. Smudge was so excited, this was thrilling! She felt a genuine sense of power. Once more she eased the dildo down Yala’s throat.

Smudge heard footsteps behind her and couldn’t help shivering in fear, feeling like she was doing something wrong, despite knowing she wasn’t. She felt hands wrap around her slender, corseted waist, then sliding up to cup her huge breasts.

“Don’t stop!”

Mrembo

For a second successive day, Mrembo was locked in her cruel, tortuous special costume. The second day was always worse than the first, her body still sore and tender from the previous day, all the pain and discomfort heightened even further. It was such an intense experience, such an ordeal. The ponygirl’s consciousness was floating in sub-space whilst trying to deal with the perpetual hurt. It was so hard to concentrate, to focus, but she had to, she needed her wits about her all the time.

“Suffer for me, little pony! Your pain gives me great pleasure, and you want to be pleasing for me, don’t you? Stamp your hoof if you agree…”

Strapped between the shafts of a cart in the courtyard of the stable, Mrembo had been inspected by Ms Owusu. Her owner’s hands had been all over the ponygirl, exploring her body and tack, checking that everything was tight enough, pressing and squeezing, stroking and probing. Ms Owusu’s eyes were bright with excitement as she handled her toy. When she spoke the words she was standing right in front of Mrembo so that the pony could meet her eyes, her soft-gloved hand cupping a cheek, thumb caressing the pony’s upper lip, tugging slightly on the chain to her nose ring.

Mrembo had immediately raised her hoof and slammed it back down onto the cobbles, the metal on stone clanging loudly.

“Such a good little ponygirl!”

Ms Owusu’s face had broken out into a broad smile, white teeth gleaming, cheeks turning into two big bubbles. It was one of those rare occasions when the warmth radiated from her expression. As ever, it was only fleeting. She had looked so stunningly beautiful to Mrembo and at that moment the pony had desired her owner acutely. Ms Owusu had stood on tiptoe and kissed the tip of Mrembo’s nose. But her spare hand, at the same time, had pressed on the crotch-band of the pony’s outfit, pushing the pins deeper into Mrembo’s labia and pussy.

“You look so beautiful and so distressed! Just as I want you! I’m proud to have you as my ponygirl!”

Mrembo just couldn’t help herself. She felt a rush of elation at her owner’s words. It was so rare for Ms Owusu to be so candid. The ponygirl had stood a little taller, basking in the attention. She had shuddered as her owner had stroked the brand that she had burnt into Mrembo’s hip just a few months ago.

The run this morning had been a short one, down from the stables to the boathouse, and now Mrembo found herself secured in one of the paddleboats. It was only the second time she had been mounted to the pedals and again it was the smallest, two-pony powered boat she found herself in. It was not a comfortable place to be. Fixed in place beside her was Catnip, Ms de Raveneaux’s ponygirl. She was only a part-time pony, mostly she spent her life as The Maîtresse’s pet, Sweetmeat.

They were both bent over a broad, thickly padded beam, a wide strap across the back of their hips holding them in place. A chain connected Mrembo’s nose ring to a ring in the bottom of the boat, keeping her head low and discouraging her from attempting to raise it. Her hoofs were clipped to the pedals, but a forceful tug in the right direction could break them free in case of emergency. Similarly, there was a quick release for the other restraints if the boat got into difficulties, though the water in the lake was not very deep, anyway.

She was positioned at an angle, perfect for getting her full weight behind the pedal cycle, her bottom sticking up as her highest point. She remained in her full tack, reins passing over her shoulders as if she was still between the shafts of a cart. They were used in the same way to control her speed of pedalling, but not for steering. Mrembo was on the starboard side of the boat, she powered only the paddle on her side, while Catnip powered the port paddle. Steering was managed by having the ponies pedal at different speeds.

There was a seat at the prow of the boat, right in front of the ponygirls’ heads, but it wasn’t occupied. Ms de Raveneaux and Ms Owusu were the only occupants and were on the bench seat directly behind the ponies. The Maîtresse was the helmswoman, holding the reins and whip. The boat whip was very different from the whips used with the carts. It was particularly nasty and Mrembo hated it.

It looked like a whisk, five strands of plastic splaying out from a short handle. They were only about eight inches long, but the helmswoman was so close, the ponygirls’ buttocks were directly in front of her, well within reach. Its touch was hellfire, the strands spreading out as it landed, leaving five red lines fanning out with each strike. Mrembo was relieved Ms de Raveneaux had control of it rather than her own owner, at least The Maîtresse used it judiciously, which wouldn’t have been likely had Ms Owusu had the implement in her hand.

“Mrembo has such a perfect arse, look at that shape and tone!”

As Ms de Raveneaux spoke, her gloved hand felt up each of the pony’s buttocks in turn, cupping and squeezing, pressing her palm into the fleshy mounds even as they rolled as the ponygirl pedalled. Mrembo was at a medium-fast pace, what would have been a canter had she been on her feet and pulling a cart. She found a natural inclination to raise her head from its very low position which she had to constantly resist. The chain to her nose ring had no slack, any upward movement pulled horribly on her septum, instantly bringing tears to her eyes. She couldn’t see anything, had no idea of their direction, but could tell the boat was cutting quite fast through the water.

“That pony was a first class buy, you must be pleased with her?” The Maîtresse continued.

“She is a delight!” Ms Owusu replied.

The woman had her legs extended, crossed and resting on Mrembo’s back as she lounged in her seat. The ponygirl could feel the expensive leather of her owner’s pants against her stringently bound arms. She gasped as the under-hang of her right butt-cheek was pinched hard. She knew that had been Ms Owusu, the way the two dominants handled her was different – sometimes subtly, sometimes not – betraying their distinct personalities.

“She is mine, to do with as I please! It’s wonderful!” The words were followed by a satisfied chuckle.

“Have you finished with her transformation yet, or have some more plans?”

“Oh, I don’t think I’ll ever run out of ideas! I’m thinking through a couple more modifications.”

“Do tell?”

“Aah, now! You’ll have to wait and see!”

A shiver passed through Mrembo at Ms Owusu’s words, but at the same time her pussy tightened, clenching on the dildo delicately moving inside her. As usual, fear and arousal in equal measure.

The conversation brought back the memory of that shocking day when Mrembo’s previous owner told her that she had been sold. The day the bottom had fallen out of her world. Mrembo had been in love with Ms Aella, the woman who had unlocked her nascent submissiveness, nurtured it to full bloom, enabled her to realize her true self and embrace it. But the ponygirl was never going to mean as much to her owner as Ms Aella meant to the ponygirl. It had been devastating. Her greatest fear had become real.

Ms Aella had just run the ponygirl as hard as she ever had, through the steepest route, at speed, with an intensity the pony would never forget. She had needed heavy whip to maintain the pace and when they returned to the stable she had been on the point of collapse. The run had been later than normal and it was getting dark when they had returned. Ms Aella had stood in front of her ponygirl in the growing dusk, her strange, beautiful violet eyes burning brightly. She had cupped the pony’s big tits, hefting them, squeezing them, teasing the nipples. For the first time ever, in the ponygirl’s experience, those eyes were on the verge of tears.

“I’m sorry to say that this is goodbye, Ruby. I’m so very fond of you. I had no intention of ever selling you, but someone has finally made an offer for you that is just too good to refuse, beyond just money, offering opportunities that I never thought I would have…”

Another first for the ponygirl, her owner had been lost for words.

“… I can’t afford to turn it down… It has been an honour to receive your trust and your submission. Your new owner is a strong woman, an amazing dominant who will keep you under the discipline you need. Make her as proud of you as I have been… be a credit to me as well as yourself…”

A palm had cupped Ruby’s cheek and Ms Aella had stood on tiptoe to kiss the ponygirl’s bitted mouth ferociously.

“You’ve been a darling… A joy!”

And then Ms Aella was gone. Her footsteps could be heard on the cobblestones, but the ponygirl’s blinkers hid the lady from view. Ruby had collapsed to her knees, her body rocked by sobs. But that was the life of a ponygirl. Ruby was no more… Reborn as Mrembo, remade as Mrembo.

It was only later that Mrembo realized the extraordinary courtesy Ms Aella had shown to her ponygirl. The lady owed the ponygirl no explanation or justification, fully entitled to sell her pony on a whim. Most ponies would just find themselves sent to their new owner without any explanation, without knowing what was happening.

But there was a gaping hole inside Mrembo that had yet to heal. Her heart was broken even though her submissive body responded to the harsh discipline of her new owner. Her mind acknowledged Ms Owusu as her owner, craved her attention, relished her dominance and discipline… but she didn’t love the lady yet, and didn’t think she ever would. The loss of Ms Aella remained a raw, open wound.

Mrembo’s reins were yanked, the bit pressing into the corners of her mouth. Her tongue was forced upward, the pins in the clamp sinking into the underside, while the tips of her nipples were twisted. The sharp and sudden acute pain focusing the ponygirl’s attention effectively. She immediately slowed her pedalling to a trot pace. She could vaguely sense that they were turning to the right.

Her position over the bar was particularly taxing clad in this tack (the first time Mrembo had been used to power the boat, she had been in her training tack.) The unyielding, weighty metal of the band locked around her waist cut under her ribs horribly. Because her torso was at a downward angle, gravity sat her tits heavily onto the spikes inside the breastplate. The movement of her legs rocked her body, jiggling the tits on the pins. The pins sunk into her pussy weren’t any better, subtly shifting with every cycle of the pedals. It was perfidious.

But that same movement perpetually shifted the dildo buried fully inside her, radiating exquisite pleasure through her body, a sensation exacerbated by the pressure of the huge butt-plug pressing against it, her receptive flesh trapped between, massaged. It made her quiver. It felt incredible. Her entire body was enveloped in pain and pleasure simultaneously. It was such an intense experience.

“So you went ahead with the nutty professor, then?” The Maîtresse’s tone was playful.

“We’ll see how nutty she was, won’t we!” There was a quiet satisfaction in Ms Owusu’s voice.

“So you haven’t checked yet to see if it works?”

“Only when the time is right, Luna, not just for the sake of it!”

Mrembo had no idea what they were talking about, now. She let her concentration wander for a moment, though her ears did prick up when she heard the word hypnosis, but they were obviously no longer talking about her, no one had tried to hypnotise her.

After just a short while, the slap of her reins brought the ponygirl back up to her previous speed and almost immediately after that she was pedalling at full whack. Mrembo sensed the boat tip back slightly, the prow rising higher in the water as they moved faster.

Ms Owusu shifted her feet on Mrembo’s back, recrossing her legs, switching them over, laying them back uncomfortably on the pony’s bound arms, still locked into the reverse-prayer position behind her. The ponygirl could just imagine her owner lounging reclined on the bench seat, one arm stretched across the seat back, her face upturned into the wind, that scary smile on her face. Her other gloved hand would be stroking her own thigh, the slick, top quality hide of her leather pants – it was one of her habits. Her fingers would be twitching in frustration that she didn’t have control of the whip, that she couldn’t lay it pitilessly across her ponygirl’s bottom.

Both ponygirls were kept at full-throttle for some time. Mrembo started to breath heavily, unable to stop her tongue from fighting against the clamp-bit. It was stupid, just aggravating the pins and increasing her discomfort, but she was unable to stop herself. She could hear the water splashing against the hull of the boat. It was hard work and didn’t give Mrembo the elation that running did, pulling her cart and her driver, seeing the beautiful countryside in front of her, the wonderful glory of being a harnessed, tacked up, fully controlled ponygirl. But she was so aroused. The desperate need to climax was unrelenting.

“How is Reggie progressing?”

Mrembo was so absorbed in her own situation, trying to cope with all the sensations wracking her body, that there was a delayed reaction in the ponygirl registering Ms de Raveneaux’s words. But they didn’t concern her, she had other things to concentrate on.

“She’s slowly coming out of her shell. We’re getting there. Usual doubts and inhibitions.” Just the sound of her owner’s voice struck fear and desire in Mrembo every time.

“I was thinking of giving her Nutmeg for the night, with some toys. That way Reggie can have plenty of time on her own to explore without feeling that she’s being watched.”

“I think that’s a great idea!”

“She understands the rules?”

“I don’t see a problem, but I’ll remind her of what she can and can’t do.”

“Then I thought we can bring her up to the bedchamber tomorrow afternoon for an encounter with Sweetmeat unmasked.”

Mrembo could feel the boat turning to the port side, Catnip beside her had been reined back some. Both the ponies were breathing deeply after the sprint. Mrembo’s face was twisted in pain, everywhere hurt. Her thighs were getting heavy, the lactic acid starting to build. She knew what would be coming next.

“Are you worried about how Sweetmeat will react?” Ms Owusu asked.

“Not at all. She is very well-trained now. She will cope.”

Mrembo squealed as the whip landed firmly on her left buttock, the five strands splaying out to cover a significant area of skin, each biting, burning atrociously. Though she had been expecting it, it still caught her by surprise. Her head jerked up, pulling agonizingly on her chained nose ring. She writhed helplessly but found renewed energy to maintain the hard pace. She hated that the whip was so effective at revitalizing her when she was starting to flag. It made its use inevitable. The ponygirl found that pedalling didn’t quite equate with running. She had less stamina for this. It was different places hurting.

“Still, meeting someone from her old life, it’s a risk! It’ll mess with her head.”

“Not if Reggie accepts Sweetie’s life choice and treats her as Sweetmeat, not the Anya she used to know. Which is what should happen with our encouragement.”

Mrembo sensed that the boat was ploughing straight forward again, maintaining its speed.

“I guess it was just too much to expect we could ditch our old lives without any repercussions. It was always going to be harder for Sweetie, she had more friends than me, was very sociable. I didn’t want her being drawn back to London and those circles she moved in, but I couldn’t in all conscience stop her. It was so difficult to explain what had happened to us and not spark curiosity, as well as maintain our privacy.”

“Yes, but it still wouldn’t have happened if Reggie wasn’t a closet kinky freak like us! It was more than concern for her friend that drove her to start prying, more than just curiosity. She was captivated by what was happening to you both, compelled to investigate further. It’s not going to be a problem. Our world is bewitching her and it’s fun to take her under my wing, let her develop her latent dominant needs.”

Mrembo heard the whip strike twice in quick succession and flinched, but this time it wasn’t her hide erupting in hellfire. She heard Catnip’s squeaks of distress. But it was only moments later that her turn came again. She squealed once more as another whippy, wristy stroke slammed into her burning left buttock. That cheek was going to take all the punishment because Ms Owusu’s crossed legs, resting on her pony’s back, restricted access to the right buttock.

“Still, I don’t know how I would have handled the situation without your help. I really am grateful!”

“It’s my pleasure!” Purred Ms Owusu.

Her ponygirl hissed and squirmed as a gloved finger started tracing the lines left by the whip, pressing firmly into the welts. She knew it was her owner, such a familiar and characteristic touch. Tears streaming from her eyes she continued to pedal hard, feeling the boat surge through the water.

Smudge

Hands hefted the maid’s breasts, squeezing them gently. It felt so good. Smudge sighed in pleasure. She recognized the voice of Ms Owusu’s friend, Reggie – she didn’t know the lady’s surname. It had been instilled in her so thoroughly to show the proper respect to those that she served that even thinking of the woman by her first name made the maid feel uncomfortable.

“I said don’t stop!” There was a slight annoyance in the woman’s tone.

She spoke very quietly, her mouth close to Smudge’s left ear. Smudge had disobeyed the first order, distracted by the hands on her body and the fear that she would be accused of doing something wrong. She began to fuck Yala’s mouth again. If it had been anyone else but Ms Owusu’s friend, the maid would have received a swift punishment, but the novice dominant, for whatever reason, didn’t pick up on it.

“Back down her throat.” The words were barely above a whisper.

The woman pressed her body firmly against Smudge’s, grinding her groin on the maid’s bottom. Smudge sighed again. She could feel Reggie’s small breasts against her back, the hard nipples rubbing against the latex of her uniform. Smudge so desperately wanted to be fucked, the need was unbearable.

Instead, she gently eased the dildo right down Yala’s throat.

“Your tits feel so good!” Reggie murmured, hefting them more vigorously, squeezing them harder, encouraged that the maid appeared to be responding positively to the handling.

Rather belatedly, the woman realized that she could slip her hands under the sides of Smudge’s apron and hold the breasts skin to skin, rather than through the rubber. Her thumbs and fingers found the barbells through the maid’s nipples, tweaking them, twisting them gently. There was just a little pain but a whole lot of pleasure.

Meanwhile, Smudge was still holding the dildo down Yala’s throat and the bound woman finally began to struggle. The maid pulled the silicone dong back up. Yala coughed, gasping for breath, her chest heaving. Smudge looked down to watch the exposed breasts wobbling, shifting against the nettles that smothered them. The maid felt an uncharacteristically sadistic urge to grab the tits through the nettles and fondle them, grinding the leaves into the already inflamed, angry skin. Perhaps it was Yala’s perpetually haughty, kind of superior demeanour that induced the thought.

The fact that the maid’s uniform gloves had the tips of their fingers removed, allowing full visibility of her long, fake fingernails, dissuaded her from doing such a thing. Would she have actually dared to do it if her fingers had been fully covered? She didn’t know.

Anyway, Yala’s usual regal bearing was looking a bit threadbare at the moment, large amounts of throat drool spilling out of her mouth around the dildo, making a mess of her lower face. Smudge felt guilty for giving the pet such a hard time. Regardless, now the maid had someone directing her actions it was out of her control. Reggie would be deciding what happened.

“Push back, grind your arse on my crotch.”

Smudge obeyed.

“Do you like having your tits groped?”

“Yes, miss.”

“Call me ma’am!” Reggie’s tone could be quite abrupt at times, almost snappy.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Keep fucking her mouth!”

Smudge’s concentration had slipped again. The body against hers, the hands enjoying her tits, both felt wonderful. The maid’s mouth was open as the gratification consumed her. She could feel the latex of her uniform moving against her skin, so sensual, squeaking and squelching as it shifted, trapped between the two writhing bodies. And Reggie was very sexy, both boyish and feminine at the same time.

Yala made a choking sound as Smudge carelessly pushed the dildo against the back of the pet’s throat. More drool spat out onto her chin, but the expression in those eyes didn’t change as they continued to stare at the maid.

“This painting of Luna, it really is amazing! It captures her perfectly!”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Reggie was referring to the portrait of The Maîtresse that was hanging at the bottom of the staircase. It had been painted last year and had taken the place of the picture of the former Maîtresse, Dominique de Raveneaux. That had caused a few problems. Ms de Raveneaux’s grandmother’s portrait was huge, considerably bigger than those of all the other matriarchs past and present. There were very few places it would fit. It was now on the opposite wall, which meant it didn’t follow the line of succession of each previous Maîtresse’s portrait, which rose up the wall with the staircase to the very first, Ines de Raveneaux, at the top.

Smudge gasped as Reggie’s fingers squeezed her nipples, she squirmed against the hard body cosseting her. Reggie sniggered.

“Like that, don’t you!”

“Yes, ma’am. Thank you, ma’am!”

“Do you know who painted the picture?”

Ms de Raveneaux was posing on the roof of the tower, the lake behind her. Smudge thought it was mesmerizing. The lady was wearing the same leather catsuit that Dominique wore in her portrait, though it had been altered to fit the current Maîtresse’s slimmer figure. The image captured the essence of Maîtresse and Heron’s Lap, too. She looked so beautiful, sexy and powerful. It still stirred Smudge’s loins every time she saw it, which was many times a day.

“It was painted by Mrembo, ma’am, Ms Owusu’s ponygirl. But that was before she belonged to Ms Owusu.”

Reggie’s hands stopped playing with the maid’s breasts, though they still cupped them.

“Really!” The woman was astonished at the news. “Surely not!”

“It is the truth, ma’am.”

“That’s incredible! I wonder why Ms Owusu didn’t tell me that?”

“I don’t know, ma’am.” The maid answered truthfully.

Reggie was still for some moments as she considered the new information, then she came back to life.

“Let’s triple fuck Yala. You keep working her mouth and I’ll do the business end, understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“It’s handy you are here!”

To Smudge’s dismay, Reggie’s hands slid out from under her apron and the woman stepped back, away from the maid.

“What’s your name?”

“Smudge, ma’am.”

Reggie sniggered again. Her hand was wrapping Smudge’s waist, squeezing the corset that enclosed it so uncompromisingly.

“You know it’s very difficult to tell you maids apart. You all look alike.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Are you going to do as I say, Smudge?”

“Of course, ma’am.”

“Keep the dildo moving and speed up.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

The maid pistoned the dildo in and out of the wide-stretched mouth, causing Yala to make a strange glugging noise. The drool increased, spurting everywhere, leaving Smudge’s hand increasingly gooey. Reggie was gone and the maid missed the feel of the woman’s hands and body against her own, savouring the memory of them. She was so turned on she thought she would explode!

Then Reggie reappeared behind Yala, between her widespread thighs. Her eyes were bright with excitement, intense with her arousal. Smudge knew how she felt… As her hands began to explore Yala’s severely bound body, the woman looked at the maid.

“Wow! I wonder if we can make her cum?”

Smudge had heard Flopsy and Mopsy mention more than once that Yala could only climax when Ms Owusu unlocked her clitoris from its metal prison. They were amazed this was the case, given the stimulation the pet was frequently subject to. There had been a debate about whether Yala was only physically able to orgasm from direct contact on her clit, or if she was so well trained she could suppress her climaxes because she was forbidden from cumming while the clit was locked up. Could she really deny the demands of her own body to that extent? Maybe it was a bit of both.

“When she’s taken the dildo down, fuck her throat properly, don’t just let it sit there, understand?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Smudge’s eyes flicked between Reggie’s and Yala’s. The bound woman was staring straight ahead at the moment, her gaze looking unfocused. Then she began to jerk and squirm as Reggie touched her intimately.

“Wow! These dildos are huge! And she’s so wet… Wow!”

Smudge could see the dildo sticking out of Yala’s bumhole, but not the one underneath in her sex, but she was familiar with it. It had a wide girth and a pair of fake balls attached. She had seen it being used on Sweetmeat. The ball-sacks could be injected with fake semen (or real semen, come to that) that was made up in the kitchen by Chef. By squeezing the balls, the imitation spunk would squirt out of the hole at the tip of the fake glans.

Smudge had no idea if there was anything in the balls today, she hadn’t seen Chef mixing it up, but she had only been in the kitchen for short periods. She couldn’t help wondering what it would be like to be fucked by that thing, though the thickness was daunting. In her current state of need she even considered if she would rather be in Yala’s position than her own, but of course she wouldn’t… would she?

She watched as Reggie began to fuck Yala, slowly at first, with one hand on the base of the fake cock and the other on the dildo inserted in the pet’s rectum. Initially they were pumping out of  synchronization, one sinking into Yala’s body as the other was being eased out.

“Down her throat, Smudge!” Reggie ordered.

The maid eased the dildo down Yala’s gullet again until only the very base was protruding between the pet’s lips, barely enough for Smudge to hold onto. More drool squeezed out.

“Fuck her with it!” Reggie couldn’t keep the excitement out of her voice.

