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The woman entering the room is tall and elegant. Her raven hair is long, loose down her back. At the sides it has been pulled away from her face and fixed up stylishly with a large, shiny black plastic comb-clip. Her knee-high boots have needle-thin high heels and she is wearing a beautifully tailored, long-sleeved leather dress with a high neck, the skirt just above knee-length. She is dressed all in black and is young - mid-twenties at most. She carries herself with great confidence, sharp eyes darting around, taking in every detail there is to see.

Her gaze eventually settles on a painting mounted on an easel in one corner. She saunters across the room toward it. There is a wide, anatomically-shaped cuff around her left wrist, the chrome finish catching the light, reflecting it. It flashes with her movements. There is a matching chromium chain attached that trails behind her, a leash.

There is a figure attached to the leash, bizarre and even more eye-catching than the young lady in front, almost unreal. The female form is clad in a glossy silver latex catsuit with a black, marble-effect pattern. A matching corset is laced impossibly tight, presenting dramatic, shockingly unnatural curves, a tiny waist and flaring hips, emphasized even further by a large bust projecting out above, stretching the rubber. Thick rings piercing her nipples are clearly outlined through the membrane.

Her feet are encased in severe ballet boots that perch her literally on the tip of her toes, giving the soles of her feet a delightful curve and the impression that her legs go on for ever. Fitting to just underneath the knee, they are made from the same embellished silver latex as the catsuit. Somehow, she is able to walk in them confidently, strutting forward, swinging her hips in an exaggerated fashion, her breasts bouncing, stretching the rubber that conceals them even further.

This is all the more remarkable because she is walking blind, her head enveloped in a rubber helmet of the same silver and black that clings to the contours of her face. The only breaks in the shimmering latex are a reinforced slot for her mouth, pinching tightly around her full lips, forcing them out in an exaggerated pout, and two grommeted holes under her nostrils. The liquid surface of the helmet covers her eyes.

As if that wasn’t enough, her whole head is imprisoned in a cage that is precisely contoured to the curve of her skull and the features of her face. The metalwork forming a mesh of hexagonal holes shaped perfectly to her form and through which the glistening rubber is visible. Incorporated into the cage is a thick and heavy two-inch wide collar closed snugly around her throat.

There is a circular hole at the top through which a short tube incorporated into the helmet projects and from which her hair spouts. It is bright blonde with streaks of black and is weaved into a braid through which several chains are interwoven. This causes the plait to hang heavily behind her, swinging dramatically from the weight as she moves.

Her arms are folded behind her back and wrapped in a sleeve, the straps of which pass over her shoulders and criss-cross her chest, holding her forearms tight against her spine, curving it convexly so that her large breasts are thrust forward prominently.

The chain of the leash disappears into the crotch zip of the catsuit. Whenever the chain snaps taut, the hips of the encapsulated woman jerk and spasm, her lips push forward against the metal of the cage that wraps her head and she gasps. She needs to anticipate the pull of the chain, but the deprivation of her senses is making that very difficult. She follows the lady across the room, uncannily stopping behind her as soon as the leash slackens, avoiding bumping into her. The severity of the ballet heels is such that she cannot stand still, forced to continually take tiny, corrective steps to maintain her balance. There is a continual tap-tapping of the extreme stilettos on the hardwood floor.

The painting on the easel is more than four feet in height, the picture striking, its subject mesmerizing. Initially, the woman in black stops about three feet away from the canvas, but after a pause she moves even closer, head tilting forward to study the detail of the image, eyes roaming across the oils. Her expression is inscrutable.

She is looking at an image of herself, her own portrait. She is wearing a leather catsuit that fits her like a glove, displaying her svelte figure. The artist has caught the sheen and texture of the outfit perfectly, it shimmers as it stretches across her toned body. The aura, the beguiling charisma that the woman radiates is reflected back at her, and the subtle, enigmatic smile on her full mouth is now mirrored, too.

“It’s stunning! I’m moved beyond words… It’s better than I could ever have hoped!”

The catsuit has a wide belt with a flamboyant, oversized buckle. Her sable hair is loose, tumbling over her shoulders. It is beautifully styled and glossy. She is gazing boldly at the viewer. There is a distinctly 1960s vibe present. Her arms are spread out behind her, gloved hands resting on crenulated stonework like would be found at the top of a castle. The backdrop is a glittering, silvery lake that is sparkling in sunlight from the blue, near cloudless sky. Around the shoreline, glorious mature weeping willows droop over the water, their tendrils kissing the surface.

“Talented little slut, isn’t she!”

The last words are spoken by another woman in the room, also dressed in black leather, but she is considerably older than the subject of the painting, though her lithe body belies her age. Her pale hair is scraped tightly back against her scalp and tied in a fastidious bun at the back of her head. Her angular face has both a mouth and eyes that suggest cruelty, as does the sinuous strap swaying gently below her hand. Her voice has a German accent.

The younger woman turns toward the older one. Her right hand reaches out idly to stroke the body of the blind, anonymous figure tottering beside her, fingertips dragging across the tight-fitting rubber, eventually settling with a full breast in her hand. The hand slowly closes, squeezing. The enshrouded figure’s lips part as much as they are able and she sighs, curving her spine even further to offer the mammary and enhance the fondling.

“She certainly is!”

They are talking about the fourth woman in the room. She is bent double against the far wall. An elaborate network of ropes passing through the rings fixed to the wall hold her arms bound together behind her back, vertically, in a straight line, tight against the surface. Her head is low and the strain on her arms prevents her from being able to move her body at all. It is an extreme and uncomfortable position, requiring the woman to be very supple to even achieve it.

All that is really visible of her are her feet, legs and backside. Her feet are widely spread, holding her ankles bent quite sharply. They are sheathed in red latex boots that wrap her legs to just over the knee. Their shiny metal stilettos are remarkably high – just a tiny triangle of the sole of the boots are actually in contact with the floor – virtually perching her on her toes. Her bare thighs and bottom are heavily welted, marks old and new in shades from bright red to dark purple. Protruding from her bumhole are three artist’s paint brushes of different sizes, most of the length of the handles are buried inside her. They are sticking slightly upward.

The German’s gloved spare hand is stroking one of the blatantly displayed buttocks, rubbing the raised and sore marks left previously by a whip and more recently by the strap that is held in her other hand. Her touch is not gentle, causing the bound woman’s hips to flinch. The strap is particularly nasty, its surface dotted with small circular holes and raised bumps in the shape of little pyramids that have left very distinctive and angry looking blemishes on both bottom cheeks.

The German’s leathers creak as she raises her arm, lifting the strap that is about eighteen inches long and three inches wide, supple and shiny from use. She brings it down powerfully onto the other provocatively presented butt-cheek. The contact sounds like a rifle shot and the bent-over figure jerks violently, a gasp escaping her lips. Her hips dance uncontrollably. The German’s free hand moves to the second buttock, fingers exploring the fresh marks as they rise on the abused skin.

“Don’t you dare let those brushes drop out!” she warns. “Keep that arsehole clenched!”

“Yes, Ms Vietz.” A wispy, breathless voice drifts up from between the parted legs, interposed between heavy panting.

The strap flies through the air again, this time wrapping around the hamstring of a thigh, the forked tip biting into the quad. The gasp this time is even louder. The leg trembles but holds it position.

“Oh, Ilse, you are incorrigible!” The young woman exclaims. “Is that any way to reward our artist’s excellent work!” However, the gleam in her compelling, dazzling blue eyes belies any criticism, revealing only humour and excitement at the treatment of the artist.

“In a word, yes!”

The two black-clad women’s eyes meet and they share a broad smile.

The young woman turns back to study the painting again. A finger with an impeccably manicured, blood-red fingernail reaches forward to touch the canvas, the fingertip pressing on the gleaming surface of the catsuit. She holds it there for some time.