Smudge began to stab the dildo back and forth, keeping it down Yala’s throat as the woman made strange gurgling sounds, until the maid feared she was leaving it too long, pulling it back so Yala could get some air. The pet gasped, panting, blowing hard down her modified nose, and despite her bizarre contact lenses her eyes were now wide, shocked by the sensations assaulting her body.

Reggie was increasing the speed of the fucking, and because she wasn’t using a hand to brace Yala’s suspended body, it was only the lid of the box surrounding the pet’s waist that held her still. But the harder she was fucked, the more her body jerked from the force of the activity, and with her wrists being bound to her thighs, the motion of her lower body transferred to her shoulders. Thus her upper body, the other side of the box lid, was now in motion, jolting and bouncing, swinging from her restrained hair that supported it. The tug on her scalp must have been appalling.

But it also caused Yala’s breasts to swing and jump within the nettles that shrouded them. What the pet must be experiencing must have been extraordinary, in such strenuous bondage and pain while being fucked in all three holes simultaneously by huge dildos.

Feeling more than a little guilty, Smudge gently eased her dildo down Yala’s throat once again, resuming her stabbing action. At the same time, Reggie started thrusting her dildos into Yala in synchronization, which only increased the woman’s motion even further. Still Yala didn’t make a sound other than the gurgling in her throat and the liquid squelching sounds coming from her crotch, but her body was shuddering and squirming. Quite frankly, Smudge didn’t know how it was possible to tell if and when Yala could be climaxing or not.

“You’ll have to stop that now, Smudge!” Reggie gasped. “I need you to see to me, instead!”

Catnip

She had cum for the second time today during the prolonged sprint down the lake. The dildo had flexed and shifted deliciously inside her pussy as she pedalled hard, enhanced by the butt-plug filling her rectum, which pressed against it. The little barbell piercing her clit hood had been rubbing against her clit divinely.

She had climaxed the first time on the run down to the lake, pulling Maîtresse’s sulky. That had been urgent and desperately needed. She got so aroused when she was tacked up, even after all this time of adopting the persona of Catnip the ponygirl. Every two or three days this happened, on Maîtresse’s whim. The heart-racing excitement, the erotic charge hadn’t lessened whenever she was transformed into this alternate creature. She loved being a ponygirl.

The second orgasm had built so slowly, peaked at a wondrously glacial pace. It had gone on and on. It had been glorious, even though she was being worked so hard and her lungs were hurting, her quads raging in protest. She had needed Maîtresse’s whip to drive her on through the pain barrier and now her buttocks throbbed. The boat whip was evil.

Eventually, the firm, prolonged tug on her reins had brought the power-pedalling to a stop. Now the boat was at a standstill, bobbing mildly. There was a cold breeze, just enough to make the water a little choppy. She could feel it on her shoulders and bottom. Her breathing was slowly returning to normal, her lungs filling with the crisp, fresh air. She felt so good, sated. She felt so calm and happy. At peace. Complete.

For a moment her arms fought their bindings. They were starting to feel numb. Her tongue resisted the bit that held it trapped in the bottom of her mouth. She found these challenges reassuring. She was still fully restrained. Occasionally she needed to prove to herself that she was, that it was real and not some fantasy she was living in her head. The drool was seeping out around her bit. She could see it hanging in strands from her mouth until it finally dropped to the bottom of the boat where a little puddle was coalescing.

Beside her she could hear Ms Owusu’s ponygirl still breathing heavily, occasionally sobbing. She appeared in more distress than Catnip, which seemed a little strange to her. Mrembo was a much more experienced ponygirl, she should be significantly fitter than Catnip, stronger and with more stamina. The fast boat ride should have left Catnip struggling, not vice versa.

Catnip moved her hips subtly to stir the dildo and butt-plug buried inside her. She shuddered in pleasure. She had to avoid detection, though. It wouldn’t be tolerated if noticed. But she didn’t have to worry about that just at the moment. Maîtresse and Ms Owusu didn’t have their attention on the ponygirls. Catnip could hear the creak of their leathers, the sensuous sound of hide sliding across hide. She could hear their lips attacking one another as they made-out, each playfully fighting the other for dominance.

There was still a little part of Catnip that hurt when hearing Maîtresse kiss another woman. They had discussed it way back, at the start of Sweetmeat / Catnip’s submissive journey. Maîtresse had been reluctant to engage sexually with other people, despite the fact that she was making Sweetmeat / Catnip available to others in that way. Sweetmeat had needed to encourage Maîtresse to do the same, to overcome the guilt she was feeling. They had moved way beyond the parameters of a conventional relationship that regarded sex with others as a betrayal. Safe to say, those issues were long gone.

But still… Catnip wanted desperately for it to be her kissing Maîtresse and she was a little jealous, especially when Ms de Raveneaux wasn’t using a submissive, but with a woman who was her equal, like Catnip used to be. But she knew the bond between Maîtresse and herself was special, at another level. They had an emotional intimacy that no one else could ever be able to touch.

How naïve they had both been at the start, when Maîtresse had first received the inheritance at Heron’s Lap, when something so bizarre – almost supernatural – had been unlocked in both of them. Catnip had been too ashamed of her ponygirl desires to even tell Maîtresse about them, hiding her early experiments from the love of her life. Maîtresse had soon found out, of course. Once she was confident that it was what Anya wanted, Maîtresse went all in, not holding back at all, designing Catnip’s elaborate costume, taking her hair to create a pony mane and tail.

Ms de Raveneaux hadn’t accepted the ponygirl name given to her by the head groom, though. That had been Catmint. Catnip had loved that name. It was beautiful and she treasured it, but Maîtresse had changed it to Catnip, cruder and more demeaning. It was Maîtresse’s prerogative and Catnip had no choice but to accept it.

The boat began to rock as the two dominants’ lovemaking escalated, becoming more urgent. A weight came down on Catnip’s back, on her restrained arms. Someone was half-sitting, half-laying across both ponygirls. Catnip could feel the soft leather, the warm body underneath pressing into her buttocks. A leg was rubbing against her leg. Briefly, a hand grabbed her tit, squeezing hard, painfully, not for sexual play, but using it as a grab handle to steady themselves.

She just knew it had to be Ms Owusu. It wasn’t the kind of thing Ms de Raveneaux would do. Luckily, it missed direct contact with her nipple, which was very sensitive, elongated by the stretcher that Maîtresse had added to the pony’s tack a few months ago, but the manipulation still stretched them even further and Catnip gasped. Then she whimpered as the hand twisted the breast, fingers splayed, gripping hard. At least the soft leather gloves protected the tit from the woman’s fingernails.

There was still a lot of motion going on, the boat continuing to roll gently. Limbs seemed to be everywhere, but the blinkers on Catnip’s bridle prevented her from seeing anything but the bottom of the boat. Even after the hand left the breast, it continued to ache.

Ms Owusu was bouncing, jerking on top of the ponygirls. It was rhythmic. There was grunting and gasping. It sounded like the two women were scissoring, crotches pressed together, rubbing each other’s sexes through their tight-fitting leathers. The pressure on Catnip’s bound arms was painful, but the worst thing was when the recent welts from the boat whip were touched or scraped. The movement of the bodies on top of her was getting more and more frantic.

The breathing was very heavy. Catnip recognized the characteristic sounds of her Maîtresse in the throes of passion, the way she caught her breath, the little growls. Again, the ponygirl had to fight a little feeling of resentment that she was excluded from this tryst. She wanted to give and receive this joyous delight with Maîtresse.

Both women were fit, they had the stamina to continue this rutting for some time. They were giggling, continuing to bounce around roughly on top of the ponygirls.

Sweetmeat / Catnip had become exceptionally introspective during the course of her submissive journey. It could even be called self-centred. She spent most of her life with her consciousness in sub-space, living for the moment, the physical and emotional exhilaration that she experienced under the domination of Maîtresse. She didn’t think or worry about anything else much at all. Wrapped up in her adoration for Ms de Raveneaux, craving to be with her when she wasn’t, her world had now become very small, her focus on little else.

She had been dimly aware that Maîtresse and Ms Owusu had been talking while the boat had sped down the lake, but at the best of times she paid little attention to people speaking unless it was being directed specifically to her – and that didn’t happen much. She just didn’t care. It didn’t matter. At that time she had been luxuriating in her slowly building next orgasm, glorying in every second of it, so had even less attention to the conversation. And while she had been climaxing, she hadn’t heard a thing that was being said.

But one name that had been used had stuck. She did remember that. Reggie. Her old life, even though it was only a year ago, was truly a distant memory. She never thought about the time before she became Sweetmeat / Catnip. She wasn’t kidding, she never did. Reggie was familiar to her, but she had to drag the recollection from a locked away part of her mind. An image of her old friend flashed across her consciousness, a beautiful but boyish black woman, she wore a great perfume.

The way her mind was wired now, she felt an immediate surge of lust. Reggie had been cute and sexy. Straight away she was fantasizing about how her sex would taste, what it would be like to be controlled by her. Why would Ms de Raveneaux and Ms Owusu be talking about Reggie?

No matter how many times she climaxed, it was only ever a short while before Catnip’s lust arose anew and thinking about Reggie, as well as the sounds and feel of the two beautiful women cavorting on her back, was making the ponygirl fully aroused once more. She squirmed on the beam she was bent over, stirring the dildo and butt-plug inside her. They felt so good. She slipped slowly back into her wonderful sub-space haze.

Maîtresse orgasmed first. The breathing, the sounds of her cumming so discernible, Catnip’s most favourite melody in the world. Ms Owusu took longer. Then everything went still except for their heavy breathing and some gentle laughing. After a while, a hand began to fondle Catnip’s buttock, stroking and kneading it. She gasped as the fresh welts were disturbed, the fierce pain damping her lust, but only for a few moments…

Smudge

The maid’s mouth was still full of the taste of Reggie’s pussy. The woman had come twice while she titillated and tormented Yala, once from Smudge’s fingers and once from her mouth. Being away from Ms Owusu had released Reggie’s inhibitions – it wasn’t surprising really, Ms Owusu was a very intimidating figure, as was Ms de Raveneaux. Having free reign of the opportunities offered by Heron’s Lap unsupervised must have felt like having a free pass in a sweet shop. Smudge could identify with the young woman’s wonder and naiveté, it had been the same for Smudge on her arrival here, despite the different context.

But Reggie was able to satisfy her mushrooming lust, whilst Smudge’s rampant need remained a torment, her pussy perpetually stewing inside her chastity belt. The encounter had left Smudge in a bit of a mess. Her face thick with Reggie’s pussy juice, her gloves stained by the same and Yala’s drool and the maids had to be impeccably presented at all times, so she had needed to clean herself up quickly. They weren’t allowed to drink or wash their mouths out after eating pussy until a scheduled meal break. Smudge could even still smell Reggie from where her arousal had got up her nose.

She felt depraved, beyond decadence, but the feeling thrilled her. In a bizarre contradiction, her subservience left her feeling liberated, free to be her true self, fulfilled. It was amazing… If only she could cum though… Leaning over so that her heavy latex skirts fell forward, she had slipped her hands under the skirts. She had pressed her hand between her legs, against the crotch-band of the belt. And rubbed furiously.

She had done this countless times before in her desperation and this time the result was no different. The crotch-band was perfectly designed, the slight dome over her pussy ensuring that any pressure on it transferred to the bevelled edges of the band right in the crease of her crotch, providing absolutely no stimulation whatsoever. Again, as usual, she whimpered in frustration. It was futile. In the past she had tried to find something to slide underneath it, that was impossible, too.

This week she had been struggling with her sexual need even more than normal. There had been such a plethora of deeply erotic, exciting sights and experiences, not just Ms Owusu’s visit with Reggie and Yala, but the appearance of Nutmeg – or reappearance, except that when Nutmeg had been here previously, it was before Smudge’ arrival, so the extraordinary woman was new to the maid.

Nutmeg had been the pet of the previous matriarch of Heron’s Lap, the current Maîtresse’s grandmother. She was an erotic phenomenon and being subject to such an astounding succession of ordeals by Ms de Raveneaux, day after day, as if being tested. Her ultra-corseted waist and neck corset gave her an astonishing figure. Today, Nutmeg was in the back garden.

Another of the new contraptions that had appeared in the last few months was the bird-feeder. It had been installed just before Christmas. Ms de Raveneaux’s relationship with the ravens of Heron’s Lap had been growing more peculiar. She now had a falconry gauntlet for her left hand and when on the roof of the tower or outside, holding her arm out, would use it to bring the ravens – or a raven, Smudge was unable to tell if it was the same one every time - to perch upon it.

A bird would just come when she did it, every time. It would sit on the gauntlet and allow itself to be petted by The Maîtresse. More than that, it would respond, rubbing its head against the back of The Maîtresse’s fingers. Ms de Raveneaux would feed it titbits. Whenever the raven looked at Smudge, the hair would stand up on the back of her neck and a chill would pass through her. She found them so scary. There was something malevolent in the black stare and it felt like the bird was seeing right through to her soul, that it knew her.

During last summer, Smudge had been used regularly to feed the ravens – as the actual feeding vessel. She would be bound on the table on the tower roof, on one occasion on her own, but normally with another maid or Sweetmeat. The enema hole in her chastity belt would be filled with bird food for the crows to feed on, or if she was tied down face up, her apron would be pulled into the gap between her breasts to reveal them and they would be covered in peanut butter, and berries and nuts would be plastered over them for the ravens.

Smudge shuddered at the memory and it made her feel genuinely queasy to recall. It was terrifying and revolting having the birds perching on her, stepping and hopping over her, and their claws were so sharp, often drawing blood. She remembered the pain when their beaks nipped her skin as they picked at the food. The maid hated it, she really did.

Then there was the T-shaped post that was installed in the flower bed at the front of the house. So far, the maids had never been subject to this, only Sweetmeat, Yala and once only, Ms Vietz’s assistant Miss Ella. Upside down, legs in a full split, their pussies would be stuffed with the nuts and berries and the ravens would perch on the spread thighs and feast. But that was only used very occasionally and was not really practical for the winter.

Ms de Raveneaux had required something more permanent, and that the unfortunate occupant could inhabit for longer periods with some protection from the winter weather. So the back garden now had the bird-feeder. It wasn’t designed just for the crows, but all the other birds, too, with a greater variety of food and it even had a birdbath. So far, at least, Smudge had avoided being installed in the device. Sweetmeat was the most frequent occupant, Yala had been inside twice, but Miss Ella and Ms Vietz’s own maid Bobby had also experienced it, as well as Flopsy, after she had done something grievous to offend The Maîtresse.

They were all dressed in a thick neoprene suit (it looked like a deep-sea diver’s suit) to provide some protection against the cold. There were, of course, some adaptions to the outfit. Cut-outs left the breasts, crotch and half the buttocks exposed. Today, it was Nutmeg’s turn to experience the device, but it had been decided that it was now warm enough not to require the neoprene suit. Nutmeg was half-naked and half-clad in transparent latex.

It was often Smudge’s job to keep the bird-feeder stocked with food – even when there wasn’t anyone imprisoned inside it - and once she had returned to the kitchen after her episode with Reggie, Chef ordered the maid to replenish the stocks. The device was situated only a few yards from the back door, in a paved area in front of the vegetable garden. In some respects it resembled a tall table – four legs, a sturdy wooden construction, a flat surface (of sorts) – but the female body contorted into the frame was not part of any regular table.

Nutmeg had been fastened in the bird-feeder more than four hours ago. Smudge had already replaced the bird food once, a couple of hours ago. As the maid approached, she could see all the nuts and berries had gone again. She also smelt that Nutmeg had pissed herself before she saw the pool of urine on the clear glass surface. That meant Smudge had to go back to the utility room and get the clean-up gear. Clearing up piss was one of the worst parts of her job, but it happened occasionally when someone was left restrained for long periods in adverse and traumatic situations.

But when it came to the bird-feeder, the occasional became often. This was because the support for the birdbath passed down through the glass surface where a gag was attached. It was a relatively soft spongey ball that had to be squeezed into the mouth of the feeder’s occupant, where it would expand enough to be able to see their cheeks bulging. Their lips would be pressed against the underside of the glass, effectively kissing it and unable to move at all.

The support was centred on the underneath of the shallow bowl of the birdbath and it was hollow, filled with a microfilter that allowed a small amount of the water to seep through from the bath itself. So a constant, but small amount of water continually oozed into the occupant’s mouth while she was in place in the feeder, keeping her well-hydrated but also requiring a strong bladder to last the hours spent fastened in place. The contents of the birdbath drained through in a couple of hours, so when the bird feed was replenished, the birdbath needed refilling as well.

The stem of the support was also designed so that it allowed fresh air to be drawn down the outer part of the tube, permitting the incumbent to breathe through her mouth as well as her nose.

There were three further cut-outs in the surface of the appliance, through which Nutmeg’s voluminous breasts protruded, as well as a part of her backside with her sex and bumhole completely accessible. Because the glass was crystal clear, the amazing contortions required of her body to fit into the bird-feeder were perfectly visible.

Her legs were folded at the knee, calves strapped to thighs, and spread so wide apart they were almost in a full-splits position, but not quite. The legs were clad in clear latex stockings, her feet in ankle ballet boots that were made of transparent plastic, so that her fully extended ankles and compressed toes squashed into the tips of the boots were all visible. Both thighs were strapped down flat against the underside of the glass surface. She was bent over so severely that her crotch was her highest point, her overlarge, modified labia jutting up above the glass.

She was still wearing one of her shocking corsets that reduced her waist to such a small stem, this one a very short waspie design that sat on her hips and tucked under her ribs. In order to fit her in place, the laces of her neck corset had been partially undone to enable her head to be tilted back. Which was enclosed in a clear rubber helmet that matched her stockings.

When Nutmeg had arrived at the house a few days ago she had hair – short – but still hair. Now her scalp was bald, the pale skin displayed by the see-through latex. Smudge, like all the maids, had her head shaved every couple of days. She could tell that Nutmeg’s scalp had been waxed, it produced a cleaner finish and lasted much longer. That was the same procedure as Sweetmeat had to create her mane. Smudge had never quite reconciled herself to being made hairless, even to this day she harboured a resentment, finding it cruel and unnecessary.

The helmet had nostril and mouth holes, as well as little curved plastic lenses over Nutmeg’s eyes which gave her slightly distorted vision. What she could see was limited anyway, the birdbath lying directly above her face. A shallow cup accommodated the back of her head, locking to the legs of the appliance, holding her mouth tight against the underside of the surface.

Her arms, sheathed in shoulder-high transparent latex gloves, were then also fitted into a monoglove of the same, drawing her shoulders sharply back, curving her spine, pushing her curvaceous breasts high up through the cut-outs in the glass top. Her cruelly bound arms, elbows touching, were clearly visible if one crouched down to look under the appliance. There was a chain connecting the tip of the monoglove to a ring set in the paving underneath, holding her arms away from her body to push her breasts up as high as possible.

Smudge didn’t think Nutmeg was able to move any of her contorted body as much as an inch, she was literally bound immobile. She must have been in huge discomfort, if not downright pain.

As well as the urine, a bird had shit on Nutmeg’s left breast. It must have been a small bird, when the ravens crapped they left a huge white and brown mess – there was one of those on the glass surface, too. They tended to remain on the glass to pick at the food, while the little birds hopped around on the tits themselves.

That was not so for Nutmeg’s crotch, however. The ravens would put their feet on her buttocks or enlarged labia to get to the nuts and berries that were in her vulva, sphincter and butt-crack, not as accessible as the food on the breasts, moving their heads to get the correct angle for their beaks. They had very sharp claws, as Smudge well knew, having been scratched and pricked by them multiple times herself.

All the tasty morsels had gone from Nutmeg’s crotch. The maid had an antiseptic wipe to clean her up. The woman’s swollen left labia had a tiny spot of blood that had dried a dark red where a claw had caught it. The wipe really stung, Smudge could see Nutmeg squirming in her bonds to the miniscule extent that she could. The maid parted the labia. Inside was slick and wet with the pet’s arousal. Holding the lips apart, Smudge shook out a handful of nuts and berries to lay between them, but she didn’t push them down too deep.

She needed to sort through the nuts to find one big enough to wedge in Nutmeg’s sphincter, then holding the buttocks parted she filled up the crack with more. There was still a fair bit of the birdseed left on the breasts – the other birds wouldn’t feed while the ravens were there, they had to nip in and out quickly when the opportunity presented itself, though the smaller berries had been taken. She smothered each nipple with peanut butter again to stick a sizable nut on the tip of each. Finally, she refilled the birdbath.

Smudge took a moment to look around. She could hear birdsong, but not the racket made by the ravens, but she couldn’t actually see any birds at all. She didn’t know where they suddenly appeared from. She took a final look at Nutmeg’s tortuously restrained body under the glass, feeling her pussy clench and warm at the erotic sight. She had a brief stab of fear as it occurred to her that it was inevitable that one day the body inside the bird-feeder would be her, but that thought did nothing to quell the lust she was feeling. She headed back to the house.

Just before she shut the door, she glanced back at the bird-feeder. Already there was a goldfinch on one breast, head bobbing as it picked at the seeds. On the other breast was a blue tit, hopping about, being more fussy about what it chose. Neither were there for long as a raven dropped down from somewhere, scaring the other two away. It was a juvenile, smaller, with brownish feathers predominating over black. Smudge watched its head drop, beak probing between Nutmeg’s labia to get at the food.

The maid closed the door, she didn’t want a spanking from Chef for dawdling.


Day Five

Sweetmeat

Except when she was in her alternative persona of ponygirl Catnip, Sweetmeat couldn’t remember the last time she hadn’t been helmeted in latex or leather, or at the very least in her head cage. Maîtresse liked to keep her individuality diminished, to keep her as an anonymous, erotic rubber sex doll, to maximize her objectification. But this afternoon her head and face were bare, even her pony mane was loose, spilling across her bald scalp, around her shoulder. It had been washed and styled by Flopsy only a short while ago.

She had to acknowledge that it felt odd not to feel the cloying rubber enclosing her face, sticking to her scalp. It was such a regular part of her existence now. She felt naked in a way she didn’t when her body was bare. It didn’t exactly feel wrong, just not quite right. She did miss the odour of the warm latex as it was sucked up her nose with every breath. But she certainly didn’t miss the unrelenting burn of her skin under the rubber, unable to breathe.

Flopsy had also made her up rather extravagantly – not that Sweetmeat had been allowed to see the end result, but the application had been longer and more fastidious than normal, taking some time. She could feel the thickness of the paint on her eyelids, the heaviness of the mascara and false eyelashes. She tasted the lipstick and gloss.

She had one of those rubber balls in her mouth that was filled with ponyboy semen. It wasn’t the largest version, occupying her mouth but not putting a strain on her jaw. She was forbidden from biting down on it or trying to suck the spunk out – it was to be saved for later – but she had no desire to do either, anyway, finding the slime icky and disgusting, especially when it had cooled down. At least holding it in the ball, inside her mouth, would warm it some. There was nothing she could do to stop a small amount oozing out that coated her tastebuds and made her want to spit. Maîtresse knew it revolted her, that was why Ms de Raveneaux liked to tease her with it occasionally.

While she detested having her head sealed into latex helmets, she conversely adored it sheathing her body. There was more flexibility and the way it slid across her skin was so sensual, caressing and so totally arousing. It was wonderous and she was addicted to it. Today, she was in a catsuit, but there were cut-outs through which her large tits projected completely, as well as her buttocks and crotch. The rubber had a black and green marble effect pattern that was Maîtresse’s favourite, Sweetmeat had several catsuits of different styles in the design, as well as a couple of corsets.

This afternoon, it was the matching full-corset that she was laced into, holding most of her torso rigid and shaped to its spectacular hourglass form. It was supremely uncomfortable, pulling her waist into tiny proportions, compressing her ribs, while the 1/3rd cups wrapped and supported only the lower parts of her tits, lifting them high and pushing them together and forward, making them look grotesquely massive, sitting right under her face, ringed nipples fully exposed.

Her arms were behind her in a monoglove armbinder, sealed against each other to above her elbows. Straps crisscrossed her chest holding it in place, ensuring it couldn’t slip down, despite the fact that it was laced so tightly, that wouldn’t have been possible anyway. The effect was to curve her spine concavely and push her chest right out, further exaggerating and emphasizing the size of her tits. She wasn’t sure which was worse, the ach in her shoulders or the nagging pain from her imprisoned waist.

She was perched at the bottom of Maîtresse’s opulent bed, right on the edge, on her knees, sat back on her heels. Maîtresse’s bedchamber was the topmost floor of the tower. While one side contained luxurious rugs scattered about the intricately – and erotically – carved four-poster bed, the other side of the room contained the extensive collection of BDSM paraphernalia that also made the space a playroom, too.

Straps buckled around her thighs, just above the knee, held her legs spread wide into almost a full splits position, each chained to the posts at the bottom corners of the bed, while her booted feet (ballet boots that reached up to just below her knees) were strapped together at the ankle beneath her. The position left her naked pussy hanging over the edge of the mattress, blatantly presented.

To add further to her discomfort, a huge butt-plug was lodged securely in her rectum and the boot-heels pressed against it. Stretched wide, her bowel was cramping regularly and no matter how she shifted about, she couldn’t alleviate the pain. To make matters worse, it was a shock-plug, set to randomly deliver an agonizing electric charge periodically which shot up the length of her intestines, bringing tears to her eyes.

And the fat portion of a double-ended strap-on dildo was buried deeply into her pussy. The straps hung down beneath, dangling toward the floor, awaiting someone to step into them. It also pressed against the butt-plug, this time from the other side. She felt completely stuffed. She had been warned not to let the dildo slip out and at first that hadn’t been a problem. But as she got ever wetter and her pussy accommodated to the wide girth it became more difficult, especially when she jerked violently at the spontaneous shocks in her bottom and fidgeted to get more comfortable. She was having to squeeze harder and harder to keep it in place.

But any movement at all shifted the dildo and it caressed the walls of her tunnel, which was exquisitely pleasurable, only serving to increase her arousal, encouraging her to fidget more, a vicious circle. She could feel the slickness below, even though she couldn’t see past her prodigiously presented tits and her turgid nipples, each of which had a crocodile-jawed clamp biting into it with a short chain connecting them. Sweetmeat felt like a complete slut, but she didn’t mind that, it was what she was and she gloried in it.

It seemed to Sweetmeat that she had been in this position for a long time, but she found it hard to tell when she was left alone and bound. Her consciousness floated in and out of sub-space, leaving her unable to differentiate between five minutes and a quarter-hour, twenty minutes and an hour. She remained excited – surely the strap-on lodged inside her meant she was going to be fucked. She wouldn’t be posed like this if there wasn’t going to be a session involving her at the centre. The anticipation was thrilling.

A shiver of delight passed through her, only to be abruptly ended as the butt-plug shocked her out of the blue. It shot right through her insides, seemingly exacerbated by the compression of the corset. It was atrocious. She jumped, briefly bouncing on the mattress, growling in despair, unable to prevent her eyes welling with tears once more. After the initial acute pain, the horrible nagging ache took some time to dissipate, but still her pussy burned with need.

And then the ping that announced the arrival of the lift. The hum as the doors slid open and suddenly the bedchamber was full of people, full of the glint of leather and latex, of women powerfully sexual and attractive that Sweetmeat desired – most especially her Maîtresse. Her heart was racing, her pussy throbbing.

There was a maid lurking in the background, her polished uniform shimmering, rustling and snapping noisily with her every movement. There was Ms Owusu and her pet, Yala. There was Maîtresse in a pale violet leather dress, above the knee, with a loose skirt that swirled around her – it was unusual to see Ms de Raveneaux in such an outfit, but she looked stunningly beautiful. The high collar wrapped her neck to her chin and her black hair was free, spilling over her shoulders and back.

A cinch of black leather, halfway between a belt and a corset, wrapped her waist, giving her figure a seductive curve, while matching slim-fit, over-the-knee boots shaped her ankles alluringly and provided a striking contrast to the pale dress. The woman was a vision of stylish femininity, oozing confidence and charisma. Sweetmeat desired her Maîtresse so much it hurt.

But then another figure stood in front of Sweetmeat, blocking her view of the others, preventing her from scrutinizing Maîtresse any further. It was Reggie Roberts. Sweetmeat experienced momentary confusion. This woman didn’t relate to her current life at all. Her presence was incongruous. But from somewhere she recalled Maîtresse using her name recently. It didn’t bother Sweetmeat for long. Her old friend was gorgeous – she had always thought so – and as she observed Reggie her desire to be used sexually by her surged.

Reggie had changed her hair since the last time Sweetmeat had seen her. She always wore it short and in a masculine cut, but it was more heavily styled now, slicked back against her skull, just a tiny bit more feminine. The combination of her boyishness and femininity was really tantalizing. Sweetmeat wanted to kiss those lips, wanted to taste the woman, smell her. She wanted to eat out her pussy. She wanted Reggie to fuck her and dominate her.

“Anya? Wow!”

“Anya is no more. She’s Sweetmeat, now.” Maîtresse’s voice was quiet, but authoritative. It was the way she mostly spoke since she had become The Matriarch, a tone that she had never used before she had come to Heron’s Lap.

“I can barely recognize you… Wow… you’ve changed so much!”

Reggie’s eyes were wide, in genuine shock, but all Sweetmeat was really concerned about was how quickly they could cast aside all this fluff and get straight down to the sex.

“She has changed completely, inside and out. She is somebody else, now. Don’t think of her as Anya. Anya has gone. Sweetmeat is a woman of pure sexuality. It is what she lives and craves for.”

“If I had passed you in the street, I wouldn’t have recognized you…” Reggie’s words trailed off, though her mouth was still moving, as if trying to continue and failing.

Maîtresse appeared at Sweetmeat’s side, her leathers groaning subtly. Her booted leg pressed against her pet’s bare knee. She leaned over slightly, grabbing a handful of Sweetmeat’s mane and turned her head. Sweetmeat drank in the gorgeous perfume of her mistress, the scent of Ms de Raveneaux’s leather. She relished the firm hand controlling her. Then Maîtresse’s mouth smothered her own in a powerful, dominant kiss. Sweetmeat parted her lips to allow Maîtresse’s tongue inside, where it encountered the strapless ball-gag that her pet had been sucking on.

Far too quickly for Sweetmeat, the kiss finished and Maîtresse released her hair. It was one of Sweetmeat’s greatest treats to kiss her mistress, her beloved. In her passion and excitement, she had bitten down on the ball and a large glob of the still cool ponyboy spunk squirted out onto her tongue and pooled there.

Smudge

Nutmeg had been in the box in the hall for most of the morning, and unlike Yala yesterday, the pet had actually been fully inside except for two round ovals - her bottom cheeks – protruding from a cut-out in the box lid. Her body was strapped into a tight ball, unable to move at all, head in the bottom of the box. She was wearing a thick, black rubber catsuit that also just had a cut-out for her buttocks.

Above a regular latex helmet that had no eyeholes, the heavy rubber of the new discipline helmet had been laced tightly into place, complete with mouth-packing gag. An extension tube had been added to the stubby pipe projecting from Nutmeg’s mouth, connected to a hole in the raised bottom of the box, allowing her to draw fresh air, while her nose had to make do with the stuffy, restricted circulation that remained in the box (the lid was dotted with small holes to allow some ventilation.)

There had been a flexible rubber paddle hanging down on a chain from the guard rail above, swaying gently beside the box. The whiteboard mounted on the easel invited all who passed by to spank the presented buttocks. Smudge herself had taken up the invitation three times during the course of the morning. On each occasion, she had brought the paddle down three times on Nutmeg’s backside, which had taken on an increasingly darker hue of pink, then red, over the duration.

The paddle was shaped like a table-tennis bat, but instead of wood, it was made of one piece of moulded red rubber, including the handle. It bent and flexed on impact with the bottom cheeks. One side was covered in prickly pimples, but Smudge hadn’t had the courage to use that, instead using the smooth reverse side. Part of her wished she had used the prickly side, but she wouldn’t have been able to cope with her guilt if she had.

She wasn’t a naturally cruel person and would never have wanted to inflict pain on another before she had come to Heron’s Lap. But there was something about this place… It seduced the sadistic side out of everyone, even someone as mild-mannered as Smudge. She had found it so exciting taking advantage of the poor, helpless woman incarcerated so provocatively in the box, seeing the buttocks reddening under her own hand…

Plenty of others had taken the opportunity to use the prickly side of the paddle. It left a distinctive pattern on the skin, kind of like the surface of a golf ball, but fuzzy from the repeated haphazard strikes all on top of each other. Hundreds of little indentations on the skin in uniform lines, each a livid red dot, darker than the deep pink colouring that surrounded them. Smudge had dragged her fingernails across the marks, fascinated by them. She had shuddered repeatedly at the recurring thought of being in the pet’s place.

By the time Smudge and Mopsy had removed Nutmeg from the box, the two bottom cheeks were glowing, looking incredibly sore. The pet was wearing crotch-high ballet boots that had no heel at all. She must have had a lot of experience wearing them, it was astonishing how she could balance herself on just her toes – though she had to take constant, small, tippy-tappy steps – despite being completely blinded and disoriented by the double helmets encasing her head. Nonetheless, the maids had to keep hold of her as they walked her to a bathroom, steering her, not giving her the opportunity to fall. Most of the straps binding her had been removed, but two remained, holding her arms folded behind her back.

The unusually thick catsuit gave off a strong odour, warmed by Nutmeg’s body heat. Smudge had come to adore the smell of latex. It was enough to keep her perpetually aroused without all the other stimuli surrounding her. Her hand was around the pet’s waist, feeling the hard, straight line that it had been shaped into, so tiny it was unbelievable, yet it was real! Nutmeg wore a corset perpetually, even when sleeping.

The only time she was without it was when being bathed and for some daily exercises to maintain some muscle strength, but Smudge thought the pet had become dependent on the garment’s support and experienced difficulties without it. The same could be said of the neck corset, which was only removed for the identical reasons. Nutmeg moved her head fine and without impediment during the exercise routine, but Smudge could feel the relief and satisfaction radiate from the woman as the garment was laced closed, holding her head fixed in place.

Mopsy had left the crotch zip unfastened after Nutmeg had peed and been cleaned up. The maids had been told to bring the pet off three times before installing her in her next situation. With Nutmeg perched on the edge of the toilet seat, legs spread wide, her pussy was open and available, bulging out between the teeth of the zip. Smudge had been ordered to her knees in front of the sopping wet, fragrant and very aroused sex organ.

But she found it hard to draw her gaze away from the woman’s miniscule, modified waist. It was so shocking and bizarre. With a little impatience, Mopsy pushed the back of the junior maid’s head into Nutmeg’s prominently presented crotch. In Smudge’s limited experience, she had never encountered such a wet pussy. It leaked everywhere. Whenever a catsuit was peeled off the pet, there would be such a mess, kept warm and sticky inside the humid second-skin. It seeped right across her lower  belly, down her legs, thickly into the crevice between her buttocks.

Smudge found eating out Nutmeg a bit overwhelming. As soon as her tongue forced its way between the artificially enhanced labia, the sex would seep, filling her mouth and nose, coating the lower part of her face with the pungent, strongly-flavoured syrup. And when the pet climaxed, she squirted like crazy, requiring constant swallowing to manage the flow. Afterward, it tended to leave Smudge feeling queasy.

But the woman was on a hair-trigger, could be forced to cum hard and repeatedly without much work, so getting three orgasms out of her would not be a long or difficult task. If anything, the job was to try and slow her down, to give her enough time to appreciate the gifts she was being given. It was just always messy. The pussy twitched and convulsed as soon as Smudge’s lips and tongue made contact. Nutmeg’s hips lifted and she pushed her crotch hard onto the maid’s mouth.

She was so excited and aroused. Smudge didn’t know when the pet had last been allowed to cum, but The Maîtresse was being very magnanimous during the early days of Nutmeg’s return, giving her plentiful opportunities of release, so it couldn’t have been that long ago. Whatever, the woman was very ready after her session in the box.

Meanwhile, Mopsy continued to keep her hand behind Smudge’s head, not allowing the kneeling maid to pull back at all. Nutmeg’s clitoris was so big and sensitive, avoiding it was near impossible and the slightest contact had the pet spasming and squirming. The tip of Smudge’s tongue encountered the metal ring that directly pierced the clit. Nutmeg shuddered as the maid’s tongue explored it. The writhing and twisting of the pet’s febrile body made it difficult for Smudge to be able to employ much control.

Nutmeg didn’t last much more than a minute before she climaxed. Her hips froze rigid even as her pussy pulsed and spasmed. The first squirt filled Smudge’s mouth, forcing her to swallow. There were three initial hard squirts, voluminous, after which the space between the ejaculations tapered away, as did the quantity of fluid. Smudge swallowed frantically, having trouble breathing as the syrup found its way up both nostrils, as well as spreading across her face.

After a few seconds frozen, Nutmeg began to writhe uncontrollably, jerking. Because she was so heavily gagged, her movements were accompanied by a strange silence except the snapping and squelching of latex. Her climax went on for a long time, before she gradually slowed and then finally went limp. Meanwhile, her secretions continued to flood Smudge’s mouth, forcing her to drink it down.

Mopsy didn’t waste much time. She helped Nutmeg to raise herself up from the toilet seat and ordered Smudge to turn herself around and lay her head back onto the seat. Nutmeg’s bare buttocks were just above Smudge’s head, thrust out provocatively by the tight-fitting, thick rubber that surrounded them. They were swollen dark pink with bright red dots left by the paddle and looked excruciatingly tender.

“Spread her cheeks apart and get your mouth on her arsehole. Get your tongue right inside, as deep as you can.”

Nutmeg flinched as Smudge pressed her fingers on the excoriated buttocks, parting them. Mopsy lowered Nutmeg back down, right on to Smudge’s face. The maid could feel the heat from the well-beaten bottom, feel the rawness as they smothered her. Her nose twisted as it slipped into the crevice, compressed uncomfortably. She felt the crinkle of the rosebud on her mouth. It was slimy with Nutmeg’s pussy juice, the whole cleft was thick and sticky with it, finding its way up Smudge’s nose once more. The smell of the mixed sweat and secretions was overpowering.

Smudge obeyed Mopsy’s order, forcing her tongue against the sphincter, pushing it through. Though it had been some hours since Nutmeg had received her daily enema, her bumhole hadn’t been used since and it tasted of the soapy, antiseptic solution used to clean it out, as well as the normal unsavoury flavour that the maid had grown used to. Smudge curled her tongue around the inside of the rim, using her tongue stud to titillate at the same time. Nutmeg squirmed in delight.

The pet didn’t settle on Smudge’s face at all, constantly in motion, jerking, writhing. Initially, it was slow and languid, but it soon became faster, more urgent. It gave Smudge fleeting opportunities to grab some air, but not enough, and the pressure on her face was downright painful. Smudge became aware that Mopsy had been fingering Nutmeg and was now fucking her quite animatedly with more than one finger. Every shudder and quiver from the pet transferred on to Smudge’s head as the woman’s lust fired up epically once more.

Smudge pushed her tongue up the intestine as far as she could, caressing the bowel walls. The taste was horrible and on top of all the pussy juice she had swallowed, the maid was feeling somewhat nauseous. She could feel Nutmeg respond. Meanwhile, Mopsy rocked the pet forward far enough that Smudge could breathe through her nose. She tried to clear the fluid out. For a moment, her tongue slipped out of Nutmeg’s rectum and was licking the rosebud itself.

She was getting pummelled by Nutmeg’s increasingly desperate fidgeting and bouncing. The woman was thrusting back against the finger-fucking, trying to hump Mopsy’s hand, getting more and more agitated. The sloppy liquid noises were getting quite loud. Smudge did her best to get her tongue back inside the pet, but it was near impossible, the backside was never still enough.

She felt hands brushing her breasts, one side then the other, under her apron. She felt air on them, realizing they had been bared, the apron pushed into the gap between them – they were so large they were able to hold the crumpled latex there, leaving them exposed. It took Smudge some time to work out what was happening. Mopsy was scooping out Nutmeg’s pussy juice and depositing it on Smudge’s breasts. She could feel the wetness, feel the rivulets running across her curves.

Periodically, Mopsy would spread the fluid across both mounds, massaging it into Smudge’s skin, rubbing it into her nipples, yanking and squeezing them. It felt so good having her breasts and nipples handled so sensuously and gently, her arousal was raging, her vulva burning with need inside the prison of the chastity belt.

Then Mopsy changed tack, using her body to hold Nutmeg in place, her backside pressed firmly on Smudge’s face again.

“Get that tongue right up inside her, Scullery!” Mopsy’s tone betrayed her own growing excitement.

Both the other maids occasionally referred to Smudge as Scullery. The term was used to remind her that she had the lowest status of the maids, that she needed to remember her place, just in case there was any chance of her forgetting it…

She pushed her tongue through the sphincter once more, as deep as she could. Unable to breathe and with her tongue really aching, Smudge was glad when Nutmeg hit her second climax quickly. The pet ground herself on the maid’s face, writhing madly, spastically. Smudge felt the woman’s ejaculations landing on her bared breasts, but panic was beginning to set in, she needed air and began to struggle. She felt so light-headed and there were so many sensations assaulting her.

Her head was so hot under the weight of the pet and swathed in the latex of her elaborate headdress. She felt the restriction of her brutally laced corset, a vice around her waist, contributing to her difficulty to breathe. Mopsy pushed Nutmeg back, freeing Smudge’s mouth, and she gratefully gasped the air she needed, even as she felt more of the pet’s syrup reaching her lips. Dimly, she was aware of Mopsy spreading the fluid from Nutmeg’s squirts across the entire surface area of her breasts.

Sweetmeat

“Is this what you really want, An… Sweetmeat…” Reggie had difficulty getting her mouth around her old friend’s new name.

Their eyes were locked on one another, staring at each other intently. Sweetmeat nodded her head vehemently.

“Uh-huh.”

“Sweetmeat is gagged. She is unable to speak at the moment. The ball in her mouth is full of spunk.”

Maîtresse stroked her pet’s cheek with the back of her hand. As best she could, Sweetmeat pressed her cheek into the caress, trying to convey her adoration and love for Maîtresse, rubbing the hand eagerly.

“Chew on the ball, Sweetie, squeeze out all that cock cream, but don’t swallow it. Hold it in your mouth.”

Sweetmeat obeyed, feeling the unpalatable slime filling the free space, seeping over her teeth and gums, coating all her taste buds. She exaggerated the movements of her jaw so that Maîtresse could see that she was complying.

“Truly… Is this what you want?” Reggie repeated, not taking her eyes off Sweetmeat’s.

Sweetmeat continued to rub her cheek on Maîtresse’s hand. This time she nodded slowly.

“Uh-huh.” She repeated emphatically.

“Do you have doubts?” Maîtresse directed the question to Sweetmeat.

She shook her head forcefully.

“Uh-uh!” She made a negative sound as assertively as she could.

Twisting her head, she pressed her lips fiercely against Maîtresse’s hand, kissing it passionately, ensuring she kept them sealed so that none of the jism flooding her mouth escaped.

“What about you, Reggie? Do you have any doubts that Sweetie isn’t living the life she wants?” Maîtresse turned her imperious gaze onto the woman.

Sweetmeat wondered if Reggie could appreciate the change in Ms de Raveneaux, beyond the obvious of her immaculate, leather-clad glamour, her physical appearance. There was a confidence and assertiveness that had not been present before Maîtresse had arrived at Heron’s lap. In the same way that Anya Allen had regenerated into Sweetmeat, Luna May was no more, either. She had been transformed by becoming The Matriarch of this amazing, fantastic place, evolved into Ms Luna de Raveneaux. Her aura of mystique made Sweetmeat’s heart and pussy throb whenever she looked at Maîtresse or heard her voice. Anya’s old friend had to see that.

Reggie’s gaze switched back and forth between Sweetmeat and Maîtresse. She took a long time to answer.

“It’s incredible… It blows my mind..! There is a spirit in her eyes that was never there before… A vitality… But she never showed any inclination to being into stuff like this..! Not the slightest… It’s so out of character… I find it hard to get my head around… Wow..!”

“How much do you ever know anyone!” Ms Owusu stated, rather cryptically.

“It feels like you’ve been released… Yet you are bound!” Now Reggie was staring straight at Sweetmeat.

Sweetmeat nodded her head, but this time not animatedly, barely perceptibly to those around them, but directed clearly to the recipient, Reggie.

“That’s very insightful of you, Reggie!” It was clear Maîtresse was impressed with the comment.

Maîtresse lowered her hand to squeeze Sweetmeat’s breast affectionately. The pet murmured in pleasure, it felt so good. Her breasts had become so much more erogenous since she had started her new life. She was so much more conscious of them since they had been enhanced and not just because of their size. They had become a central part of her sexuality, capable of giving great pleasure but also unimaginable pain, often both at the same time. But they were a source of great pride.

Teasing, Maîtresse took a nipple between her thumbnail and the nail of her forefinger, pinching the nub painfully. Sweetmeat took a sharp intake of breath but forced herself not to flinch or try to pull away, keeping her chest thrust forward. She was rewarded with a warm smile of approval from Maîtresse. As her nipple was squeezed even more tortuously, she bit harder on the ball in her mouth, squeezing out the remainder of the ponyboy jism.

Momentarily, she felt the strap-on slip down inside her sex and clenched urgently onto it, but it was only going to be a matter of time before it would fall out, her pelvic muscles were aching and tired. It was yet another reason to get Reggie strapped into it as soon as possible, fucking her hard. She could see the woman was dying for the opportunity. Sweetmeat gave Reggie her steamiest expression, her sluttiest look, pushing her lips out in a pout, hopefully leaving no doubt what she wanted.

Maîtresse tittered.

“Sweetie wants you badly, Reggie, can’t you see?”

Reggie’s eyes were burning with desire and lust, her face was flushed. It was a familiar experience now for Sweetmeat. She was always so sexualized, presented so provocatively, nearly everyone encountering her wanted her carnally, coveted her, and were unable to hide it – and often Maîtresse would oblige them. Sweetmeat was shared around a lot.

But with Reggie there was also a shyness. The woman might be fantasizing about coupling with Sweetmeat, but she would be too inhibited to do anything about it without encouragement. Who could blame her with so many people present, not least Sweetmeat’s partner of long standing, now her Mistress, Ms de Raveneaux.

“But she’s yours, Luna!” Reggie’s voice was low and raspy.