“I absolutely adore it…” There is real emotion in her voice.

Those amazing eyes flash with passion and elation.

“This is wonderful, just wonderful! I am so pleased!”


Day One

Kara

Steering the silvery-white electric Mini convertible around the side of the house, as she had been instructed, Kara spotted the charging point on the wall and brought the car to a halt beside it. It was the first day of September and according to the digital display of the Mini, the temperature was a pleasant 20oC. There was some light cloud and the sunshine was intermittent, perfect conditions for driving with the roof down.

Kara was experiencing the usual conflicted and complicated emotions that gripped her whenever she had to visit a client alone, without her Mistress. A deep fear in the pit of her stomach, bordering on terror. Against this was the profound excitement of what might be about to occur – what would be done to her at the hands of people unknown, the suffering and unequivocal joy and gratification she would be encountering. She could feel the heat in her pussy. The desperate, relentless craving for sexual release that perpetually held her in thrall.

Being without the safety net of her Mistress, for whom her love and trust was absolute, was always very scary, though she knew Ms Aella would never send her to a client who hadn’t been comprehensively vetted first – in most cases, Mistress knew them personally.

She looked up at the noisy cawing of a crow. The house was very gothic and decidedly creepy, with a circular tower to add to the drama. Even the beak of the crow was black. It was perched on a gargoyle high up the tower and Kara could have sworn it was looking directly at her. It did nothing to quell her nerves.

She sat still for a few moments to compose herself, then examined herself in the rear-view mirror and touched-up her make-up. With the roof of the Mini down, she had been left very conspicuous. She was used to the attention she drew, it gave her a quiet satisfaction – she had a deep pride in herself – but the journey to Heron’s Lap had taken over two hours and that had been a lot of exposure to the vanilla world (a world that she rarely had to interact with – and she had no regrets about that.)

Around Heathrow Airport the motorway had been jammed, at a crawl or a standstill. With the canvas down, she had provided a spectacle to all the truck and van drivers in their elevated seating positions. There had been a few cat-calls, but mostly it was the usual looks of shock, curiosity, covetousness and contempt. It was normally water off a duck’s back to her, but today it had been a little unsettling. She at least took satisfaction that any number of the men (and on this occasion it had been almost exclusively men) would still be thinking about her as they fucked their wife or girlfriend, or jerked off to the memory of her as they lay in bed tonight.

She glanced down at her prodigious tits, lifted and pushed out by the custom-made shelf bra she was wearing. Her latex dress had the deepest of cleavages, most of each tit was on display, her nipples barely covered (which was a technicality in itself, the rubber wrapped them like a second skin, showing their erectness and the heavy metal of the rings penetrating them.) Ms Aella always dressed Kara as provocatively as possible, wholly sexualized, and usually emphasizing the massive tits she had given her. Kara was used to being the centre of attention.

It had taken some time, but Kara was proud of those tits now – she was not allowed to call them breasts, she had to refer to her sexual parts using crude language. She did it without thinking, now. They had become a source of both great pleasure and great pain, but they were a fundamental part of her identity. Besides, Ms Aella would not permit her to do anything other than display them pridefully and vaingloriously at all times. Strangers would always look at her tits before her face and that was exactly what her Mistress wanted. But Kara knew they made her incredibly sexy and she loved that.

And the thought of all those men filled with lust from the sight of her, but unable to ever have her… Well, that left her stoked…

Her eyes looking back at her from the mirror were sultry, false lashes thick with mascara, shadow heavy and ubiquitous, defined by the bold eye-pencil lines. Beyond that superficiality, they revealed her carnality, the perpetual arousal that regulated her existence. It was all about the sex. She was all about the sex.

Though to disengage for a moment, Kara had to admit that the Heron’s Lap estate was a picturesque, captivating place. The view as she had come down the drive had wowed her. How she would love to draw and paint the panorama from the top of the hill. There was a long, narrow lake spreading right across the vista. At one end it had been allowed to run wild, partially hidden by the woods right down to the waterside, large birds’ nests visible high in the trees.