“Yes! Isn’t that fabulous! I’m so lucky. What a privilege! But I don’t mind sharing her. Besides, she’s always had an eye for you, don’t think I didn’t notice in the past.”

Maîtresse gave Sweetmeat a knowing glance and the pet felt herself blush. Had it been that obvious?

“Here, feel her new tits! They’re a real handful now and she adores having them played with!”

Reggie remained hesitant.

Ms Owusu stepped closer, alongside Reggie, and gently took her hand, placing it on Sweetmeat’s right breast. Ms Owusu’s skin was really dark, almost black, and Sweetmeat could see Reggie’s rich brown skin between the fingers, underneath. The lady closed her hand, drawing Reggie’s hand in with it, gripping the pet’s breast. Sweetmeat leaned forward to exacerbate the sensation. Reggie’s thumb was steered onto the nipple, toggling the clamp, causing Sweetmeat both pleasure and pain.

Reggie was staring at Sweetmeat, her eyes asking for approval of what was occurring. The pet smiled and nodded. Only then did Reggie start to take the initiative, taking a fuller grasp of the breast, pressing her palm into it. Her thumbnail scratched at the nipple.

“That’s it!”

Ms Owusu withdrew her hand, kissing Reggie on the cheek.

Reggie’s other hand found its way to the left breast, palm covering the nipple, pressing on the clamp, moving it as the hand rubbed. As her confidence grew, she took fuller handfuls, manipulating both breasts. Sweetmeat sighed. The handling gave her a lot of pleasure and only minor pain from the movement of the clamps.

“Would you like to fuck Sweetie, Reggie?” Maîtresse asked.

Sweetmeat was swaying her torso to increase the sensations from her breast massage, gyrating, which also shifted the dildo in her sex. The feelings were exquisite. She groaned, anxious for Reggie to take the next step before it slipped out.

“She’s gagging for it!” Ms Owusu exclaimed.

Their eyes met again, Sweetmeat’s heavy with lust, trying to leave Reggie with no doubt about what she wanted.

“With everyone here, watching!” Reggie glanced nervously about.

“Oh, yes! We can all be involved. No need to be shy!” Maîtresse said.

She stepped up to Reggie and leaned over, kissing her full on the lips. Sweetmeat felt the grip on her breasts tighten.

“Just chill out and go with it, if you like. If you don’t like, don’t. We want you to have a great time!” Maîtresse continued after she had broken the kiss.

She snapped her fingers, turning toward the maid.

“Kiss Sweetie, Flopsy. I want you to extract all the cock juice, swallow it down, there’s a good girl.”

Sweetmeat was relieved to hear those words. The salty spunk was thick in her mouth, had seeped everywhere and she had been fighting the urge to swallow for quite a while. Maîtresse stepped right up against her pet, almost touching, and wrapped her hand around Sweetmeat’s throat. For a second they were staring into each other’s eyes, then the pet dropped her gaze deferentially, drinking in the scent of her Mistress.

Maîtresse pushed her backward forcefully, keeping going until Sweetmeat was lying flat on the bed, monogloved arms trapped underneath her, keeping her spine curved, breasts pushed up prominently. The position was very uncomfortable, most especially on her thigh and groin muscles which remained tied in position. Sweetmeat saw Flopsy looming over her, the maid’s heavily made-up face framed by the tight wimple that enclosed the rest of her head and the flowing black veil that draped gracefully over her shoulders, the pristine latex fastidiously polished until blemish-free.

The make-up was artfully designed so all the maids looked facially similar and it was hard to distinguish one from the other. It was only with time that Sweetmeat had been able to recognize the subtle differences in their features, in their posture and movement, to be able to identify each individually. Flopsy was the easiest because she was slightly taller than the other two, helpful when more than one was present at the same time.

Without any hesitation, the maid put her lips to Sweetmeat’s, her latex uniform rustling loudly and obscuring most of the pet’s vision. All the maids’ lips were enhanced to the same size and shape, so soft and puffy and full, making them wonderful and sensuous to kiss. Sweetmeat gladly began to feed the revolting slime into Flopsy’s mouth. The maid consumed it diligently.

Maîtresse released her gentle but firm grip on Sweetmeat’s throat, Flopsy’s mouth holding the pet in position. If Sweetmeat had felt slutty when she was upright, with her thighs bound so wide apart, it was now even worse with her lying back, knees wide, vulva hanging off the end of the bed utterly exposed, both the dildo and butt-plug projecting obscenely out of her. She hadn’t received a shock from the plug in some time – dare she hope that it had been switched off?

Flopsy really was a fabulous kisser, Sweetmeat responded eagerly. The maid’s tongue worked its way purposefully around the ball sitting in the pet’s mouth, drawing out as much of the ponyboy gism as she could. Sweetmeat squeezed as much of it to the front as she could. Both their lips were getting slimy.

Just from the corner of her eye, intermittently, Sweetmeat could glimpse that Ms Owusu had unbuckled Reggie’s belt, her jeans were being pulled down. Yala was on her knees behind Reggie. The boxers dropped next. Sweetmeat felt a surge of adrenalin and arousal as the prospect of a much needed fucking got closer.

At the same time, she could feel Maîtresse’s hands roving over her body, stroking the heavy, boned latex of her corset, eventually landing back at her breasts. They were caressed. The nipple clamps were tugged gently. Sweetmeat moaned into Flopsy’s mouth. She wanted to howl in pleasure.

She could hear the clink of the buckles on the strap-on as it was harnessed to Reggie, which caused the dildo to shift definitively inside her, press against the huge plug up her rectum. Her hips squirmed helplessly. It felt so good… She was so excited…

For a moment Flopsy broke the kiss, lifting her face slightly away from Sweetmeat’s. Her bee-stung lips, slick with fluid, were parted, her perfectly bleached white teeth visible as she took in some air. Her tongue came out to wipe clean first her upper lip, then her lower. There was a stud close to the tip, shiny, catching the light, embedded deeply. Their eyes met briefly. Flopsy’s were heavy with lust, sultry, glinting with excitement. Then the maid dipped her head and merged her lips with Sweetmeat’s once more.

Sweetmeat groaned into the maid’s mouth again, lifting her hips, as the dildo slowly eased out of her until only the tip was inside her vulva. Then Reggie pushed back in, burying the faux cock as deep as it would go. The leather and metal of the harness pressed into the pet’s crotch. She shuddered, squirming, overcome with sensation and need.

Slowly at first, Reggie began to fuck her, but the woman’s own excitement soon overtook her emotions and she thrust into Sweetmeat increasingly assertively, pistoning deep strokes hard and fast. Sweetmeat bucked and writhed, pushing back against the dildo to maximize the intensity, finally getting the gratification she had been craving. The only frustration was she wanted to see Reggie, to look at her, to have eye contact, but Flopsy’s latex-swathed head was blocking her view.

Reggie’s dark hands had replaced those of Maîtresse on Sweetmeat’s breasts, groping them. Fleeting glimpses revealed that Reggie had been undressed completely and both Maîtresse and Ms Owusu were exploring her body with their lips and fingers. The pet was sure that Yala was still behind Reggie, her face buried between the woman’s buttocks.

The first climax was forced out of Sweetmeat sooner than she wanted. She was so stoked she was unable to hold it back. Reggie had lowered a hand to the pet’s pussy, a finger finding her clitoris, titillating it skilfully. Sweetmeat came almost immediately, the euphoria crashing through her consciousness and body, a Tsunami of ecstasy. She wriggled so violently, tossing her head, that Flopsy could no longer maintain the kiss. Maîtresse didn’t like her pet to be noisy, so her open mouth howled silently, milking the orgasm for every last drop of delight.

Breathless, her chest heaved, fighting the restriction of her corset as she gasped for air, as she slowly descended from her high. Her body continued to rock as Reggie, who hadn’t cum yet, continued to fuck her fiercely.

“Put the ball-gag into Flopsy’s mouth, Sweetie!” Maîtresse’s voice cut through into her dazed mind.

Sweetmeat found her arms were fighting the monoglove that held them trapped painfully under her body. Her thighs were pulling at the straps that held them spread so widely apart. It was so thrilling to be so helplessly, so vulnerably restrained, to have lost control of her own pleasure. Already, she could feel the desperate need to climax again even though the last had disappeared only seconds ago.

Flopsy kissed Sweetmeat again. Expelling the ball without use of fingers proved to be a challenge. Getting the ball to the front of her mouth and under the tip of her tongue, it remained trapped behind her front teeth. Gradually, she managed to jam more of her teeth into the ball, to slowly compress it. Her jaw stretched painfully wide but at last Flopsy drew it into her own mouth. But the maid didn’t stop the kiss there, continuing to suck, to clean as much out of Sweetmeat’s mouth as she could, but now without the use of her tongue.

Then the maid was gone and Sweetmeat could see clearly. She was pitching back and forth, undulating on the mattress to Reggie’s energetic thrusts. The woman was naked except for the strap-on buckled around her hips, her slim figure very boyish, breasts small but beautifully shaped. At the moment, Reggie had her head turned away. She was kissing Ms Owusu, who was also handling Reggie’s breasts. In the narrow gap between her legs, Sweetmeat could see Yala, who was trying to tongue Reggie’s rosebud – no easy feat with her hips pistoning vigorously.

Maîtresse then loomed over her pet, drawing her attention. She grabbed the chain linking the clamps on Sweetmeat’s nipples and lifted it high, stretching them painfully, then beyond painfully as Sweetmeat’s breasts were lifted out of the shallow cups of the corset, elongating into a cone shape. The pet whimpered, tears swelling in her eyes.

The cruel smile curling Maîtresse’s mouth was very familiar to Sweetmeat. As was the glint in her eye, so fierce and passionate. Reaching to first one clamp, then the other, Maîtresse released each nipple in turn from the crocodile teeth and Sweetmeat’s breasts dropped back onto her chest. Far from relieving the pain, it continued to rise to a crescendo of agony. The pet writhed spastically, arms fighting once more to get free of their bondage. It was instinctive but utterly futile. She sobbed. She made an attempt to lift herself up, but Maîtresse pushed her straight back down again, raising a finger in warning.

Then Maîtresse began to smack the breasts using a flick of the wrist, catching them glancing blows that really stung. They were so big and heavy they bounced emphatically on her chest and quickly begun to ache as well as sting. But then, as if choreographed, both Maîtresse and Ms Owusu stepped back, away from both the woman lying on the bed and the one fucking her.

Reggie was staring at Sweetmeat as she fucked her furiously, with even more passion than before. The woman had amazing stamina, though she was blowing hard. Her dark, almost black nipples were so engorged they looked like they were about to burst. Her hand again returned to Sweetmeat’s crotch, fingers insinuating themselves between the pet’s labia and the dildo until they found her clit once more. Sweetmeat’s hips bucked and she shuddered as the clit and her piercings were deftly caressed – who would have known that Reggie would be such a great lover, such a fabulous fuck!

Sweetmeat quivered, so aroused, squirming in delight. She stared back at the gorgeous woman whose face was so flushed, eyes burning with such fervour, such excitement. She loved the way Reggie’s hair was slicked to her scalp, a curl following the line of her cheekbone right onto her cheek. It was such a feminine quirk amongst her masculine traits. The woman was such an enigma, but so sexy…

Reggie then leaned right over Sweetmeat until their breasts pressed together, the prone woman’s so much bigger they swallowed up the smaller pair. The change of angle enhanced Sweetmeat’s pleasure even further, her whole body was trembling with joy and desire. Still Reggie was able to maintain the strength of her fucking – it was remarkable. Hands either side of Sweetmeat on the mattress, she lowered herself onto the pet and kissed her. But she was so short of breath it couldn’t last long.

Eyes just inches from each other, they continued staring at one another. Reggie’s gaze was so avaricious, she looked manic. Then suddenly Reggie jerked and convulsed. At first, Sweetmeat thought she was cumming, but then Sweetmeat found herself doing the same. New fingers had penetrated her labia, were playing with her. Shifting her head and her gaze, she could see that Yala was still right behind Reggie, Ms Owusu’s pet was fingering both of them!

Both their hips were dancing under the expert ministrations. Yala knew just how to tweak Sweetmeat’s genital piercings for maximum effect, twisting the barbell through her clit hood and underneath her engorged clit itself. Sweetmeat saw stars as her second climax hit her, breathtaking in its power. At exactly the same moment, Reggie began to shudder and spasm, gyrating her hips like crazy as Yala’s touch forced her over the edge, too.

As Sweetmeat thrashed under Reggie’s lithe body, Reggie wrapped her hands around the top of Sweetmeat’s head, palms pressing on her smooth, waxed scalp, fingers tangling in her mane. Their bodies writhed together, breasts grinding against each other. Their orgasms seemed to go on and on. Only gradually did they slow down, savouring every second of the moment.

Eventually, they both became still, panting. Sweetmeat felt very lightheaded, her corset restricting her breathing. For a moment she thought she would faint, everything seemed ultra-real, colours so bright, tiny little noises so loud.  Reggie was slumped across her in exhaustion.

Sweetmeat’s wandering eyes landed upon Maîtresse and Ms Owusu, who were making out very passionately, grinding their bodies against each other. Maîtresse’s hands were behind Ms Owusu’s head as she kissed her rapaciously. Ms Owusu was wearing the thinnest, tightest leather pants – never had the term second-skin been more appropriate – they clung to every curve of her shapely bottom, defining each apple-shaped hemisphere perfectly. It was an incredibly erotic sight.

“Thank you..! That was fantastic… You are just… Amazing!” Reggie was still breathing heavily.

Despite that, she still lowered her lips onto Sweetmeat’s and this time the kiss was full-on and long. Sweetmeat responded eagerly, though feeling a slight sense of shame that her mouth must taste of the ponyboy spunk that had filled it for so long. If it did, Reggie didn’t acknowledge it. Sweetmeat didn’t know why she was surprised how great a kisser Reggie was, how accomplished a lover. Perhaps it was because Reggie had never seemed very sexually forward or a seducer. It was always the quiet ones…

“I missed you… I was concerned about you… Disappearing so suddenly…. I came looking for you.”

Sweetmeat realized her relationship with Reggie… Ms Roberts…was now very different. Ms Roberts was no longer an equal and she had to stop thinking that way. This was the first time she had encountered someone from her former life since she had become a 24/7 submissive. It felt awkward. Her training kicked in.

“May I have permission to speak, Ms Roberts?” Sweetmeat spoke so infrequently these days it was strange forming the words, engaging her vocal cords, let alone hearing herself. Even her voice had changed. It was softer, whispery.

“Of course!” Ms Roberts appeared bewildered by the question.

“I’m glad you did, Ms Roberts. It’s been wonderful to be with you. I came so hard!”

Ms Roberts smiled. She kissed Sweetmeat again.

“When you came back that last time, you were changed, so different… Or so I thought at the time… But compared to you now..!”

They both giggled.

“You had this glow about you… So at ease and happy… Not just physically, with the million dollar hairdo and the leather – but Wow! You looked so hot! I just couldn’t stop thinking about you… But I had no idea I would find all this… This place! I didn’t think such a place existed in real life…

“I’ve had these fantasies…these desires, ever since I was a teenager… But I would never dare tell anyone about them… That I was a pervert..!”

“We’re all perverts here, Ms Roberts.” Sweetmeat breathed.

It was so strange for Sweetmeat to be having a normal conversation – it happened so rarely, these days. And to be doing so bound as she was, with Ms Roberts’ warm body still lying on top of her, with the strap-on still seated fully inside her still pulsing pussy. It was surreal. She could feel Ms Robert’s hard nipples pressing into her breasts and fingers still twisted in her ponygirl mane.

Sweetmeat squirmed, completely stuffed by the dildo and butt-plug lodged inside her. She was still excited, wanting more, ready to go again. But she dare not ask. But she was never in control, anyway. Maîtresse directed what happened next.

“You really must try Sweetie’s arse, Reggie!” Maîtresse was looking at Sweetmeat as she spoke. “It’s not as tight as it used to be, but still a great fuck! Have you ever sodomized anyone before?”

Ms Roberts blushed at the question. She lifted herself off Sweetmeat, gently withdrawing the strap-on. Sweetmeat squeezed on the dildo, trying to slow its removal from her hot, sopping, squelching snatch. She immediately missed its presence, feeling some of the heat dissipate from the gaping hole left behind. Ms Roberts stood up, squirming in embarrassment, completely flustered.

“Er… Wow! No… No I haven’t…”

Ms Roberts stood in front of the bed, still in front of Sweetmeat, looking uncomfortable and bewildered. Her toned body showed that she worked out regularly. The dildo swayed back and forth in front of her, sagging slightly. It gleamed, thick with Sweetmeat’s vaginal fluid. Their eyes met again.

But Maîtresse and Flopsy were either side of her, at the bedposts, unbuckling the straps that held Sweetmeat’s thighs wide apart. The pet’s legs were free for only seconds as the straps were fitted tightly around her ankles instead and reattached to the bedposts much higher up, her legs this time fully extended, rising up at sharp angles, lifting her backside off the bed. It was just as uncomfortable as before, just different.

Ms Owusu reappeared, grabbing Sweetmeat’s hips and adjusting her position so that her bottom was now hanging over the edge of the bed, partly curled over. This put further strain upon her legs and groin and left her bum prominently exposed. She shivered in apprehension, left so helpless and vulnerable. Sweetmeat could see Ms Roberts’ wide eyes staring at the presented buttocks with renewed lust.

“Let’s just warm her up for you first! Thema, would you be so kind?”

Now it was Sweetmeat’s eyes that were wide, this time with fear and dismay, as Ms Owusu moved Ms Robert’s out of the way to stand before the blatantly displayed backside… Sweetmeat’s backside! In her hand she had an implement that Sweetmeat was well acquainted with. The strap was a couple of feet long, six inches wide, supple and pliant, kept well oiled. Its weight enabled a lot of power to be generated from a relatively gentle swing – and Ms Owusu was not prone to gentle swings… She shook the blade out. The shiny leather twisted and turned like the snake it was, about to strike. Sweetmeat braced herself.

Ms Owusu’s eyes were sparkling with delight and excitement. She raised her arm, paused for a moment, then Sweetmeat heard the familiar whoosh as the leather cut through the air. It landed across the centre of Sweetmeat’s buttocks, sounding like a pistol shot, the end wrapping around the left cheek. The pet’s whole body jerked under the force of the impact and the scorching, fiery pain was instant. She writhed, tugging fiercely against her bonds, trying to find some way to alleviate the agony. Her eyes instantly welled with tears.

The lady knew all the tricks. She waited for the most acute pain to dissipate, for Sweetmeat’s hips to still, then delivered the next stroke, a backhand that wrapped around the opposite buttock. Sweetmeat gasped, panting, squirming and twitching, pleading with her eyes for mercy from Ms Owusu.

“Tip for you, Reggie! Never fuck an arse that hasn’t been tanned first. It makes all the difference, you will see!” Maîtresse’s voice. Sweetmeat’s vision was too blurred by tears to see her Mistress.

Ms Owusu worked methodically and skilfully to ensure that the entirety of both buttocks received the leather. Stroke after stroke slammed into Sweetmeat’s taut posterior. It felt like it was on fire. She was sobbing, writhing, but had been trained by Maîtresse not to make a noise – Ms de Raveneaux didn’t like that. At one point, Maîtresse and Flopsy each pulled apart a butt-cheek so that Ms Owusu could deliver two direct hits right into the crack of Sweetmeat’s bottom. Maîtresse pointed out an area that she thought needed more attention.

“Shall I colour-up her thighs as well?” Ms Owusu suggested.

“Good idea! Her inner-thighs are especially accessible with her in this position!”

Relentlessly, Ms Owusu worked the strap up and down the soft skin of the inside of Sweetmeat’s upper legs, alternating between the two, slamming the strap with – in Sweetmeat’s opinion at least – unnecessary ferocity, before attacking the back of her thighs, too. Blinking back her tears, the bound woman could see her skin was glowing a hot pink, burning atrociously. She twisted, fighting the bindings on her ankles, but only induced further pain in her stretched legs. When Ms Owusu finally finished, she was breathing quite heavily.

“Lovely job, Thema!”

Maîtresse ran her hands first across her pet’s florid, incandescent thighs, before focusing on the scarlet buttocks. Her palms and fingers felt like sandpaper. Sweetmeat couldn’t help but flinch and squirm, still sobbing, gulping for air. In her current position, her corset really restricted how much she could get into her lungs.

“Come and feel, Reggie! The heat is unbelievable!”

Soon Ms Roberts’ hands were exploring Sweetmeat’s tanned hide, too.

“We’ll have the plug out of her arse now, Flopsy.”

More hands on Sweetmeat’s scalded buttocks as the maid spread the cheeks apart. At first, she struggled to get her fingers under the flat base of the butt-plug, not helped by Sweetmeat’s squirming hips, but gradually she was able to get a firm grip, drawing the bulb gently from its home. The pain was acute as the widest part passed through Sweetmeat’s sphincter, then it slipped out easily. Once it was gone, she felt peculiarly empty, could feel her bumhole gaping.

“Some ginger root in her cunt will make her nice and responsive, Flopsy.”

Sweetmeat shuddered. A tremor passed through her. Maîtresse always kept a supply of ginger root in the bedroom. Ms de Raveneaux didn’t have a specific preference, she used it in her pet’s rectum, vagina or mouth depending on her whim. Sweetmeat wasn’t sure which was worse, up her bum or in her pussy.

Flopsy was still carrying the ball in her mouth, preventing her from verbally acknowledging Maîtresse’s orders, but her heavy latex skirts snapped and crackled noisily as she obeyed them, returning with a root that was at least three inches long, gnarled and knobbly, crooked. It slid easily into Sweetmeat’s still partially open and slick tunnel.

“Work those pelvic muscles, Sweetie! Clench on the root for me!”

Maîtresse squatted down, head close to Sweetmeat’s crotch, looking for evidence that her pet was obeying.

“Good slut. Don’t stop that!”

Standing up again, Maîtresse urged Ms Roberts forward with a hand in the small of her back until the woman was pressed against Sweetmeat’s overhanging backside.

“She’s nice and open already, plenty slimy, go straight in!”

Sweetmeat could see how excited Ms Roberts was. Her eyes were flicking between the pet’s face and bottom, but she still hesitated. Maîtresse was stroking her back reassuringly.

“Show her who’s boss. Put her in her place.”

Tentatively, Ms Roberts guided the dildo, still thick with fluid from Sweetmeat’s pussy, until the fake glans pressed against her bumhole, which although still open, wasn’t quite wide enough to take the head without a significant shove. The dildo burst through into Sweetmeat’s bowel. It had been a clumsy and painful action, born of inexperience, but thereafter the faux cock slid forward, unimpeded until Ms Roberts’ hips smacked against Sweetmeat’s raw, beaten buttocks. The dildo wasn’t as wide as the butt-plug, but was considerably longer, pushing deeply into her intestines, causing a mild ache.

Ms Roberts was staring at Sweetmeat again, that rapacious, slightly manic glower was back, like a child let loose in a sweetshop, as if she couldn’t believe her luck, as if she wanted to drill the dildo right through her old friend. Sweetmeat shuddered. Ms Roberts raised her arms to grab Sweetmeat’s beaten thighs, still burning fiercely, glowing red, to use as leverage. Sweetmeat couldn’t help but flinch, it was so tender.