The opposite end was different, the terrain had been beautifully landscaped and populated by strategically placed weeping willows, the management of the land a sharp contrast to the chaotic mess at the top of the lake. The water shimmered and rippled in the bright light, reminding Kara of a latex clad female body undulating…

After reaching the bottom of the slope, the drive had turned parallel to the lake and she had slowed the convertible down and pulled to the side. There were three ponygirls abreast running toward her. The sight had stirred both her pussy and her heart. How she had wished she was one of them, locked between the shafts of the pony cart and in full harness, forced to perform under the pitiless discipline of the whip and the reins, compelled to give her best, feeling the wind on her face and scalp, the dildo shifting inside her with every step. She hoped that soon it would really be her.

The ponygirls were spectacularly tacked-up, the kind of rig that was usually reserved for shows and events, not regular day-to-day use. Kara watched, enthralled, as the team approached closer and she could see their outfits in more detail. They were clad predominantly in form-fitting pieces of shiny metal that reflected the light, sparkling as they moved. There were breastplates that upraised and presented their large tits, cupping the bottom of them. Such pieces had to have been custom-made to each individual pony to conform to every curve so perfectly.

Wide bands cinched their waists tightly, with attached crotch-pieces passing between their legs, and severe posture collars held their heads in a fixed position, slightly tilted back. Flat chains linked the pieces together, criss-crossing their tanned, superbly toned bodies. Even their pony boots had shaped metal panels cupping their shins and calves. Their bridles featured a wide strap that passed across their eyes, each with two slots cut into the leather to allow a narrow reduced vision, further exacerbated by blinkers to the sides.

The three ponies looked like triplets. They were the same height and build, had the same manes and tails in a brassy shade of blonde with thick black streaks running through. Kara was now something of an expert on pony stock and recognized them as prime merchandise, of the highest quality. She could also see they were impeccably trained – all moving as one in perfect synchronization, posture immaculate. This place had a setup where money was no object.

They passed the Mini at a canter. There was a sheen of perspiration covering their exposed skin and flecks of drool hung from their chins. They were pulling a two-seater cart but with only one occupant. The driver wore the breeches and riding boots of a groom and had raised her whip to acknowledge Kara for pulling aside.

A frustration of the convertible was the poor rear visibility when the roof was down. It prevented her from getting a good view in the mirror as the sound of their hoofs clashing on the tarmac gradually faded into the distance. The thrill of the ponygirl lifestyle never lessened for Kara. It was so exciting and she just wanted to be back in her tack, back in a stable. As she had continued on toward the house, she could still feel her pulse racing, the heat in her pussy and her nipples aching. They were so hard, pressing into the latex that covered them.

From around the corner at the back of the house a figure had appeared. At first, Kara thought it was a bizarre nun in long flowing robes of black and white rubber with a wimple and veil, but as the woman got closer she realized it was in fact a very extravagant maid’s uniform. It was entirely made out of latex, polished to an immaculate shine that caught the daylight and shimmered, flashing and gleaming as the loose rubber skirts shifted with the maid’s movements.

The servant’s face poked out of the tight latex that framed it. She looked very young – maybe twenty – and had large eyes and a dark complexion. She could possibly have been of mixed race. Kara watched, mesmerized, as she approached the convertible.

“Welcome to Heron’s Lap, Miss Lee.” The maid bobbed a quick, shallow curtsy.

The heavy, swirling skirts made a lot of noise, the sexy rustle of rubber against rubber, so sensual and so seductive to Kara.

“My name is Smudge. May I take your bags, Miss Lee?” Her accent had a northern burr.

She indicated Kara’s suitcase, which was on the back seat of the convertible, too big to fit into the Mini’s ridiculously small luggage compartment. Kara’s substantial make-up case was on the front passenger seat beside her.

“Pleased to meet you, Smudge! Yes, of course you may.”