Her hips were starting to undulate as the ginger root began to have an effect. At the moment, the mild burning was very pleasant, firing her lust and arousal, forcing her to squirm in delight – that wouldn’t last. It would take her to hell. Sweetmeat’s gyrating hips stirred the dildo, the other end of which was inside Ms Roberts. The stimulation kicked the woman into life. Using Sweetmeat’s thighs as handles, she began to pump the strap-on with increasingly deeper and harder strokes, each time slapping her hips noisily against the inflamed, sore backside, growing quickly in confidence.

The friction on Sweetmeat’s sphincter was heavenly, compensating for the discomfort in her bowels. She pushed back against each thrust, getting more and more excited. She barely noticed the dip in the mattress as Yala climbed on the bed, but the exotic woman’s hand, heavy with rings and chains, snaked its way to Sweetmeat’s crotch, caressing her labia delectably. Then the fingers slid inside to tease her clit, tweak her genital piercings. Shuddering, Sweetmeat squirmed, murmuring in pleasure as her need quickly became maddening, overpowering.

The dildo was being rammed confidently, repeatedly into her bumhole. The burning of the ginger became so intense, while she was fingered so skilfully, her arousal became colossal, desperate, so heightened. Her feelings were incredible!

Then Maîtresse was on the bed, too, swinging a leg over so that she was straddling Sweetmeat’s head. Sweetmeat could see straight up Maîtresse’s skirt, see that she was wearing no panties. Ms de Raveneaux hiked up her skirt around her waist, not at all concerned about revealing herself to all the other women present. Sweetmeat gazed up at her Maîtresse’s fabulous sex, ecstatic to be this close to it. It was glistening wet. Her excitation only grew further as the lady lowered herself, putting it to Sweetmeat’s mouth.

Darkness enveloped Sweetmeat as Maîtresse’s buttocks came to rest on her face, the smell and taste of her Mistress was glorious. As this happened, Yala focused her attention on Sweetmeat’s clitoris, working on it intently, grinding her finger on it. Sweetmeat began to thrash as another powerful orgasm crashed through her, her entire body saturated with sensation, overwhelming her totally.

For a while, she was lost to any cogent thought, enraptured, riding the crest of the wave. Awareness returned to her slowly, but nevertheless she was dragged back to the reality of her situation. The burn of the ginger root was no longer pleasurable, it was scalding, her hips were dancing, trying in vain to alleviate its effect. It was so deep inside her, so awful. She thrashed helplessly against her bonds. Ms Roberts was getting more and more excited, fucking her backside faster and faster and it felt so sore. Everywhere hurt.

She concentrated on pleasing Maîtresse with her mouth, it was such an honour to be granted the opportunity, she had to prove herself worthy, convey her devotion. She had just been bestowed a moment of heaven, but now Ms de Raveneaux was sending her to hell and it was only going to get worse… A lot worse…

Smudge

Nutmeg’s heelless ballet boots had a small metal cap over each of the toes which made a distinctive sound as she was led across the main hallway of the house and into the drawing room, tip-tapping forward confidently even though she was walking completely blind and largely deaf, trusting the maids to steer her and prevent her from falling should she lose her balance. She was still wearing the thick rubber catsuit, arms folded and bound behind her back, her head still encased in the two helmets.

The outer discipline helmet had been removed briefly, the gag prised out of her mouth, so that she could be fed a smoothie, followed by a drink of water. She had remained utterly compliant, obeying all orders from Mopsy. The inner helmet fitted her skull and face perfectly – it had been tailor-made for her – and now that she had received a full skull waxing, the surface was as smooth as a snooker ball with no hair underneath to blemish the veneer of the polished latex. After just a few minutes of respite, the outer helmet had been replaced, her mouth packed full with the gag once more.

She remained calm and relaxed, breathing steadily, no tension in her body. Three powerful orgasms in quick succession would do that to you, Smudge thought. She could only dream of such a thing… For Nutmeg’s third climax, Mopsy had kept Smudge in the same uncomfortable position, kneeling back with her head on the toilet seat. Nutmeg was no longer sitting on Smudge’s face, but the pet’s bottom was still directly over it, hovering just a few inches above, vaginal fluid still leaking onto it.

Mopsy had attached a heavy weight, on a short chain, to the ring that passed directly through Nutmeg’s clitoris. As soon as the weight was hanging free, right above Smudge’s mouth, it stretched the already large clit so that it poked out from between the puffy labia. Then a second, identical weight was added to the ring. As that was released to swing, Nutmeg jerked and a tension gripped her whole body. A large amount of the clit was now visible, lengthened, distended.

With a swipe of her hand, Mopsy gave both weights a hefty shove, sending them swinging wildly, causing more jerking of Nutmeg’s hips. The maid giggled, watching as the swaying weights slowly settled down again. She had in her hand the little vibrator – the size and shape of a fountain pen – that Smudge was very familiar with. It was often used on the maids to bring them off on those occasions when they were released from their chastity belts.

“Take the weights into your mouth, Scullery!”

Smudge had lifted her head and closed her lips around the bell-shaped objects. Combined, they were some size and she had to take one at a time. They filled the space between her teeth, thumping them disconcertingly when they made contact. They had a horrible metallic taste.

“Lay your head back down.”

Smudge obeyed. Doing so pulled forcibly on the chains to the clit. She could feel Nutmeg’s clit being stretched even further. The pet’s instinct was to lower herself back onto Smudge’s face to relieve the strain, which must have been acute, but Mopsy had her arm wrapped around Nutmeg’s tiny waist, pulling it against her body, holding the woman in her position. Even Nutmeg, who was the most stoic and disciplined sub that Smudge had encountered, began to struggle desperately at her predicament.

At that moment, the vibrator buzzed into life and Mopsy pressed it against the exposed, shiny, contorted clit. Nutmeg writhed, caught between agony and ecstasy, but Mopsy held her firmly in place. Nutmeg’s shuddering and juddering transmitted down the chains into Smudge’s mouth.

It hadn’t taken Nutmeg long to climax again. Her waterworks went back into overdrive, splattering across Smudge’s face as she continued to struggle and convulse. Once again, she squirted onto Smudge’s still bared breasts as she came, adding fresh to the drying crust that had formed across them.

Even though they had been in a washroom, Mopsy hadn’t told Smudge to clean herself up, so as they entered the drawing room she could feel the tightness on her face where the mess had dried on her skin. Her lips, chin and lower face were especially thick and crusty. Smudge felt like a complete slut, but it did nothing to quell her raging lust and desperate need to cum. She could feel her own wetness trying to escape the confines of her chastity belt.

Mopsy had instructed her to pull her apron back into place across her breasts, even though they were also heavily glazed, too. As they bounced with her every step, she could feel the dried juice pulling on her skin. The heavy coating on her nipples had dulled their sensitivity so the usual satisfying, sensual rub of the apron as it shifted across them was temporarily lost.

In the open area before the fireplace, a heavy latex body bag lay already spread open and waiting. The ring at the top of the bag had a heavy chain connected that snaked up to the ceiling and across to an electric winch installed on the wall. Nutmeg was led across to the gleaming expanse of rubber. She was urged first to her knees, before being laid down on her side.

Before the crotch zip of her catsuit had been closed, and after Smudge had been ordered to clean up Nutmeg with her tongue, a huge, bullet-shaped vibrator had been inserted into the pet. Its considerable girth stretched the woman wide and it was at least eight inches in length. It contained a large, rechargeable battery that made it very heavy. It was amazing to see Nutmeg’s hips and lower belly literally quivering as it was introduced fully into her.

A cable projected from the bottom of the device to an equally large butt-plug, which quickly followed the vibrator into Nutmeg’s body. Smudge had watched the sphincter stretching more than three inches wide to take the plug’s width at its maximum. She couldn’t imagine what it must feel like to have both holes so massively packed – and to have to walk with them inside you, too… The butt-plug was just as heavy, containing another battery. It provided back-up to the self-contained battery in the vibrator, kicking in when the first died. This enabled the extraordinarily powerful vibrator to run for hours. The zip of the catsuit had then been closed, trapping both devices inside Nutmeg.

Laying on her side in the opened body bag, Nutmeg’s marked-up buttocks – still a livid fuchsia colour, speckled with bright red dots from the multifarious encounters with that paddle earlier – stuck out provocatively from the catsuit. But Mopsy wasn’t finished yet. There was a bottle of chili water waiting beside the body bag. The maid sprinkled the liquid liberally over the exposed backside, using a cloth to rub it into the abraded, tender cheeks, making sure that everywhere got a covering.

It brought an instant response from Nutmeg’s latex-sheathed body. She began to jerk and writhe helplessly and both maids were required to hold her down as Mopsy finished her cruel job. Mopsy even spread Nutmeg’s buttocks apart to get right into the crack where the base of the butt-plug was visible.

Smudge was seeing a side of Mopsy she hadn’t really experienced before. The maid had been compellingly kind and patient with Smudge since her arrival, with little sign of a cruel streak. But today she was following her orders with a zeal and passion that went beyond just obedience, there was an excitement and lust in her eyes. She was enjoying dominating and hurting Nutmeg.

The treatment to Nutmeg’s backside made the job of securing the pet into the body bag a lot more difficult. She could not remain still, wriggling frantically without pause. Put onto her back, Mopsy sat on her midriff while Smudge had to lay across her legs to keep them contained while she laced the bag closed around the pet’s feet and up to her knees. Once the legs were sealed inside, things became easier. Eventually, Nutmeg ran out of steam, losing the strength from her struggles as she tired. She was still jerking and squirming but no longer presented a challenge to the maids.

The bag sealed Nutmeg fully inside, even her head, which now had three layers of rubber encasing it – two of which were super heavy. There was an extension to the tube protruding from the gag so that it projected well clear of the latex. It changed the tone of her whistling breath, it was almost a musical note, now. There were also smaller tubes into her nostrils. Her breathing remained ragged even though most of her struggling had subsided.

Her arms remained bound behind her back and the laces enabled the bag to be tightened until Nutmeg’s extraordinary figure could be displayed. By the time the maids had finished, Nutmeg couldn’t move a muscle, resembling a bizarre SM version of a mummy. She was still twitching, occasionally trying to fight the restraint, but the rubber was too thick for her to bend her body. The maids polished the bag until it was pristine and looked like liquid tar.

Mopsy used the electric winch to draw up the chain, lifting the bag off the floor by the ring at the top of the pet’s head. By the time Mopsy was satisfied, Nutmeg was hanging with her head no more than a foot from the ceiling. The severely pointed toes of her ballet boots were about eighteen inches above the rug on the floor. As she swung back and forth, she was a truly erotic sight – the boots giving her legs incredible length and her waist so dramatically narrow below her large bust. She was almost a cartoon caricature of a fetishized woman’s body, except it was real…

Smudge was so turned on… She so needed to cum right now. Nutmeg’s warm, latex wrapped body wriggling against her was still in her mind. Her hands clenched into fists, then splayed apart, then clenched again. It was the only way she could think of to try to release her physical frustration – she had to remain dignified and controlled at all times. Anyway, she knew there was no way passed the chastity belt, she had furtively tried so many times, but she was so desperate for relief.

Using the remote control, Mopsy activated the vibrator. The low hum could just be heard when the maids were still, even through Nutmeg’s body and two layers of rubber. The bag begun to sway slightly, haphazardly, as she started to struggle again in her latex prison. The vibrator had been set to cut in and out randomly and the power would also fluctuate. Nutmeg would never know what she was going to get.

Mopsy then indicated the fireplace, which had been cleaned out and restocked with kindling by Smudge earlier in the morning.

“Get the fire going, Smudge, then you may clean yourself up.”

“Yes, Miss Mopsy.”

Before Mopsy left the room, she gave Nutmeg’s hanging body a big shove. The chain above groaned noisily as the body bag swung wildly, initially, arcing dramatically from one side of the room to the other. It must have been terrifying to be inside, blind and deaf. Only gradually did it slow and the swing reduce.

On her knees in the hearth, the skirts of her uniform had fallen forward to bare her bottom. On this occasion there was no one else present to see it. Smudge pumped hard on the bellows to get the fire to pick up, still very conscious of the mess covering her face and breasts. She couldn’t help wondering what had gone on in the past between Nutmeg and Mopsy to generate the electric, intense response from her colleague when the opportunity had presented itself.


Day Six

Mrembo

Pain, pain, pain. And a build-up of lust that had reached such a level that she thought she would explode, spontaneously combust like the drummer in Spinal Tap.

The whip cut across her buttocks once more, wrapping around her right cheek, the wicked tip catching her hip. The way Ms Owusu followed through with each stroke made the knot close to the end bite ferociously, the pain so sharp Mrembo could only leap forward with extra zeal, instinctively trying to escape its kiss. Her hoofs thumped down onto the damp dirt track, which provided good grip as she lengthened her stride, sprinting, giving everything she had.

Ms de Raveneaux had challenged Ms Owusu to a race from the stable to the house – a distance that couldn’t have been more than 300 yards. Mrembo unquestionably had a higher level of fitness and training than The Maîtresse’s part-time ponygirl, but she had also just returned from an exhausting run through the woods on the other side of the lake, while Catnip had just been brought out of the stable, fresh in her tack.

Ms Owusu had driven Mrembo particularly hard and further than normal, and her owner was never shy in using her whip. The pony’s backside was throbbing, her hips on fire, legs barely recovered from the ordeal, while her clamped, ruthlessly tugged nipples were so tender. On top of that, she was again tacked up in her pin-lined costume which caused unremitting anguish and distress and restricted her from performing at her best.

It was her fourth day in succession in the outfit. That had never happened before. Each time she was locked into the costume her tits and groin got even more sore, more sensitive to the pins. Every day she thought she could take no more, but was proved wrong. Mrembo was in a hazy kind of subspace, unable to think coherently or expansively, only able to obey, to try to manage her pain and impossible, desperate need to cum.

So she was running as hard as she could, tail swishing madly across the backs of her legs, while her tied, braided mane bounced around wildly over her severely bound arms. The heavy metal of her costume was a visually stunning conceit on the part of her owner, a whimsy for a show-pony display, completely impractical for racing in its weight and restriction. With every step she felt its brutal constraint, and with every step her tits jiggled inside the carapace of her breastplate, agitating on the spikes that sunk deeply into them, hypersensitive after so many successive days of the same.

And with every movement of her thighs and hips, her body flexed under the crotch-band, the pins repeatedly stabbing her mound, her perineum, her labia, grinding on them, pinching them, again and again. But at the same time the dildo was massaging her insides, driving her mad with desire, and her owner’s ruthless domination of her ponygirl only exacerbated her fervid lust, her sexual excitement.

Earlier, after her session in the gym and being tacked up, Mrembo had been fastened down on her back on one of the frames situated in the atrium of the stable. Her head was left hanging over the end of the frame, but the heavy metal rings around her neck limited its movement, preventing it from dropping too far, so not ideal for taking a cock. Nevertheless, she had been spit roasted by the Heron’s Lap resident ponyboys, Bert and Ernie, and their huge pricks.

Both ponyboys had cum recently, so had a lack of urgency. It had been a long fucking. They had been made to swap places several times and Mrembo’s mouth had been full of her own pussy juice – she could still taste herself now. One of them had ejaculated straight down her gullet. Despite the lengthy pounding and her desperation to climax, to her utter frustration, she hadn’t been able to do so. Was it a mental thing, or had they done something to physically stop her cumming except when her clit was released from its prison and directly touched – and that only with her owner’s permission? Was there something in her food?

Mrembo heard the fizz of the whip again a split second before it slashed across her bottom, ensuring she maintained her full-on pace. The draconian blinkers assured she could only see a very narrow view directly in front of her, so she had no idea if she was winning the race or not. She could hear the rapid clump of ponygirl hoofs on the soft ground to her right, the snap of a second whip forcing the best out of Catnip. Both ponygirls would be compelled to give everything, but would it be enough for Mrembo…

A mild tug on her left nipple steered Mrembo around a gentle bend and she could see part of the house ahead for the first time.

“Giddy-up!” Ms Owusu growled, slapping the reins down repeatedly on Mrembo’s shoulders even though she was already at full-pelt.

The pony was fighting the tightness of the metal cladding her torso, to get enough air, and her thighs were starting to ache. The route from the stable to the house was uphill, though not very steep, but after her previous run, her legs were tightening up. Ms Owusu increased the frequency of her whip. It was almost continuous, backhand and forehand. There seemed to be even more bite with each stroke.

“Giddy-up!”

Mrembo was giving everything she had – she never did less – but the shocking pain did draw more out of her. The fire in her buttocks spurred her on, overrode the lactic acid building up in her thighs. Her eyes were misty with tears and she concentrated on the ground before her, on her next step, maintaining her momentum.

As they started to clear the trees, she saw the cobblestones that marked the area in front of the house. Her hoofs hit them with a clatter, her footfalls rising from a dull thud to a sharp retort, horseshoes on stone. But at the same time, she heard the second pair of pony hoofs hitting the cobbles. They were right beside her. She wasn’t sure which came first, the two ponygirls were neck and neck.

Running on the cobbles hurt even more, jarring her tits into the pins of the breast cups, harder on her feet and toes. The forecourt was busy, both people and ponygirls about. Mrembo just kept sprinting, obeying the commands of her owner, disregarding everything else. Everybody stepped out of their way.

Then the yank on her reins, savagely hard, burrowing the bit into the corners of her mouth, rolling it so that the spikes on the clamp buried themselves diabolically deep in her tongue, while twisting her nipples brutally, commanding her to stop sharply. As Mrembo slowed, the weight of the cart and driver pushed against her, resisting. The traces that pulled the cart were now forward of her hips, urging her to continue, making it harder to decelerate. She was aware the whipping had stopped, but her backside was still afire. She had to concentrate on slowing as smoothly as possible, not to jolt the occupant of the cart. She had no idea if she had won, but knew she would pay a terrible price if she hadn’t.

Before she could actually stop, another hard tug, this time to only her left nipple, directing her to turn. The rein was held this way, her nipple bent and stretched, agony, as her running morphed seamlessly into a prancing walk and she curved around for a full 180o rotation – she was almost at the end of the cobbles, past the house. She was so well drilled, highly trained, that despite all the pain and discomfort, her exhaustion, her struggles to breathe and her leaden legs, Mrembo pranced on, lifting her knees high with every step, turning the cart around, heading back across the cobblestones that she had just galloped. Finally the pull on her nipple relented.

“Walk on!” The reins slapped heavily onto her shoulders.

Mrembo felt herself swaying, a little dizzy, consumed by pain. Her quads screamed in protest with every high-step, but she marched proudly forward, curving her spine, thrusting her chest out, attempting to maintain the standards expected of her, aware that there were eyes on her, wanting to impress for both herself and her owner. Her raging arousal exacerbated by both the high-stepping – which shifted the dildo inside her each time – and the knowledge she had an audience, was being scrutinized. Finally, another tug on the reins brought her to a stop right in front of the house.

Very quickly there was a groom in front of her, hooking a finger into her bit ring, holding the ponygirl in place. Mrembo was breathing as deeply as she could, but the more she filled her lungs, the more it hurt. Tears spilled out of her eyes. She felt Ms Owusu dismounting.

“Good pony! Superb!”

Ms Owusu threw her arms around Mrembo and hugged her tight, which only drove the spikes inside the pony’s breastplate even deeper into her tits. Still panting, through the mist of her agony, she felt a sense of elation that she had her owner’s approval, she wasn’t in further trouble. Several inches shorter than her hoofed pony, Ms Owusu’s hair was in Mrembo’s face. The ponygirl drank in the perfumed scent, the gorgeous odour of the lady who dominated her so uncompromisingly.

Ms Owusu’s hands slid down Mrembo’s back, over her fastidiously, cruelly bound arms, down to clasp her heavily welted, throbbing buttocks, squeezing them forcefully, grinding the leather-clad palms into the excoriated hemispheres. Mrembo tried her hardest to keep still, but couldn’t prevent a reflexive flinching. The lady held her firmly though, not letting her move at all.

“Such a good slut! You try so hard for me!”

Despite everything, Mrembo felt her chest swelling with pride. She had pleased her owner and it was being acknowledged in this public place. Everyone could see she was a good ponygirl. It satisfied something deep inside her.

Then the lady’s hands were on Mrembo’s shoulders, pushing her down onto her knees. Her pony boots had some padding over the kneecap but still the cobbles were hard and Ms Owusu’s grab of Mrembo’s mane prevented the ponygirl from sitting back on her heels, keeping her upright, thighs vertical. It was painful. Another thing to add to the list. Ms Owusu kissed the pony’s hairless, waxed scalp.

“Such a good pony! I’m very pleased with you!”

The lady’s hands flittered across the ponygirl’s face, stroking her cheek, exploring the straps of her bridle. The bar through the bridge of the pony’s nose that held her visor in place was tweaked playfully, which in turn pulled on the other piercings that held it in place, those were in her ears. One of the chains to her septum ring was yanked, bringing fresh tears to her eyes. The gloved fingers caressed the pony’s lips which were wrapped around the crossbar of the bit.

Her owner seemed fascinated by the contrast of the plump, enhanced softness with the unyielding metal rings embedded in them. Ms Owusu pulled the lower lip away, turning it inside out. A fingertip ran along the inside. She then repeated the examination for the upper lip.

“Wow! It was so exciting watching you race!” Reggie’s voice was very close, she must have been beside Ms Owusu, though Mrembo couldn’t see the young woman because of her blinkers.

“Not as exciting as actually participating, though!” The satisfaction in Ms Owusu’s voice was evident.

“What are you doing, Ms Owusu?”

“Wondering if there is some way to increase the restriction to her lips. They still have too much leeway for my liking.”

“Wow! Really! More rings?”

“I don’t think so. I was pondering horizontal bars along the insides that join to the rings so that her mouth would be held in a fixed, extreme pout, always open. It would be just for those times when she wasn’t bitted, when she is in the stable, like overnight in her stall. I want to make sure she doesn’t forget me when I’m not here.”

“Oh, wow! That would be so cool!”

Mrembo shuddered.

“I need to discuss it with the piercer.

Ms Owusu’s attention moved lower, onto Mrembo’s nipples, pinching them, twisting them. They were so sore the pony had to fight her instinct to pull back, to actually push her tits further forward, showing she was eager for her owner’s touch. But when Ms Owusu’s booted foot pressed into the ponygirl’s groin, rubbing the pin-lined crotch-band covering her pussy, driving the spikes into her labia, Mrembo was unable to prevent herself from flinching, bucking. She squealed. The lady laughed.

“Don’t you dare pull away… Push forward against my boot!”

Mrembo immediately obeyed, whimpering. The fingers were still playing with her nipples. All the ponygirl could see was her owner’s crotch, tightly clad in leather, right in front of her eyes. There was the faintest outline of a camel toe shape in the thin black hide. Mrembo sobbed.

“You’re going to be a good, obedient ponygirl for me… I know you like to please me… Show me…”

The foot pressed even harder against Mrembo’s pussy.

“Hump it! Hump the boot as hard as you can!”

Writhing, Mrembo obeyed. It was beyond painful, truly agonizing. Yet even as the ponygirl complied, the pressure was also forcing the dildo deeper inside her, micro-fucking her. As her hips gyrated, the sensation was only exacerbated. As well, her whole pussy was being massaged along with the hurt, the pleasure and pain combining. She gasped around her bit, feeling the drool splattering out. It was so intense.

“Harder! Faster!”

Mrembo was pumping her hips, riding the firm, shaped leather sheathing her owner’s foot. She applied as much force as she could, despite the escalating agony.

“Good filly! Good ponygirl!”

It was thrilling to hear Ms Owusu’s approval, the encouragement in her owner’s voice. It was so satisfying to obey, to show everyone what a good ponygirl she was, that she was worthy of being owned by such an uncompromising, demanding, beautiful lady. Such a powerful, sexy woman. She was spurred on to try even harder.

“Yes… My lovely! That’s it!”

Ms Owusu twisted the nipple bar forcefully, spawning a searing pain from the pony’s tortured teats. She squealed again.

“Cum for me, pony! Cum now!” The words were spoken quietly, gently, but with all the authority that Ms Owusu possessed. In her state, Mrembo at first barely registered them.

Her eyes were wide and tear-filled, confused. How could she cum, her clit was still locked up.

“Now!” This time the tone was sharper, but not loud.

From nowhere, Mrembo climaxed like a thunderclap. Ecstasy consumed her simultaneously with the agony, they became one. She jerked spastically, but continued to ride Ms Owusu’s foot furiously, moaning, shuddering, astonished by what was happening to her body, compelled to increase the sensations even as her nipples were stretched and contorted. She writhed in a frenzy, conscious of every little part of her restrained, tormented body, of the absolute domination of her owner and the need to please her.

And then it had passed. The ponygirl remained on her knees, swaying, twitching, her hips still pumping moderately even though Ms Owusu had withdrawn her foot. Mrembo was stunned. In shock.

“Wow! That was awesome!” Reggie’s voice was thick with excitement and amazement.

Ms Owusu stroked Mrembo’s scalp affectionately. She bent over and kissed the bare skin. Then, hand on the back of the ponygirl’s head, she forced Mrembo to bend forward from the hip, right over, until her bitted mouth was pressed to the polished leather of the lady’s riding boot. The pony kissed as best she could, as eagerly as she was able, until her head was pushed over to the other foot where she did the same.

“You are coming along just nicely, little pony. Good!”

Pain, pain, pain… But temporarily at least, the immense pressure of her sexual need had been burst. What had just happened? She had cum on the verbal command of her owner like the turn of a switch. What did that mean? She shivered at the thought, at the further loss of any remnant of control that she might have retained over her body and mind.

“She’s behaved so well, she deserves a treat. Let her lap up the drool from the other ponygirls. Unfortunately, it’s time for us to leave.”

Smudge

The only part of Nutmeg that was visible were her eyes and the skin immediately around them. They were very expressive, a bright blue, luminescent, their beauty emphasized by the covering of her other features. They had such an innocence about them, guileless – and Smudge thought they also had a perpetual nervousness, a fearfulness. They were so obviously the eyes of a submissive. But they were vital, soulful, human. The pet had spent most of her time since arriving back at the house blinded, eyes hidden, but whenever the maid saw them she felt a compulsion to hug the woman. She wanted to kiss her.

The helmet Nutmeg was wearing fitted skintight to her smooth skull, clinging to every contour of her face precisely, revealing the bone structure of her hidden beauty. It had been made specifically for her from a mould to achieve such an exacting fit. The panel of a gag covered her mouth, the straps passing around her head to buckle at the back. A short, stubby tube projected from the centre of the panel and her breath whistled through it. Attached to the inside of the panel was a little fake cock, three inches in length, that was buried in her mouth, serving as the air tube.

Nutmeg was breathing heavily from the exertion of her walk, which although not far, had been challenging. Over her black latex catsuit was a matching corset, laced fully closed to reveal her astonishingly narrow stem waist and restricting her ability to fill her lungs. It sat under her bust, her large breasts laying on top of its upper edge, looking like they were coated in gleaming molten tar. They were so bulbous that they sat wide of her narrow torso, even visible from behind her.

Where her nipples should be, there were two balls inside the catsuit, stretching the rubber, thinning it slightly. They were a little smaller than a ping-pong ball. Smudge had been present when Mopsy had applied them to Nutmeg’s nipples, so she knew each contained a powerful spring-loaded clamp that was biting into the pet’s teats. They were also heavy, tugging the nipples downward, as they each contained a small battery to enable an electric shock to be administered via a remote control.

The pet’s mitten-clad hands and forearms were folded up against her biceps and strapped in place, giving her a pair of comical chicken wings. The mittens brushed against her neck corset which held her head in a fixed position, giving her an extraordinarily narrow and long neck.

But what had also contributed to Nutmeg’s breathlessness was the hobble skirt that fitted her from the waist to her ankles, seemingly sculpted to her legs. With the zip fully closed, as it was now, the diameter of the hem was only eight inches, permitting her the tiniest of steps. Poking out of the bottom were her heelless ballet boots, which reached up to her knee under the skirt. All the rubber was polished to perfection, reflecting the light with every movement, glistening. The woman presented a very bizarre sight and walking was very hard work.

Nutmeg was unable to keep upright without the assistance of Smudge and Mopsy, and the journey from the upstairs bedroom where she had been dressed, along the landing, down the staircase, across the entrance hall and onto the front steps of the house had been a long one, as well as exhausting. Steps were particularly difficult to negotiate – the staircase proving impossible, with the maids lifting her down each stair, though Nutmeg was just about managing the shallower steps outside the front door. Both maids required both hands to support the pet continuously as she attempted to lower her vertically encased feet one at a time.

It was a grey day, with low cloud. It wasn’t raining at the moment, but it had been earlier and there was a dampness in the air, as well as a nippy breeze that found its way between Smudge’s skirts at the open back, causing her to experience a strange shiver, reminding her of how exposed she was there – just in case she should forget…

There was a sudden commotion on the cobbles in front of them, the loud clatter of hoofs on the stones and Smudge glanced up. She had to turn her head quite sharply to see, the cowl-like veil of her uniform restricted her peripheral vision significantly. The Maîtresse had arrived driving Sweetmeat between the shafts of her pony cart. Smudge couldn’t help thinking of the woman by her pet name, instead of her ponygirl name of Catnip. The maid saw Sweetmeat all the time, but only occasionally saw her as Catnip, especially during the winter. Catnip remained foreign to Smudge.

The ponygirl was at full speed, charging across the cobbles. Beside them, travelling equally fast, was Ms Owusu and her pony. They were racing, the ponies’ horseshoe shod hoofs creating a racket. Both ladies were swinging their whips animatedly. What a sight! The two ponygirls wore such exotic, stunning outfits and their strange running actions – caused by their dropdown hoofs – were so horse-like and elegant. The two doms were driving them on so uncompromisingly. They all looked so beautiful, so accomplished, so erotic…

As they passed directly in front of Nutmeg and the two maids, Smudge could see that Ms Owusu’s pony – Mrembo – was very slightly ahead, but surely by less than a foot. Ms Vietz, who was overseeing things outside, had turned to watch the galloping ponies, too. Raising her whip, she slashed it through the air in an imitation of the flag-waving at the end of a motor race. Ponies and carts flashed past and Smudge saw both drivers pulling hard on their reins to slow right down.

The maid had to return her attention to Nutmeg as the hobbled woman eased herself down another step. There was a lot of activity outside. As well as the two ponies that had just arrived, there were another six ponygirls standing patiently, two teams of three. One team was hitched to one of the larger wagons, a flatbed that was used to move paraphernalia around the estate. The other team was hitched to the bubble. The bubble didn’t appear very often, Smudge had only seen it a couple of times before.

It was a big, round, transparent plastic ball. There was a band of metal around the circumference, front to back, essentially a massive wheel. It was this that turned, while the ball remained fixed. It offered countless possibilities for restraining an unfortunate inside, limited only by one’s imagination. Luckily, Smudge had never been transported in the bubble so far, only climbing in to assist in the placing of Sweetmeat a couple of times. She knew Yala had been given the privilege as well, but the maid hadn’t been present to see that.

With no cushioning or shock-absorbing capacity, the incumbent was thrown around violently and the bubble rocked alarmingly when it wasn’t being pulled in a straight line. It must have been bone-juddering and especially terrifying if you were unable to see what was happening, as Sweetmeat had been.

Nutmeg at last reached the bottom of the steps and began to shuffle forward, being directed toward said bubble. It would not be a new experience for the pet. The contraption had been built by the former Maîtresse, Dominique de Raveneaux, principally for Nutmeg. The cobbles were very old and uneven. Smudge found them difficult enough to traverse in her skyscraper stilettos while remaining graceful, so Nutmeg’s attempt to balance on the metal-capped toes of her ballet boots while fighting the constraints of the extreme hobble skirt was a real demand. She rocked back and forth, her shortened arms flapping instinctively and the maids kept her upright.

Both of the newly arrived ponies had turned around and pranced back with their curious high-stepping walk, stopping centrally. Their outfits were incredible, they looked such a spectacle, captivating. Mrembo had been put onto her knees in front of Ms Owusu, while Catnip was having a great fuss made of her by The Maîtresse.

Then one of the grooms pulled a rubber hood over Catnip’s head, covering it completely. Loose fitting, the gleaming latex pooled across her shoulders and the top of her chest. Smudge had seen this before. The Maîtresse usually hooded her ponygirl when she wasn’t required. There were holes in the rubber to allow Catnip to breathe, but still the latex contracted and expanded as she did – it was especially noticeable after she had just been run hard because she was still taking deep breaths.

The Maîtresse was now approaching Nutmeg and the two maids. Smudge felt the usual flutter of excitement and fear whenever she was close to Ms de Raveneaux, her pulse raced. The lady was impeccably presented as usual in stylish black leather, her hair plaited in a ponytail and wearing a little peaked cap that covered her ears, keeping them warm. But the two maids were ignored, her attention was only for Nutmeg. Her fingers immediately made contact with the little balls covering the pet’s clamped nipples, flicking them back and forth. Through the gag, Smudge heard Nutmeg moan.

“They’re already live.”

Ms Vietz, the estate manager, had joined the group as well. The tall, thin German was in black leather, too, as always. She had her phone in her gloved hand. Smudge had hardly ever seen the woman out of her gloves, she wore them all the time, even when she was inside. Because the touchscreen didn’t respond to her sheathed fingers, she carried a little stylus to enable her to use it without removing the gossamer thin leather.

Even though Nutmeg was now at a stop, her feet continued to tip-tap on the cobbles as she tried to maintain her balance. She was swaying and still required the maids’ support, as well as still breathing heavily. Her chest was rising and falling quite spectacularly, the extreme corset forcing things up above it, behind her breasts, giving an exaggerated effect.

“We can shock each teat individually, or simultaneously!”

Ms Vietz tapped away at her phone. Nutmeg jerked violently, spasming uncontrollably. Smudge had to grip the pet harder to hold on to her, to prevent her toppling. After a few seconds, Nutmeg jumped again, like she was having a seizure, her rubber enveloped body gripped with tension, becoming rigid. The third time, the pet almost took off, her breath whistling urgently through the gag tube.

“And vary the length of the shock!”

The German held the stylus down on the touchscreen for several seconds. This time Nutmeg made a strange gurgling noise, shuddering, her muscles trembling. For a moment, Smudge thought the pet would lose her discipline as she bent forward and it seemed her legs would give way, but she recovered to stand upright again, though she was still shaking. Her eyes were wide, fearful, on the verge of tears.

“Excellent!”

The Maîtresse hefted Nutmeg’s big breasts in her hands, which looked so small as the latex wrapped mammaries enveloped them. She bounced them up and down, squeezed them against each other. Nutmeg made another strange sound, almost like she was purring.

“Show me how proud you are to be honouring your Maîtresse on the anniversary of her passing! Stand tall, push these jugs out!”

Smudge wasn’t quite sure how Nutmeg could stand any taller – with the ballet boots, corset and neck-corset holding her rigidly upright, swan-like – but the pet’s chest did swell even further, she lifted herself even higher.

“Good slut!”

The Maîtresse kissed Nutmeg’s cheek, then she stood back.

“OK, get her inside.”

The bubble was accessed via a little hatch of the same clear plastic as the rest of the ball. Smudge had to lift her leg very high to get it through, then duck down to get her head inside, before drawing her remaining leg in. Standing in the bubble in nearly six-inch stilettos was crazily difficult. There was a narrow strip that was relatively flat where the metal runner joined the two halves of the ball together, framed on the outside by the mechanism that turned. Restraints had already been fixed in place and Smudge used them to stay upright and balance herself.

Nutmeg was passed through feet first, then Mopsy followed. Three inside the bubble was a real crowd. All three latex enshrouded women were pressed together, both maids struggling to find places to plant their feet. Though Nutmeg was smaller than the maids, in her ballet boots she was taller. The rustle and squeak of rubber sliding against rubber noisily filled the space. Smudge’s crotch was pressed against the pet’s thigh, her breasts against Nutmeg’s back. The odour of warm latex was thick.

Hanging from the ring embedded in the top of the bubble was a broad leather belt, suspended on two chains. It was already wrapped around Nutmeg, but in order to get it fitted around her waist, it was necessary to lift her up several inches. Smudge was forced to get onto her knees, arms wrapped around Nutmeg’s thighs, hugging her, holding her raised up so that Mopsy could buckle the belt in place around the pet’s miniscule midriff. That proved to be the most problematical part of the procedure.

Then it was Mopsy’s turn to hold Nutmeg as Smudge eased up the hobble skirt a little way to fully reveal the pet’s ankles. She locked a pair of softly padded cuffs around them. They held the ankles together and were tied to a ring in the floor by a length of cord with plenty of slack. Nutmeg’s feet were hanging about three inches above the bottom of the bubble. The maids no longer needed to hold the pet to stop her from falling over, but the chains attached to the belt were inherently unstable and she tipped backward, her progress only stopped by the cord to the ankle cuffs snapping taut, holding her at an angle, floating in the centre of the bubble.

At that point, Mopsy was ordered back out of the bubble, only to be replaced by Ms Vietz. There were two more cuffs dangling down from the top of the ball yet to be locked in place. Ms Vietz eased Nutmeg back upright again. Smudge was still on her knees at the pet’s feet, displaying her bare backside to everyone looking into the bubble.

“Finger her cunt, skivvy. Get her excited, but don’t you dare let her cum!” Ms Vietz’s tone was always abrupt with the maids, bordering on contemptuous.

The order was easier spoken than executed. The hobble skirt Nutmeg had been dressed in was a heavy grade of rubber and required a good deal of force to manipulate it, plus there was another layer of latex underneath. Smudge had to push really hard to make meaningful contact with the pet’s pussy, though the enlarged labia made for a prominent target. Nutmeg’s hips twitched at the first touch and she immediately began to squirm, causing Ms Vietz to snigger.

“I can truthfully say that I have never encountered a hotter slut than this one. She really is remarkable! Insatiable! I can’t believe she lasted a year before coming back.” The German’s voice boomed due to the acoustics in the bubble.

Rubbing two fingers into the crotch as hard as she could, Smudge heard Nutmeg making noises behind her gag as she jerked and writhed. The maid tried to saw her hand between the two labia. She could feel the camel toe. She thought she could feel the hard metal of the clit ring as she burrowed between them.

The two remaining cuffs were for Nutmeg’s breasts. Ms Vietz buckled them tight, turning the full, beautifully shaped mounds into two toadstool-like appendages on her chest as the main mass of the breasts were forced out above the cuffs, stretching the latex of the catsuit so that it thinned and became semi-opaque, the piercings through her nipples completely outlined by the rubber. Smudge had to resist an urge to cover her own tits protectively, the arrangement looked acutely uncomfortable.

But it was fiendishly worse than that. As Nutmeg tipped back and forth on the chains to her belt, the motion would be stopped by the chains to her breast cuffs, tugging on them. As the pet bounced around inside the rolling bubble, there would be moments when her entire bodyweight would be carried by those cuffs, if only for a second or two at a time.

As Smudge continued to rub her fingers animatedly into Nutmeg’s crotch, Ms Vietz had the grossly swollen breasts in her hands, squeezing them harshly. Nutmeg was wriggling, twitching, shuddering, her doubled-over, shortened arms flapping around like crazy and her legs fought against her bound ankles, continually snapping the cord taut.

“Perfect! Enjoy the ride!”

Ms Vietz climbed back out of the bubble. Smudge hadn’t been told to stop massaging Nutmeg’s pussy, so she continued. She could feel Nutmeg pushing back against her fingers to increase the pressure, grinding. The maid was fearful that the woman would climax, well aware that she possessed a hair-trigger and in their current situation it was hard to judge, so she was relieved when Ms Vietz snapped her fingers.

“That’s enough, Smudge. Out!”

Nutmeg tried to follow Smudge’s hand as she withdrew it, then began to gyrate her hips in an attempt to continue the stimulation. Her struggles only caused her to swing more and pull on her breasts, so she soon settled down, a whimper escaping the gag. It was proving to be quite humid in the bubble and Smudge was perspiring heavily and glad to be back out in the fresh air. She went to stand beside Mopsy as the hatch was locked shut.

Inside the bubble, Nutmeg was swinging gently. If she leaned back too far, she risked transferring her weight from the waistband to her breasts, and if she leaned forward too far, she induced the same result. The cord to her ankle cuffs was continually snapping tight. The sight of the breast cuffs was particularly shocking to observe. Her latex-sheathed body gleamed. It was a stunning image to see.

Smudge couldn’t help wondering if Nutmeg was regretting her decision to come back to the house. Would she have anticipated that she would be treated so harshly? Given how turned on she perpetually was, she probably felt compelled to return, helpless to resist the demands of her own body and mind. Like Smudge herself, she was a prisoner of her own sexuality, her identity as a submissive, whatever the cost.

The maid noticed that Ms Owusu’s ponygirl had been unhitched from her cart. She was standing before the three-pony team hitched to the front of the bubble. Her bit had been removed and at first Smudge thought that Mrembo was attempting to kiss the centre ponygirl of the three, but then she realized the pony was licking up the drool that was seeping from the other ponygirl’s bitted mouth, right the way down to the tip of her chin.

Then Mrembo’s head dipped down to the breastplate of the other pony’s outfit to lick up the slobber that had dripped down and gathered there. Finally, Mrembo was put on her knees, her mouth now working high up on the thighs where the vaginal fluid of the pony’s arousal had seeped out from around the crotch-band of her costume. When Mrembo had finished that, she was moved along to the third pony of the team to repeat the exercise. Not for the first or last time, Smudge thought how weird these people were, but that didn’t lessen her gratitude or satisfaction at being here at Heron’s Lap.

She looked around for Ms Owusu and her friend, the slightly androgenous Ms Roberts, but couldn’t see either of them. Behind the bubble was the flatbed cart with another team of three ponygirls fixed to the shafts. They were so exotic and sexy in their elaborate costumes. The ponies all looked so alike, Smudge really couldn’t tell them apart except by a very close examination. The ponygirls probably thought the same about the maids though…

Flopsy and Ms Vietz’s assistant – Bella – were in the process of climbing into the back of the cart. They would be heading across the lake to the mausoleum with the cortege to help prepare for the commemoration. It was the first anniversary of the passing of Dominique de Raveneaux. Smudge had been left in no doubt it was a big deal. Nutmeg was going to be the subject of some 24-hour ordeal at the tomb of her beloved former Maîtresse, a final homage to the lady she had served for so many years.

The maids were going to keep vigil over her in shifts. Smudge, being the lowest ranking maid, had been given the graveyard shift, through the night. She was being given time to sleep this evening, before she was taken over – she hoped it would be enough to prevent her from dozing off!

The cortege was ready to go. The drivers of both the wagon and the bubble removed the hobble chains from their ponies’ ankles and climbed aboard. The seat on the bubble was very bizarre. A bucket seat, it wrapped around the groom and must surely have been originally designed for a car. It was fixed to the front of the ball, off-centre, to avoid the big wheel mechanism. It did at least have some springing underneath to provide some comfort from the bouncing and shaking. The groom strapped herself in place like in a race car. She controlled the ponygirls with reins and whip in the conventional manner.

Mrembo had been led back to her cart and placed between the shafts. She was clearly in distress as her bit was replaced, her high-pitched squeal loud enough for the maids to hear even though they were some distance away. It was Ms Vietz who climbed aboard the sulky.

At that moment, Ms Owusu’s giant electric SUV appeared from around the side of the house, turning in the opposite direction to the cortege, onto the driveway that eventually led up to the main gate of the estate. Smudge had known that the lady was leaving soon – she had helped load Yala into the back of the vehicle, earlier. The chunky tyres made a distinctive sound as they crossed the cobblestones, before hitting the tarmac of the drive and accelerating away. It was a sleek-looking car despite its size, a gleaming, bright white.

It wouldn’t be a very comfortable journey for Yala. She was inside a cage, spit-roasted. She was sucking on a dildo mounted on one side of the cage, her braided hair wound around the bars so that she was unable to pull back off the fake cock. She had the full length of the dildo in her mouth, her lips pressed against the criss-crossing metal. A similar dildo mounted on the opposite side of the cage was buried fully up her rectum, straps around the top of her thighs ensuring her bottom remained firmly planted against the bars, which were indenting her heavily-welted buttocks. She would be unable to shift herself off that dong, either.

She was on her knees in the cage, but bent low so that her torso was horizontal (the cage wasn’t more than two-and-a-half-feet high.) Her wrists were fixed to the top of the cage in each corner, either side of her backside. In this position, her breasts dangled down underneath her and her nipples were attached to the bottom of the cage, stretching them acutely. There was no floor or padding at the bottom, Yala’s knees were pressing into the bars.

Smudge could just imagine how unpleasant it must be on the badly-maintained roads, every bump and pothole jolting her stringently bound body. The maid didn’t know how long Yala had been in the cage, but they had loaded her into the SUV more than a half-hour ago. A utilitarian rubber sheet had been draped over the cage to hide its occupant from prying eyes, leaving the woman in near darkness.

Meanwhile, everyone was mounted on their carts and Ms Vietz gave a whistle to get the cortege moving. The bubble led the way, the ponygirls quickly brought up to a trot. It made a deep rumbling sound on the cobbles, like thunder.

Inside the clear plastic ball, Nutmeg began to sway from the movement, becoming increasingly animated, continually reaching the constraints of the chains to her breasts and the cord securing her feet, jolting back and forth. Every few seconds, just for a moment, she was finding herself supported only by the breast restraints. Bouncing and jerking in her slick, reflective outfit, inside the bubble, she was a truly bizarre sight.

Ms de Raveneaux urged Catnip forward to follow the ball. After a few prancing steps the pony was brought up to a trot. The Maîtresse had trained Catnip to run in the strange hoofs that drooped down when lifted off the ground, requiring the peculiar way of stepping, but it really did give the ponygirl a genuine horse-like motion, while the two teams of three were clad in regular hoof boots and thus had an entirely different gait. The pride that Catnip felt at being The Maîtresse’s pony was clear to see, her enthusiasm oozing from every pore, her chest thrust out extravagantly.

Ms Vietz followed after The Maîtresse, snapping her whip lightly across Mrembo’s hindquarters to get her started. It was no more than a flick of the wrist, but the pony flinched. As she passed by, Smudge could see her buttocks were absolutely covered in angry welts, lines of deep red and purple, swollen and fresh.