The maid’s eyes were very dark, almost black. It was difficult to see the distinction between her irises and her pupils, which made it hard to discern what was going on behind them. The white ruffle at the top of her uniform collar hugged her chin. She was very attractive and Kara felt a flush of warmth in her pussy as her imagination created images of what it would be like to make love to the younger woman, to kiss her plump lips. Would she get the chance? She hoped so…

As the maid struggled to lift the case out without scuffing the paintwork of the car, Kara opened the driver’s door and climbed out. The skirt of her tight red latex dress had ridden up almost to her crotch and she pulled it down as far as it would go, which was not quite to mid-thigh. She noticed that the maid’s breasts were at least the equal of her own tits in size, tenting the apron of her uniform, pierced nipples clearly outlined. At this angle, Kara could see that they were bare and loose under the apron. Side-on, they were fully visible. It was delightfully erotic.

And leaning over the side of the car had caused her skirts to fall forward – they were split right up their full length at the back – revealing a tight, dusky-skinned bare bottom. As Kara made her way to the back of the car to retrieve a squashy bag – the only thing that would fit into the rear luggage space – she could see the imprint of the oblong marks of a strap on the maid’s buttocks as well as handprints. Smudge had been recently spanked. How exciting! Kara also noticed that there was a shiny metal band bifurcating the reddened butt-cheeks, separating them and passing under her crotch.

The mid-thigh length latex boots were form-fitted to the maid’s shapely legs and the steeple heels were extraordinarily high, only a small triangle of the sole actually in contact with the ground. Kara knew from experience how difficult they were to walk gracefully in, that would have been without contending with the multiple full-length heavy rubber skirts of the uniform. Considering the height of the heels, Smudge was actually quite small, with a slight frame. But she was stronger than she looked, retrieving the suitcase in an elegant and controlled manner.

“If you would be kind enough to follow me, Miss Lee!”

Smudge

The walls of the lift were highly polished metal (polished by Smudge herself) and reflected her image back at her as she stood, holding a tray with a cup and saucer and a cafetière. After more than four months as a maid at Heron’s Lap she was very familiar with the sight of herself in her full uniform. Though she was entitled to four weeks annual leave (none of which she had taken yet) she worked every single day for a minimum of twelve hours. It was unrelenting and exhausting, but at the same time compelling and irresistible.

It just felt so right. The place where she truly belonged. She was exactly where she should be, serving. But the experience had proven far more intense than she could ever have imagined. There had certainly been moments when she regretted her decision to come here, but they never lasted long. The perpetual thrill of her situation was always stronger. The anticipation of what every day would bring, the satisfaction of her role as a servant, pleasing others, subject to such strict and harsh discipline. It was beyond what she had ever dreamed about.

She was bizarre. A freak. But there were others like her and she had found her place amongst them. Her perverse dreams had become reality. A perverse reality. It provided fulfilment. It provided true meaning to her life.

She didn’t like the wimple, wrapping her skull tightly with just her face poking out. It was so hot and uncomfortable and she thought it made her look ugly, exaggerating the features she didn’t like about herself. She wasn’t sure she would ever be reconciled with it, not least because they had shaved her head to make it easier to put on and take off. The memory of that day it had first happened still made her shudder, even though the humiliation of the experience made her wet just thinking about it.

It had been completely unexpected and she had cried bitterly. It had been a wonderful shade of reddish-brown, thick and lush. She had loved that the colour was natural, even though everyone thought that she had dyed it. She had grown it out all through her teenage years and it had reached well down her back. It was a fundamental part of her femininity and identity. But in a few short minutes it had been gone.

At first, she had felt dreadfully unattractive bald. The maids had to shave each other’s heads twice a week and it did make it easier that she had two companions to share her plight with. And over time, the ritual had become something beautiful and sensual to share between them and she now recognized that they all looked gorgeous with hairless scalps, it was just a different type of uncommon beauty. As she never left the servant’s quarters out of uniform, it was very rare that anyone else ever saw her naked head, anyway.