The flatbed cart brought up the rear of the procession. That meant eight pairs of hoofs clashing against the cobblestones, clopping like real horses – Smudge wouldn’t have been able to tell the difference by the sound alone. The impeccably trained teams moved their legs in complete unison, switching from prancing to trotting in perfect synchronisation. They looked so pretty and so sexy.

As the bubble left the cobbles, moving onto the dirt track, the driver brought the ponies up to a canter. Further away now, the maid couldn’t see as clearly as she would have liked, but the rougher ground and faster pace increased the turbulence inside the plastic ball. Nutmeg was being thrown around rather violently, arms flapping desperately, looking like turtle flippers from this distance. Smudge shuddered, glad it wasn’t her inside the thing.

The cortege slowly disappeared into the sparsely wooded area that separated the Heron’s Lap house from the stable building and the ruins of the old, original house beside it that had burnt down more than 150 years ago.

As Mopsy turned to go back into the house, she reached out her hand and clasped Smudge’s, squeezing it affectionately. It only lasted a few seconds. The two maids briefly glanced at one another, the unrequited lust burning inside both of them clearly apparent to the other. Then Smudge was following behind Mopsy, swinging her hips, swirling her uniform skirts as she had been trained to do, feeling the breeze on her bare bottom as each step flashed part of each of her buttocks.

In front of her, she saw Mopsy’s pale butt-cheeks intermittently revealed in the same way. It was such a beautifully shaped, toned arse and Smudge wished she could make love to her pretty colleague right this minute, achieving the sexual release she so urgently craved. In her mind, she could taste Mopsy’s sweet pussy on her tongue. She sighed and followed her fellow maid back inside.

Mrembo

She had been fed and watered. Mrembo detested the feeding bags used at Heron’s Lap. Made of heavy rubber, they had three flaps that passed around the sides and top of her head, locking together at the back. When her bridle wasn’t fitted, it left her nearly blind. When she was wearing it, as now, the combination of the flap and her blinkers blinded her completely. Her nose and mouth were sealed inside the bag. There were two holes below her nostrils to allow her to draw air, thickly infused with the odour of the industrial material.

The bag would be bulging around her mouth, filled with the regular mix of soft oats and a variety of finely diced vegetables and meats that were slightly different from day to day – technically – but hardly discernible. It was a really bland meal.

Mrembo had been eating an almost exclusively pony diet for several years and was well acclimated to it by now. It was an accepted part of being a ponygirl. But she couldn’t deny that she had regular cravings for more tasteful food, especially after long, arduous days like today. She had been so hungry and the desire for a warm, flavoursome meal was often compelling. She would remember the smell of freshly cooked dishes, especially bacon, imagining the aroma, salivating at the thought, or the taste of a good burger and chips…

It did get easier over time, but still the memories would come back to tease her, one of the few things she genuinely missed from her old life. Now, the best she could hope for was an occasional sugar cube or sweet, unlocking her tastebuds for a few moments.

She was fed on her knees. Her hands were always bound behind her back. The only way to get at the food was to bend right over and press the bag to the floor, pushing the mixture into her mouth. She had to shuffle around, continually shifting the bag, to get at it all. It was especially difficult for Mrembo because of the rings slotted together in her lips, which restricted the movement of her mouth. She was rarely able to get at all the food, but the grooms took pity on her, manipulating the bag, pushing everything inside into her mouth. The whole portion had to be finished, but that wasn’t a problem for Mrembo – she rarely felt full and never thought the portions were big enough in the first place.

Inside, the bag quickly became very hot and humid, and the rubber affected the taste, in addition to the cloying smell that remained in her nose even after the thing had been removed. Altogether, it was an unpleasant experience. Afterward, her lips and chin would be all sticky and have to be wiped clean like she was a helpless toddler.

The piercings in her lips made drinking even more difficult. Unable to fully close her mouth, the liquid would seep out, dribble down her chin. It was more than a little humiliating. She required a bottle with a teat – like a baby – and had to suck the fluid out. If her tongue was left free, she reckoned she manged to drink 90% of the water or smoothie. But if the brace was locked onto her tongue piercings, restricting its use, she would make a right mess. The grooms would occasionally tease her about it, but were otherwise kind and patient with her, never nasty.

It had been late in the day when Mrembo was finally returned to the stable. She had stood outside the mausoleum for an age. There had been some light rain and she had got a soaking. It had been cold and she was glad to be in the warm again, but she had expected her tack to be removed and to be washed down and put in her stall, that was usually what happened. But after her food and water, she found herself tied against the wall in the stable’s atrium.

Her reins were wrapped around a hook at eye level, forcing her so close to the wall that her nipple bar was touching it. There was no slack at all. The tiniest movement tugged agonizingly on her teats, which kept happening. She was so weary, liable to sway a little if she didn’t keep her concentration, and that was enough to pull on them.

The ponygirl had taken more whip today than she could ever remember. Ms Owusu was overzealous in her application at the best of times, and had been extra-excitable, while Ms Vietz also delighted in using it at every opportunity. And they both hit unnecessarily hard, in Mrembo’s opinion. Her backside was absolutely throbbing. The grooms had smothered both buttocks in the healing cream that they used, which would benefit in the long term, but its immediate effect was to only increase the stinging.

She was sure her old owner was more circumspect in her use of the whip, and that by doing so got a better performance out of her pony. But maybe she was looking back with rose-tinted spectacles, blinkered by her infatuation for the lady. Ms Aella had whipped her rigorously and cruelly, without compromise, too.

Today had also been her longest time yet that she had spent in her pin-lined tack without respite, as well as her fourth straight day in the costume. Were they conditioning her to be able to cope with it on a more frequent basis? She shuddered at the thought. Would she eventually wear it every day? The idea brought tears to her eyes, even as it increased the heat in her crotch. She began to tremble. And why was she here and not back in her stall?

When someone arrived to retrieve Mrembo, she immediately sensed the unease in the ponygirl. It was Ms Nilsson, who was the head groom. Her hands wandered over the ponygirl’s body, petting her, calming her.

“Beautiful pony… Lovely pony… You look so gorgeous in your costume, so exotic!”

Ms Nilsson stood on tiptoe and kissed Mrembo’s cheek.

“Stand proudly for me… Show me what a good ponygirl you are… That’s a good filly.”

The groom wrapped her arms around Mrembo, hugging her, but very carefully, from the side, making sure she didn’t hurt the pony unnecessarily.

“Such a brave pony… So sexy… everybody loves you… All my grooms want to attend to you.”

Mrembo’s shoulder was kissed this time.

“Come along, we are going to have some fun.”

The ponygirl was led back toward the frame where she had been mounted that morning for the spit-roasting by Bert and Ernie, prancing proudly from her pep-talk. Ms Nilsson left plenty of slack in the reins. This time she was bent over the frame on her front rather than her back, her hips against one bar, her shoulders resting on another, at a 90o angle, her tits fitting into the gap in between. Her legs were kicked wide apart, ankles cuffed to the posts at either side. A wide strap around her waist was buckled tight to hold her in position.

This stance tightened the grip of the breastplate, and gravity ensured her heavy breasts dropped their full weight into the cups, onto the pins. Mrembo whimpered, face scrunching in pain. Ms Nilsson stroked her head, ruffling the pony’s mane.

“Good girl!”

Worse was to come, however. Her reins were taken out of her bit, so they were now only connected to the nipple-bar. Left to hang, they dropped down to the floor underneath her, where they were tied off to a ring. No slack was left, her nipples stretched significantly downward and the slightest movement by Mrembo pulled on them even harder, agonizingly, incentivizing her to keep both hips and shoulders pressed firmly on the bars.

Only once she was fixed helplessly in place was her bit removed. The process was always very painful, no matter how gentle the grooms tried to be, and after four days in the pin-clamp her tongue was so sore. She whined pitifully. A hand was stroking her scalp, another her cheek. She felt another kiss to her bald pate.

“Shh… Be brave, little pony. Ms Owusu is very pleased with you, proud of your courage and your desire to please, to suffer for her pleasure. Everyone is so impressed! You are a treasure!”

Mrembo was breathing heavily. It was good to have her tongue free again. She could feel her crotch-band being detached. With huge relief, she felt the pins withdraw from her crotch, her labia free of the pinching and the spikes for the first time in long hours. Both the dildo and the butt-plug were eased out of her, causing her to quiver in delight. Both holes were gaping and she felt so empty after so much time stuffed full, immediately missing the stimulation they provided. But did this mean she would be fucked again? Her excitement and expectation began to rise.

Ms Nilsson had crouched down low. With a hand in Mrembo’s mane, she pulled the ponygirl’s head up as far as it would go – which wasn’t that far due to the succession of heavy rings locked around her neck.

“You are so adorable… Irresistible!”

She kissed Mrembo full on the lips, her tongue probing, exploring the pony’s mouth. Despite the pain from her own tongue, the intimate contact felt wonderful. The ponygirl craved the warmth of the touch, the affection with which it was delivered, but was frustrated by her inability to respond as she would like, the metal in her lips limiting their movement as it did. The groom eventually pulled back, slightly breathless herself. She giggled softly.

“Your mouth is very sexy!”

Ms Nilsson’s fingers took over, running across the plump lips that bulged out from between the criss-crossing rings. She squeezed them gently, seeing what shape the pony’s mouth could be formed into to. But then her attention was diverted by another groom arriving beside her. Mrembo heard the booted feet shuffling on the flagstones beside them.

“Ernie can have her arse. Use the big dildo.”

Mrembo’s vision was very limited, her blinkers turned in so sharply across her eyes, but she was able to catch a glimpse of the dildo just removed from her pussy, the one that had been inside her most of the day and with which she was so intimately familiar. The girth was quite narrow and it was also relatively soft and flexible (it was drooped over in the groom’s hand) designed to move around inside her, bend and worm, therefore providing additional stimulation, greater than a more rigid, wider-girthed shaft would – in theory at least.

It certainly felt different to Mrembo. It wasn’t an imitation cock, not shaped like one, but a light blue colour with an uneven surface and various little bumps, protrusions and textures to create a variety of sensations. They worked. It drove her crazy with lust, the feel when she pranced or ran. It was thick with her pussy juice, dripping, betraying the level of her arousal. She was used to having to clean it with her mouth, it happened regularly – it had happened that morning before her spit-roasting by the ponyboys…

“Open for me!”

Ms Nilsson squeezed Mrembo’s cheeks either side of her mouth, forcing her jaw wide apart.

“Taste yourself! The proof that you love being Ms Owusu’s ponygirl, that you need the discipline and control she graciously provides you with!”

The dildo was eased into Mrembo’s mouth. She closed her lips around it as best she could. It was still warm from being inside her for so long, the fluid especially thick and strongly flavoured, having been trapped and cooking in her pussy for hours. For a while, Ms Nilsson slid it back and forth on the pony’s tongue, twisting it around, coating her mouth with the familiar taste.

Meanwhile, fingers on her labia caused her to flinch, jerking on the frame. They were so tender, her hips instinctively tried to pull away, but had nowhere to go. The fingers spread her pussy apart – it was only just starting to close – and Mrembo could hear the squelching sound as another dildo pushed at the entrance. This was much bigger than the one it was replacing. She groaned as the full circumference entered her, stretching her so wide it was initially uncomfortable, but as the shaft sank deeply inside her, a wave of delight flooded her consciousness.

“Feel that one, don’t you!” Ms Nilsson giggled again.

Mrembo’s hips gyrated to increase the sensations. The dildo was huge. She felt stuffed. She murmured again. Ms Nilsson pushed her dildo deeper into the ponygirl’s mouth.

“I want you to take it all… Swallow it down.”

It might have been thinner than a regular dildo, but it wasn’t shorter, but Mrembo was very well versed in deep-throating and accommodated it with ease. Again, Ms Nilsson corkscrewed the plug, which was unpleasant, the uneven surface scraping at her throat, causing her to retch mildly.

At the same moment, the pony felt her sore buttocks being firmly parted. Her bumhole was still a little open and very slick. No preparation was required and she felt the hot head of a real penis press through, stretching her sphincter again. It sunk right in, deeply and firmly. The cock was a big one, combined with the huge dildo in her pussy the sensation was incredible. She was so full, each insertion enhancing the intensity of the other.

Left breathless by her situation, Mrembo began to struggle, which only yanked her nipples painfully, but Ms Nilsson was already withdrawing the dildo from her throat. The ponygirl tried to grab some air. The cock in her backside began to fuck her hard, without any finesse. She was used to the crude, desperate technique of the ponyboys – it was the only real cock she got anymore. They were kept at such a level of arousal that their fucking was always frenzied. The frame she was bound on groaned as she was rocked back and forth.

She was sure that they were given something to increase their need, performance and longevity. They had only one mode, fucking frantically, as if the opportunity was about to be snatched away from them at any minute.

Even as her arousal surged, her own need desperate as well, so did her pain. As she jolted to each thrust, her nipples were tugged, her hanging tits jiggled on the spikes. As the ponyboy bottomed out each time, deep in her bowels, his groin and hips smacked against her massively welted, excruciatingly sore backside. But the friction on her sphincter was delicious, the movement of the cock against the dildo in her pussy amazing. All the sensations assaulting her body were overwhelming. Her eyes were wide.

Ms Nilsson pushed the dildo into the pony’s cheek, forcing it to bulge out between the straps of the bridle.

“Work that tongue. Clean off all your mess!”

Mrembo moaned. She needed to cum. She wanted to cum. She couldn’t cum. Ernie continued to pound her arse. The ponyboys rarely flagged, had so much stamina. The frame continued to groan as her body jounced. She pulled at her bound arms, tugged at her cuffed ankles. She was so helpless, at the mercy of the whims of those around her.

“Take it down again.”

The dildo was gently, but unremittingly pushed down Mrembo’s throat once more. Her hips were dancing, gyrating. All three of her holes were packed full. There had to be a way for her to climax… she was so close…

By the time the dildo came back up, her eyes were watering. This time it was removed completely from her mouth, and it needed to be. She was panting, gasping for air. Everything hurt, but at the same time she was so excited, her whole body felt like one enormous erogenous zone, pleasure was coursing through her body. She felt so alive, visceral. It was unreal, yet so real.

Ms Nilsson kissed Mrembo again, then let the ponygirl’s head drop.

“Do you want to cum, ponygirl?” The groom teased.

Mrembo nodded her head.

“Not yet…”

The pony heard the groom walk away. There was a crop smacking into buttocks, that snapping sound so redolent of pain, but it wasn’t her backside that was being hit, it was Ernie. She could feel him flinching with every stroke, but it was only causing the ponyboy to fuck her arse even more frenetically.

Mrembo moaned again, but her voice was drowned out as at that moment Ernie bellowed and he was twitching, writhing, hips grinding against her bottom as he climaxed. The pulsing of his cock as he ejaculated transferred to her bowel walls, a strange sensation. Initially he continued to fuck her manically, but then he slowed, the length of his thrusts shortened, remaining buried deep up her intestines, withdrawing only a little, stabbing at her, until eventually he came to a complete stop.

The ponygirl moved her hips in frustration, desperate for the stimulation to continue, her need so urgent, but with a squelching, popping sound, the cock was withdrawn to leave her arsehole gaping and empty again. She also felt a need to shit – probably the ponyboy’s spunk seeping back down her colon. But immediately, the big dildo in her pussy was being pulled out, too, and she wriggled in delight as it slid out.

Much to her surprise, it was instantly put back inside her, this time in her still dilated bumhole. It was significantly bigger than Ernie’s cock, stretching her even further open. It hurt, but the thing was so slick from her pussy, it slid in easily, if uncomfortably. It penetrated deep, distending her bowel, until she felt the flared base press against her dilated, swollen sphincter. She was panting again, the mixture of pain and pleasure so intense, but couldn’t stop herself from squirming, trying to get the most out of it, to get that satisfaction that was so close, but never actually arrived.

A hand in her mane lifted the ponygirl’s head once more. She found herself staring at Ernie’s cock, right in front of her face. It was still semi-erect, drooping sadly, occasionally twitching. A thin trail of semen was dangling from the tip. She could smell the ponyboy, a very masculine musk. Once again, a hand was squeezing Mrembo’s cheeks, forcing her mouth open.

“Clean him up.”

The ponyboy was having to be held back, so eager to get in her mouth. As he was allowed to step forward, his cock was lifted, directed between the ponygirl’s jaws. It slid across her tongue, slimy with his spunk, but mainly with the lube used for her ponytail butt-plug and heavy with the taste of her bowels. It was revolting, but she was used to it and well trained to accept it. Even half-erect, it was still too big and Ernie stabbed it into the back of her throat clumsily, activating her retch reflex, but she was able to control it. She began to work diligently with her tongue and lips and it wasn’t long before it started to grow again.

Meanwhile, her labia were being spread open again and she felt another hot, throbbing cock sliding into her pussy. Though it was smaller than the dildo that had just been withdrawn, it was still big, and with that dildo now stuffed up her arse, the combined effect of the two was still extraordinary, the space inside her tight and now the friction was against her vaginal walls rather than her bowel walls. It felt amazing, even better than before. She gyrated her hips to exaggerate the sensations and as soon as the cock began to fuck her, she pushed back against each thrust, crazy with lust.

But each time Bert bottomed out inside her, his groin slammed into her tender sex lips and raw buttocks. She couldn’t help but flinch each time. The ponyboy was indifferent to her suffering, pounding her as hard as he could and she couldn’t help herself, either. The sexual rush, the thrill, the need, was greater than that of avoiding the pain. She continued to work her hips, to maximize her pleasure.

As Ernie grew bigger in her mouth, Mrembo was forced to take him down her throat repeatedly as his hips began to snake, creating a short, stabbing action, while her body was once more rocking on the frame to Bert’s aggressive thrusts. It was an overwhelming experience. She shuddered and groaned. Bert was even pressing against the hard metal cap that hid her clitoris away, titillating the area around it, but as always denying her any direct contact or stimulation from it. She could feel her clit swollen and throbbing inside its prison, screaming for attention.

It was so frustrating. No matter how she twisted her body and squirmed, bounced and heaved, no matter her arousal and desire, her desperation, she could get no response or satisfaction from that most fundamental part of herself, the centre of her sexuality, the final piece of the jigsaw to take her to nirvana.

Ernie had started fully fucking her throat, hips pistoning, but as soon as he did, he was pulled back, clear of Mrembo, the cock slipping from her mouth. The ponyboy was far from happy, resisting. She heard the crop being laid into his backside and thighs several times as the grooms fought to control him. He was very muscular and powerful, but bound as he was, reins connected to his bit and nipples, he was forced to comply.

The big dildo in the ponygirl’s arse really did enhance the sensation of Bert’s cock as it pumped powerfully into her pussy, they rubbed against each other through the thin membrane that separated them. It was incredible. It appeared to be having a similar effect on the ponyboy, who was getting more and more excited and desperate himself. His technique had gradually changed. He was fucking her with increasingly short, fast thrusts. He was breathing very heavily, she could feel it on her back and bound arms.

Again, a fist closed tight into her mane, tugging painfully, and her head was lifted up once more. Her eyes were half up in her head as she tried to cope with the effect of everything happening to her mind and body, it took some seconds for her to focus on what was in front of her. She was looking at Ms Owusu, her owner. There was a phone being held up right in front of her face, its screen the only thing she could see, filled with the image of the beautiful lady. Ms Owusu’s eyes were sparkling, her cheeks turned into two apples, lifted by her big smile, her gleaming teeth.

It was initially incongruous to Mrembo. She never saw phones around the stable, the staff weren’t allowed to bring them in and there wasn’t a usable signal. She hadn’t seen one for months – they had disappeared from her life like all the other trappings of modern living. Ms Owusu had one finger raised, tightly sheathed in her custom-made kidskin glove.

“My gorgeous ponygirl slut has been especially good these last days. So much so that even I agree she deserves a reward… I hope I’m not becoming soft, succumbing to her charming submissive nature… Just this once, She deserves a treat.”

Ms Owusu’s expression hardened, became more intense, impassioned.

“Cum, Mrembo! Cum now!”

As earlier, the ponygirl found herself helplessly responding to the command. Her climax hit her like a punch to the face. Her consciousness exploded, saturating with pleasure and pain simultaneously, her body engulfed with euphoric delight. She thrashed wildly, despite the fact that doing so brought her terrible additional pain. Her limbs fought frantically to free themselves as she howled, writhing, pushing back against the cock inside her, feeling the ponyboy twitching as he orgasmed, too, firing his spunk deep inside her.

Mrembo’s mind closed in, losing all external stimuli. There was just her body with all its myriad, unimaginable sensations, stratospherically heightened, bound and utterly controlled, every minute part of her responding to her situation, her helplessness. Her joy was unrestrained, her satisfaction rising above the pain and discomfort. It was pure, absolute fulfilment.


Day Seven

(3.55 pm)

The sun glistens off the lake, sparkling silver, bright. Some of the later-afternoon sunshine has made it through the trees and canopy of leaves surrounding the mausoleum, creating pockets of light and shadow, shifting patterns, constantly changing as the yellow orb moves across the sky. In the sunlight there is warmth. In the shadows, a chill as the breeze sweeps through, rustling the leaves and the black plumes above the heads of the ponies.

Not real ponies, but humans, tacked up and fastened between the shafts of carriages and carts, shod in hoofs. There are twelve of them in all, standing motionless, feet together, very upright, chests pushed out in an exaggerated fashion. Each has a hobble chain wound around their ankles, rendering them unable to move even if they so desired.

One particularly ornate carriage catches the eye with its gleaming black curves and vibrant red, richly upholstered seats. The landau has its soft roof retracted. It speaks of a bygone era and could be pulled by a team of horses without anyone giving it a second thought. But between the shafts aren’t horses, but a team of six ponygirls that appear identical. They are the same height, matching manes and tails – bright blonde shot through with broad stripes of black – and wearing the same tack of shiny, mirror finish metal or plastic formed to their curves.

Each has carbon-copy overlarge breasts pushed out provocatively in front of them, almost fully revealed, and plumes of black feathers sprouting up from the forehead straps of their bridles. They all hold the same posture. The thought and work that has gone into their appearance is remarkable, such attention to detail. They look striking and deeply erotic.

All the other vehicles parked in front of the mausoleum pale in comparison to the landau. There is a flatbed wagon with two ponygirls between the shafts, very different from the show ponies fastened to the carriage. These are racing ponies with much less elaborate tack and different hoofs, designed for speed over presentation. It is noticeable that their breasts are much smaller. One is dark-skinned with white harness and one is pale-skinned with black harness. A ray of sunshine is currently cutting diagonally across them, highlighting the glistening drool covering their chins.

There is also a box wagon, entry from the rear providing two opposing benches that sits three people each. There is nothing elaborate about this cart either, purely functional. In the traces are two ponyboys, tall and strong, toned bodies revealing their musculature. Their cocks and balls are locked into anatomically shaped cages, though the mesh isn’t big enough to accommodate their erections. Their testicles bulge through the thin bars and their glans are twisted awkwardly into the top of the cage, unable to straighten and looking excruciatingly uncomfortable. The top of the cages are linked by chains to rings in their belly-buttons, holding the framework pressed against their lower bellies.

The remaining two carts are sulkies, single-seaters made from lightweight tubular frames with bicycle wheels attached. Each has just a solitary ponygirl between the shafts. While the carts themselves are unremarkable, the two ponies are spectacularly eye-catching.

One has a colourful mane and tail of four colours, red, yellow, green and black, her face largely hidden by a half-mask and the complex web of straps and chains that is her bridle, together with a very severe pair of blinkers. While all the other ponies’ blinkers project out at roughly right-angles to the face, this ponygirl’s are turned in sharply toward each other, leaving only a narrow gap for her to see through, providing only very limited vision.

In addition, her augmented lips are trapped inside a framework of criss-crossing rings piercing them in multiple places, shaping her mouth into a puffy, perpetual pout, revealing her perfect white teeth clamped on the bit between them. The arrangement causes her to drool even more prolifically than the other ponies, her chin shiny with saliva, as is the breastplate underneath.

Her costume is made of heavy, industrial-looking metal. It seems over-designed for her svelte figure, being thicker gauge, much weightier than it needs to be, restricting her ability to run and pull the cart optimally, kind of brutal on her feminine frame. The wide band around her waist draws it in severely. Her nipples protrude strikingly from the artfully shaped breastplate, the cups an exact facsimile of a pair of large breasts, down to every subtle curve.

The nipples are large and distended, emphasized even more by the little frames they are locked into, drawing them fully out of the holes in the breastplate, stretching them, extending them forward. The very tips sag a little under the weight of the nipple-bar that clamps them, one teat held squeezed at each end of the bar. Different from the other ponies, the reins are connected directly to rings at each end, rather than to the heavy-gauge rings pierced through the actual nipple.

The second solo ponygirl is wearing an outfit of highly reflective metal mesh that at first glance looks like chain-mail. Sculpted specifically for her form, it fits so tight that in places her skin protrudes through the mesh. Very big breasted like the other show ponies, the costume lifts and projects them forward to fully accentuate their size. Her nipples are also fixed in stretchers, held unnaturally long.

She is an arresting sight, even though only her body is visible. Her head and neck are hidden under a highly polished loose latex hood. It resembles a bag, slack folds lying gathered on her shoulders and chest. Several holes pepper the hood at the front, allowing enough air to get through, but nevertheless, the bag inflates mildly every time the ponygirl breathes out. When she breathes in, the rubber is briefly drawn tight to her face, showing the outline of the half-mask, her bit and the straps of her bridle that lay underneath.

A smattering of speckled sunlight passes through the branches and leaves, leaving a shifting pattern of light and shadow across the hood and reflectively-clad body, adding even more texture to the lustrous latex and metal.

In amongst the immaculately presented human ponies, all standing motionless and so proudly, there is a solitary figure idly strolling amongst the carts and carriages. It is a groom in very formal dress, keeping watch, a riding crop in her hand, making her presence known in case any of the ponies should be tempted to let their discipline slip.

She is wearing a black, peaked hard-hat and a bright red hunting jacket that has forked tails hanging down behind, brushing her thighs as she walks. It is worn over a high-necked silk top and riding breeches. Her knee-high riding boots are polished to a gleam. The outfit looks like something a footman would have worn a couple of hundred years ago. Briefly, she glances up at the roof of the sepulchre, then returns her attention to the ponies.

Along the apex of the roof, standing in a line, are a succession of large crows, ravens. There are more on the gargoyles and other available perching points. They are big birds and it is unsettling to see so many together, their infinite blackness soaking up all the light, even their eyes are pitch dark. They didn’t arrive as a flock, drifting in singly or in pairs. While initially they were making a cacophony, they have been silent for some time now, since the mausoleum filled and the doors shut.

At that moment, the only noise is the rustle of the wind moving through the trees, though a few moments ago the muffled sound of music and singing had percolated out from within the mausoleum. But then another sound can be heard, a crack. It sounds like a gunshot. After a short period, the noise is repeated. It again emanates from within.

In contrast to the perceptible tranquillity outside the building, inside the sepulchre the atmosphere is electric. Some sunlight makes it through the high windows, but the natural light is dim. There are torches mounted in cradles on the wall, the naked flames throwing eerie shadows, flickering brightness here and there. There is an audience crowded into the main chamber, watching proceedings, still and silent.

Two spotlights, each on a tripod and spaced well apart, have their beams focused on one specific tomb, the black marble rising some six inches above the white marble floor. Standing on the tomb, in the centre, is an extraordinary figure clad in skintight black latex – a catsuit and full-face helmet that has cut-outs for the eyes and nostrils. Her mouth is hidden behind the panel of an uncompromising gag, a stubby breathing tube poking out. The bulge of her cheeks reveals how extensively it is packed out, rendering her silent.

The woman has a waist corseted down to a seemingly impossibly small size. It doesn’t just curve in, flaring out again at the hips, but has a stem of several inches at its narrowest. She looks like she could be snapped in two.

There is a second corset wrapping her throat, holding her head unnaturally high and fixed in place, giving her neck a curiously long and narrow appearance. She is perched on knee-high ballet boots that have no heel, holding her feet fully extended, causing her legs to look very long. Altogether, this gives her a bizarre silhouette. She could almost be some peculiar alien creature.

The heelless boots mean only the tips of her toes are touching the marble, not enough to maintain her balance. She needs to continually take tiny little steps to adjust, to avoid hanging from her cuffed wrists that are held above her head on chains that hang down from the ceiling.

But despite the spotlights, this figure isn’t currently the centre of attention – for the moment, at least, she is providing the backdrop.

Three women are on their knees in front of the tomb, bent over forward, heads pressed to the black marble. Two look like weird, fetishized rubber nuns, black veils concealing their heads and faces in this position. Both are wearing long, multilayered skirts that have splits right up the back to the waist, causing the heavy latex to fall forward, revealing two pairs of bare buttocks, each bifurcated by a steel band that is clearly visible, separating the cheeks. It is the elaborate white bows of their aprons that clarify the two women are maids, dressed in bizarre archaic uniforms.

Otherwise identical, there are a couple of differences between the two.  One is kneeling bowed and still, while the other is squirming, hips dancing frantically, the latex of her uniform making subtle but delightful noises. The other disparity is that the still buttocks are pale and largely unmarked (some faint lines, old marks from past chastisements, only visible with close scrutiny) while the writhing, twitching bottom has a vivid red X burnt right across it. Each line of the X is a fresh, raised welt, rising from the outer cheek just above the thigh to the top of the opposing cheek right under the hip. The backside has received two strikes from a heavy, powerful whip.

Captivated, the audience is watching the whipped woman battling to maintain her discipline, to control herself, to kneel still once more… and at the moment… failing.

One side of the chamber is filled with grooms, all dressed in the same formal attire as the one outside who is presently overseeing the ponies. The other side has a more eclectic mix of women of varying ages and all types of individual dress. Centrally, at the back, an elderly woman sits on a stool behind a keyboard. She is watching, sitting on her hands, doesn’t appear to be about to play.

Closer to the tomb, there is a winged armchair upholstered in dark red hide, almost thronelike, and the woman seated has more than an air of royalty to her in her poised, regal posture and her location within the crowd, the undercurrent of deference toward her that is palpable. She is wearing an extravagant black leather dress reminiscent of the Victorian period, the tight bodice highlighting her slim, corseted torso, while below the waist, heavy tiered skirts cascade right down to her ankles.

Her little hat, perched toward the front of her head, doesn’t hide the bun of her long, sable hair behind. The hat contains a small veil of netting shaped to curl over and around her face, tucking under her chin, concealing her features. Beside the chair, a little table contains a small laptop, its screen bright in the dim, inconsistent light.

Beside the tomb there is a pile of equipment, now discarded, including a massive, transparent plastic sack, all crumpled up. There are puddles of yellow liquid that glow ethereally, if not downright spookily.

And before the tomb, before the kneeling, prostrate women, is a space occupied by a tall figure wearing a formal pantsuit of black leather. The pants are rather incongruously tucked into a pair of knee-high boots with very high heels that lace up right to the top, an odd combination. She also has a little hat, perched to one side of her head, that is not big enough to conceal her severely cropped blonde hair. She is very thin, with the slightest of stoops, but as she paces around she is unable to disguise her excitement, and there is no denying the aura of authority and confidence that she projects.

The metal heels of her boots tap loudly on the marble with each step. Trailing from her right hand, partly dragging across the floor, is the most fearsome of whips, a bullwhip. The weighty lash, the patina of the tightly weaved leather redolent of its power, and the skill with which the woman wields it, has the audience engrossed.

The whip-wielder stops her strutting, positioning herself, posing like a performance artiste, lifting the whip up and taking aim. She flicks her wrist. The crack is loud, reverberating off the marble clad walls of the sepulchre, amplifying the report as the tip of the lash breaks the sound barrier, a mini sonic boom. The central figure among the three kneeling women visibly jumps. There is now a diagonal red line across her presented backside, growing darker and more vivid by the second as her hips jerk spastically.

But with a display of incredible self-discipline, the woman holds her position and somehow remains silent. Her hips continue to dance. The metal band separating her buttocks catches the flickering light from the torches, glinting. There is a dull shine to all three of the bared bottoms, they have been oiled to prevent the whip from breaking the skin. So far at least, it appears to be working.

Pacing again, there is a certain impatience discernible in the whip-wielder as she waits for the whipped backside to become still, needing this to maintain her accuracy.

“Be still!” She snaps. “Push out your arse, offer it to me.”

The kneeling woman obeys, though there is a beguiling tremble to her buttocks as she complies.

Crack!

This time there is a squeal that is muffled, a sob. The backside is squirming frenziedly, now marked by a perfect X, just the same as the woman kneeling to her left. The skill of the whipper is astonishing – the welts have such symmetry.

While the whip-wielder turns her attention to the third bottom in the line, most of the audience are still focused on the writhing, quaking backside that has just received the whip, mesmerized.

The last of the kneeling women is dressed differently to the other two, in black leather. She, too, has a little hat perched on the side of her head, even smaller, that doesn’t do much to conceal her long auburn hair that is scraped back tightly to her scalp and tied in a bun at the back. Her skirt has been removed. Knee-high boots have needle-thin stiletto heels of remarkable height. The straps from her corset that hold up her dark stockings have been unfastened so they can be brushed aside to present her buttocks free of any impediment.

There is no metal band separating her butt-cheeks, just the thin strap of her leather thong, though in this position, the laces from the severe corset dangle down into the crevice, too. This backside is not quite so clean-cut as the other two. There are colourful fading marks from previous but recent chastisements covering the lower half of her cheeks. Head bowed as it is, the woman is unable to see the whip-wielder, though the pause in footsteps is an indicator of when the whip is about to snake back to life. Anticipation or not, it makes little difference to her fate.

Crack!

Again, the recipient of the whip’s bite accepts the stroke in silence, but her body jerks, her hips lift. For a moment it seems she is about to rise up, but her head lowers even as her body shudders and her bum jiggles like it is vibrating. Each of the kneeling women have dealt with the extreme pain slightly differently, the physical expression of their agony unique. Everyone watches the diagonal welt that has instantly formed, rising, colouring before their eyes. Eventually, the woman is still once more, aside from some reflex twitching.

The whip-wielder adjusts her position and everyone waits. The flick of the wrist, the snap of the whip. The kneeling woman jumps at the sound, but the lash hasn’t struck her. Teasing her victim, the whip has been cracked high in the air above the bowed woman. A ripple of laughter passes through the watching crowd. But then, almost immediately, the whip is flying again, this time cutting across the offered buttocks, catching the confused recipient by surprise.

Crack!

There is a verbal response this time, the kneeling woman caught out. The noise is somewhere between a whimper and a moan. She rises higher this time, head lifting, before her self-discipline kicks in and she pressed it back down on the tomb. There is now a neat, symmetrical X burnt across her backside, too. She sobs. Her hips are gyrating animatedly. The whip-wielder chuckles in satisfaction. Everyone is admiring the artistry of the three crosses, livid, almost glowing, almost alive, so skilfully applied.

Eventually, the lady in the chair claps her gloved hands and the three kneeling women rise gracefully to their feet. For the two costumed maids, their heavy skirts immediately fall back to hide the whip marks, laying against the raw, abraded skin of their buttocks. There is a noticeable stiffness in their gait and their faces are tearstained. The third woman has to put her skirt back on in front of everyone.

She has the most extraordinary bust, enormous breasts for her small frame, lifted and pushed out by the cups of her corset to present a colossal cleavage. Her nipples are barely hidden – the areola visible. How they don’t fall out completely, especially as she bends forward, is something of a mystery. The hobble skirt is very tight fitting and in her towering stilettos she requires the support of one of the maids to get it back on. It squeezes her tender bum, the pain showing on her contorted face.

Finally dressed, she totters away, forced to take small steps by the narrow hem of the skirt, even though it is only knee length. Now the attention turns to the woman standing on the tomb with her arms suspended above her head. The audience remains completely silent.

In front of her ballet-booted feet, large letters are engraved into the black marble, revealing the name of the occupant of the tomb:

Maîtresse Dominique de Raveneaux

Through the teardrop-shaped holes of the latex helmet, her wide, guileless eyes stare out at the crowd, a beautiful blue. The rubber covering her body has been polished to perfection, its endless depths shimmering with her every slight movement.

The seated lady is drawing her fingers across the touchpad of the little laptop beside her. Suddenly, the suspended woman jumps violently and for a few moments her legs give way, leaving her hanging from her cuffed wrists. Twitching and squirming, she struggles to get her feet back under her to take the weight. Her eyes are now less focused, staring into space.

“Love survives death. Maîtresse remains in your heart and ever shall that be!”

The whip-wielding lady is strutting around as she makes the declaration.

“Remember..! Remember…” The second word is spoken much more quietly than the first, wistfully, seemingly more directed at herself than the figure on the tomb.

After a pause, a moment of introspection, the lady turns and plants a foot firmly forward. Her whip hand swings. The bullwhip snakes through the air, a coiled viper striking, directed with more force than her previous strokes.

Crack!

The whip wraps around the figure on the tomb, first around her incredible corseted waist, but the narrower tapered tip comes right around again and bites viciously into the woman’s right breast. For some moments the whip sticks in place, until it is pulled back, away. The corset has protected the woman from the worst effects of the bull’s kiss, but a slash across the waist reveals a glimpse of the metal stays inside that hold her body in such an extreme shape.

Her breast has not been so lucky. The latex is especially stretched across the large bust and the catsuit has split here, the weight of the tit causing it to bulge out of the tear. The livid, red welt is there for all to see under the spotlights. The audience stares, spellbound.

The woman is initially motionless – perhaps in shock – but the pain cannot be denied. She twists on the chains, turning her body away. Her feet briefly lift off the marble. Any vocalizations she might be making are smothered by the heavy gag. As she turns, it can be seen that there is another split in the catsuit on her back, above the corset, curling under her arm, though any mark left on her skin remains hidden for the moment. It seems the woman is shuddering, perhaps finally fully comprehending what she is about to face.

“Turn back! Face me!”

The whip-wielder waits for the figure to obey. Luminous, watery eyes stare out through the latex helmet, panic stricken, now having full understanding of the power and capability of the bullwhip.

Crack!

The second strike is a backhand, wrapping around the torso in the opposite direction. Again, the corset takes most of the impact, but the whip catches her left breast, tearing the rubber, revealing another welt. The woman instinctively spins around to hide her tits again, dancing in pain. The chains creak, echoing around the chamber. But her new position only exposes her backside instead and the next stroke of the lash quickly exploits this.

Crack!

Curling around her waist again, the braided leather slashes open the catsuit in a diagonal line right across both buttocks. Wriggling spastically, the woman lifts her legs, initially kicking out in all directions, then drawing them together, she tucks her knees into her abdomen as if trying to curl herself into a ball. She spins around to face everybody again, to face the whip again.

Crack!

So now her boots take the meat of the whip, but it wraps around to slash right across her bottom again and her legs fly out, thrashing as she jerks and twists before eventually she tries to get her feet back down onto the marble. The whip-wielder is relentless. The whipping continues, the next wrapping around the thighs, for a few seconds holding the woman’s legs bound together. Then higher, curling around her chest, opening another rip across her breasts, leaving a thick welt across both.

The space between the strokes is varied, some following instantly after the next. Sometimes there is a wait for the woman to still somewhat, to position herself where the whip-wielder wants. The strikes are seemingly random in location, up and down the writhing body. A particularly violent swing wraps the lash around her thighs three times, shredding the latex, leaving a matching, lurid welt in its path. The catsuit is gradually being removed, torn off her body, bare skin being revealed, the criss-crossing swelling lesions growing.

The woman is in a paroxysm of pain, now perpetually in motion, jerking and convulsing. Each time she spins around to present her backside, the whip fizzes through the air, laying another puce line across her buttocks. The corset has been ripped fully open, revealing all the bare metal supports, but it maintains its extraordinary grip on her waist.

Slowly, the latex falls away. Shreds of the catsuit spill over the top of the knee-high boots. The rubber on her chest has been ripped right away up to the edge of the neck corset and her breasts are now completely free, increasingly marked with more fiery red lines. Pieces of latex are caught beneath the corset both at the top edge and the bottom edge, dangling down in ribbons. The whip strikes become more targeted, picking off the remaining scraps.

There are little balls clamped on her nipples and they hold on stoically, taking repeated hits from the lash before they are yanked off one at a time, bouncing on the marble of the tomb before disappearing into the gloom. Each time, the woman reacts frantically, wriggling like a hooked fish. Her enforced silence is a little surreal, seemingly incompatible with her violent writhing. Her now exposed nipples are a target too tempting for the whip-wielder to resist, both take direct hits and her legs are kicking wildly, she is swinging madly on the chains.

As the catsuit disappears, the large dildo protruding from her sex becomes apparent, the slightly flared base distending her unnaturally enlarged labia, and when she turns about, the base of the plug up her bumhole can be seen. There is a flap of loose rubber remaining, trapped under the busk of the corset, dangling down over her mound.

The whip-wielder pauses at last, allowing the exhausted woman to settle. Though the steel tips of the ballet boots continue to tap on the marble, doing enough to stop her from swinging, they are providing little support for her body, she is hanging largely supported by her wrists.

The seated lady is using the laptop once more and a faint buzzing sound becomes distinct in the emotionally charged silence. It induces an almost instant response from the whipped woman. The buzz has an unmistakable two tones – vibrators in both her vagina and her bowel have been activated, appearing to be quite powerful. The woman starts squirming and twitching again, but now slightly differently. Once again she draws her legs up, knees into her midriff, shuddering.

The whip-wielder uses the opportunity to flick the lash out once more, wrapping it around the under-hang of the buttocks so invitingly presented. The woman jerks, swinging in the chains again, finding some more energy to writhe. Her breasts remain an easy target. The whipping technique has now changed. A faster, muted dart of the lash, a little flick of the wrist, standing a little closer, the whip slithers out and back repeatedly, kissing her breasts and nipples in a very controlled way. Though nowhere near as forceful, it seems to be no less effective on the twitching, floundering woman.

Then, again, there is a pause.

A glance is exchanged between the seated lady and the whip-wielding lady. Both nod in silent understanding. The buzzing of the vibrators gets a little louder and the woman squirms sinuously, silently. Her eyes are no longer fearfully watching the whip, but glassy and unfocused.

At a signal from the whip-wielding lady, the two maids climb up onto the tomb, flashing their inflamed, boldly marked buttocks once more to the assembled group. Each maid grabs an ankle of the woman and steps to the side, spreading the legs wide, clear of the floor, leaving the woman fully hanging from her wrists. There is no resistance. Each foot is lifted high, until the woman is almost in the splits position. Both maids are gripping the ankles firmly, using both hands.

In this pose, the base of the dildo is very visible splitting the augmented labia apart and the extent to which it is vibrating becomes clear. The bloated, misshapen sex lips are quivering in a fantastical fashion. The woman’s hips are quavering, unable to stay still. The atmosphere in the chamber could be cut with a knife.

The whip flashes out again vigorously, wrapping multiple times around the woman’s right thigh, three spirals. The woman instinctively tries to pull her legs back, the maids fighting to hold onto them. As the whip is retracted, the winding welt curling around the thigh is left, burnt on top of the earlier welts. The leg continues to battle the maid and she struggles to hold onto the ankle, the tremors passing through the limb evident. The other leg then receives the same. The woman is writhing desperately, bucking.

There is a further pause. The whip-wielder is looking the whipped woman in the eye, waiting patiently for her to return the stare, to focus. Their eyes are locked for long seconds. Another flick of the wrist. The whip strikes the lower belly, below the corset, ripping away the remaining shred of latex. The thick red line left behind is a diagonal mark across her mound, from the edge of the corset down to her labium, catching the overplump lip, even leaving a nick right in the groove of her groin.

The woman bucks madly, twisting manically, swinging on her cuffed wrists. The maids have to bend over, drawing the ballet-booted feet into their midriffs, needing their full body weight to keep a hold, knowing what grave consequences they would face should they let the feet slip free. In this position the legs are not split quite so far apart. The woman is panting so hard that the urgent whistling of her breath can be heard through the breathing tube of the gag.

Again, the whip-wielder waits patiently for the woman to exhaust herself, for her eyes to focus, for their gazes to meet.

Crack!

Once more the lash lands across the lower belly. With consummate skill, a mirror image diagonal stripe has been created in the opposite direction, again nipping the labium, catching the crease of the groin. The lividly coloured X stands out on her mound, the lacerated skin swelling before everyone’s eyes. The woman is wriggling frantically again, jerking crazily, fighting the maids’ hold on her.

The audience continue to be spellbound. There are a few scraps of the catsuit left hanging from beneath the neck corset, from the waist corset – which is in shreds itself, though the metal stays hold it together – and from the top of her boots. The catsuit has been ripped away under her arms so that the sleeves remain, gleaming above the woman’s head. The rest of her body is bare, heavily laced with welts from the whip. In places the skin has been broken, faint traces of blood are visible, some seeping moderately. The woman continues to bob and squirm, though her exhaustion is clear. Everyone takes in every detail.

Just as it seems that the whip-wielder is turning away, she suddenly turns back and the bullwhip snakes out one more time. It makes contact across the woman’s stretched inner thighs, the soft skin there, and right across the centre of her vulva, biting into the prominent labia. The leather against the base of the dildo makes a strange noise.

This time the maids are almost pulled off their feet as they try to hold on to the woman. But after the initial spastic jerking to the unimaginable pain, the woman’s movements change. She is still writhing, bucking, but it is different. After a moment when she goes rigid, it is her hips that are jacking, gyrating, juddering to the background sound of the two vibrators operating on full power. She is orgasming. Her eyelids are fluttering, eyes turning up into her head, a quaking is encompassing her entire body. The crowd witnesses the moment in awe, understanding the full poignancy, the full import of the climax.

Outside, the groom glances up at a sudden kerfuffle. All the ravens perched on the roof of the mausoleum, along the apex, on the guttering, on the gargoyles, they all take flight as one among a cacophony of flapping wings and harsh cawing, negotiating their way around the leaves and branches, finding a path to the open sky.

But there is one left behind. One who hasn’t moved. It is perched on the peak above the entrance to the sepulchre. As if sensing the groom’s eyes on it, it turns its head, cocked to one side, and looks directly at the woman. The groom visibly shivers, her face drawing a little paler.
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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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