To Smudge, the wimple made her eyes and nose look huge and her face too long. Her colleague Flopsy had chastised her, saying millions of women would crave to have Smudge’s good looks and she could count herself lucky, but she remained to be convinced.

Her lips were full and gorgeous, the bee-stung look. It was one of the cosmetic procedures performed on her after she signed her contract. They could plausibly be real, except very few women got that lucky and the other two maids had an identical enhancement. She recognized it as part of an intention to reduce her individuality, to make the maids look as similar as possible, generic and objectified.

In the same way, all the maids had been given hugely augmented breasts, out of proportion to their slim frames. Part of her had been shocked and horrified at how big they had been made. She had wanted to have a bigger bust, just not this big. But part of her got off on this loss of control of her body, her appearance, that she was being turned into this hyper-sexualized woman to suit the tastes of those she served. She wanted to be pleasing.

It was a professionally done job. They had a realistic shape, not the bizarre look of so many bad boob jobs, they were just too big to be natural for someone with such a slight figure. They tented the apron of her uniform, the latex wrapping their plumpness, very attention-grabbing. Her nipples, which seemed to be erect so much of the time these days, poked out prominently. They had been pierced and fitted with a heavy barbell, clearly visible through the rubber.

Despite their borderline freakish size and her initial shock, she had come to love her new breasts. They did make her feel feminine (maybe she was compensating for the loss of her hair) and the pleasure she received from their frequent handling and use was delightful. They felt a part of her now and made her feel very desirable. Their weight and size meant she was always conscious of their presence.

It had been made very clear to her before she signed the contract that her body would be modified to suit her employer, including the boob job – though they hadn’t told her how big they would be. The prospect had been terrifying, even though everything would be reversible. But the idea had also been thrilling. Her body would be altered in ways she would never have dared do herself. It appealed to her perverse, masochistic nature. She had stressed over it, wrung her hands, but signed up anyway.

It was an extreme lifestyle choice. Hardcore. A balanced, normal person would never do it. But she wasn’t normal and the desire to submit so completely burned inside her and she had finally found both a metaphorical and real place that finally sated her soul.

Of course, her nipples weren’t the only piercings she had received, and they were all performed without anaesthetics. She remembered the agony of acquiring each one and would always be so conscious of each of them because of that. But now they were all fully healed they gave her so much pleasure – and allowed her to give considerable pleasure to others – and she adored them.

There was a stud close to the tip of her tongue. It was embedded very tightly, permanently pinching, so she was always aware of its presence, a constant reminder of the control she was under – as if she would ever be able to forget! Then there were the piercings in her sex. There was a barbell through her clit hood, placed vertically so that the ball at one end remained inside the hood and pressing against her clit itself.

There was also another piercing that actually passed under her clit (that had undoubtedly been the most painful.) It had a little ring with a ball at the lowest point that pressed right into the apex of her inner labia. It had taken a long time to heal but had produced a profound effect on her sexual pleasure. Both the piercings could shift with her regular movements, even walking, titillating her. One piercing pressed her clit from above, the other from underneath. The sensation was just incredible. It doubled the physical pleasure she could experience during sex, whatever kind. She was now even capable of cumming from anal sex alone. Her orgasms were out of this world…

The flipside of that was her chastity belt. Her arousal had no way to be assuaged. She was constantly craving fulfilment, but unable to access her sex except when permitted – nowhere near as frequently as she needed. The other maids told her she was lucky, the new Maîtresse released them from the belt more frequently than the old Maîtresse had ever done (Dominique de Raveneaux had passed away earlier in the year, before Smudge had arrived.)

Smudge couldn’t contemplate what it must have been like to be locked in the belt for weeks on end without any mercy, she found her own situation agonizingly frustrating. She lived to serve, finding great satisfaction and comfort from her role, but she had been totally sexualized, was kept in a perpetual state of sexual need underneath the unyielding metal of the belt. It frequently brought tears to her eyes. The hope and anticipation of release and reward was always near the front of her consciousness.

Studying her reflection on the wall of the lift, Kiara Fosdyke was not to be seen, just Smudge the lowly maid. That hadn’t occurred to her, either. That they would change her name – especially when she had such a beautiful one… And now she had such a silly one at that… designed to humiliate her, reinforce her place in the household. She had been acutely embarrassed at first, but like everything else, it was now the new normal. She hadn’t been called Kiara since the day she arrived here and she didn’t think of herself by that name any more. It was Smudge.

In a way, it was appropriate that she had a new name, she looked so different now. It wasn’t just the modifications to her body. The brutal corset changed her posture. She had been taught to hold herself differently, shoulders back, bust thrust forward, head high, to think about her every movement, that it be fluid and graceful. The towering heels of her uniform boots made her so tall, and learning to walk elegantly in them meant she had an entirely different gait to the naive young girl who had arrived at Heron’s Lap, so terrified but also so excited. This wasn’t Kiara Fosdyke, it was Smudge.

The extravagance of the uniform, the severity, had been another shock. The first time she had been confined inside it, she was dumbfounded that she was supposed to work in it – it seemed designed to make her job as difficult as possible, totally impractical. But how quickly she had become accustomed to it, to the new reality.

They were still training her waist, lacing her corset tighter every day. With her new bust, she now had a spectacular figure, but it was set to get more so. The other two maids could be laced down to a nineteen-inch waist, while she had only just managed to get under twenty one inches. It was scary, but she wanted to achieve it, to meet the standards of the other maids, but she didn’t know how she would cope. But she always did. Everything they had imposed on her had just become the new normal. She adapted.

But the constant feel of the latex against her body was magical. The way it caressed her skin with every tiny movement was captivating. It made her feel so alive. Though the skirts of the uniform were made from such thick, heavy rubber, the three combined were some weight to carry around. She had to be taught how to move to stop them flapping around untidily – appearance was so important at Heron’s Lap – they needed to swirl attractively with her every manoeuvre, elegant always.

As the lift pinged and the doors slid open, Smudge felt the customary mixed emotions. Fear, borderline panic and at the same time the rush of a sexual thrill. It was always the same when she attended The Maîtresse, which wasn’t that frequently – she was third in the pecking order (Flopsy was Ms de Raveneaux’s personal maid and Mopsy was the senior housemaid.) Occasionally, like today, they were involved in other matters and Smudge was called upon to serve The Maîtresse personally. She was so desperate to impress the lady and fearful of disappointing her.

Luna de Raveneaux was exactly the Mistress that Smudge had always dreamed about in her fantasies, so startlingly beautiful, raven-haired and charismatic. She was always so stylishly dressed, poised and confident, naturally dominant, capable of great cruelty and kindness. It was only The Maîtresse’s age that didn’t fit the profile. Ms de Raveneaux couldn’t be more than a couple of years older than Smudge and Smudge’s dreams had always featured a mistress a decade or so older than herself.

Her previous lovers and doms had always been older than her, the age gap in itself a signifier of the power dynamic. The maid found the fact that she now served a mistress around her own age peculiarly humiliating and disconcerting.

She stepped out into the round tower room, swaying her hips with all the panache she could muster. The Maîtresse was sat at her desk, situated toward the back of the room. The guest who had just arrived – Miss Lee – was standing in front of it, not permitted a seat. As there was only one cup and saucer on Smudge’s tray, Miss Lee wasn’t going to get a drink, either.

Smudge understood the guest was an artist, come to paint a portrait of The Maîtresse. It would join all the others that hung in the entrance hall and up the main stairway of the house, Ms de Raveneaux’s ancestors and predecessors, all women, the past matriarchs of Heron’s Lap. Incredibly, this place had existed for hundreds of years pretty much as it was now, minus the modern technology. How many maids had walked the floors of this house before Smudge, living a similar life of uncompromising discipline, pain and suffering, as well as exquisite, untold pleasures?

Miss Lee was a striking young woman, clad entirely in bright red latex and with bright red hair to match. Smudge couldn’t believe she had driven here looking like this in a convertible car with the roof down. It was a wonder she hadn’t caused an accident! How she must have attracted attention! She had a ponygirl mane, a strip of hair across the centre of her head. The rest of her scalp was bald, the skin clean and shiny, without a trace of stubble. The ponygirls at Heron’s Lap were given a similar look. Smudge’s bald pate didn’t look that good even after it was freshly shaved.

Smudge sashayed across the floor, the carpet quieting the normal rap of her stiletto heels that was a familiar accompaniment to her steps, though the loud rustling and snapping that the movement of her skirts produced always broadcast her presence whenever she was walking. She had to swing her hips just so, ensuring the skirts swirled about her alluringly. She could feel the cool air kissing her buttocks as the full-length split in the skirts flashed briefly open with each step.

How mortified and self-conscious she had felt in her first few days wearing the uniform, exposing her backside so casually and incessantly, her bare breasts on view to anyone who was positioned side-on to her, feeling so objectified. Again, how quickly it had become the new normal.

By the side of The Maîtresse’s desk, hanging from the ceiling, swaying gently, was a cage shaped meticulously to fit around the body inside it. That body belonged to The Maîtresse’s pet, Sweetmeat. The cage had been custom built to fit her form exactly to such an extent that Sweetmeat needed to be corseted down to a minimum twenty-inch waist just to be able to fit into it, such was the narrowness of the construction at the midriff.

The cage itself, even when unoccupied, was a shocking and sinister thing despite being a piece of exceptional craftmanship and beauty. The metal frame was formed of a precisely engineered network of hexagonal-shaped holes in the unequivocal curves of a full-breasted, narrow-waisted woman. It was a work of art, but undeniably disquieting. But when Sweetmeat was inside it, it was a genuinely breathtaking sight. Smudge couldn’t help continually glancing at the unfortunate woman locked immobile within its confines as she made her way across the room. She shuddered at the thought of what it must be like to be fastened inside such a thing, unable to move a muscle, such an erotically charged, amazing spectacle.

All but once, every time Smudge had seen Sweetmeat inside it, the pet had been entirely covered in skintight rubber, as she was today. In fact, in or out of her body cage, Sweetmeat was usually covered top-to-toe in latex. The Maîtresse preferred to keep her that way. The catsuits were always beautiful and exotic, with unusual patinas and colours. Today, the pet was in turquoise with an embossed pattern that made the surface look like the scales of a fish, with a helmet to match. The helmet had nostril and mouth holes, but none for the eyes.

Though it appeared the cage encased the head as well, that was in fact a separate piece. The hexagonal geometric pattern was scaled down to a significantly smaller size to accommodate the more intricate features of a human face. The two cages locked together, but each could be used without the other. Indeed, The Maîtresse commonly kept Sweetmeat in the head cage even when she wasn’t locked in the body cage. It had been crafted to fit the pet’s head exactly.

As Sweetmeat’s hands were gloved, there was no part of her visible other than her full, bright red painted lips, lacquered with gloss to catch the light. They were pushed out into a pout by the tightness of the reinforcement around the latex helmet’s mouth hole. The bars of the head cage pressed against their plumpness, indenting them. Her feet stuck out beneath the cage, hanging in the air, allowing her to be placed inside no matter what type of footwear she wore. Today, it was knee-high ballet boots of black rubber that matched the waspie corset that gave her such a spectacular hourglass figure.

There were runners fitted in the ceiling to allow the chains that suspended the body cage to be dragged across the room to the lounge area. Thus, The Maîtresse could keep her pet nearby wherever she was situated. There was a similar arrangement upstairs in the bedroom\play area. Quite often Smudge was required to assist in moving the empty body cage between the two rooms. It was so heavy it needed several people to accomplish the task even with a trolly to assist. The weight and sturdiness of the metal mesh frequently caused the maid to quiver when she handled it – it was so strong and implacably unyielding, it must be terrifying to be imprisoned within it.

Smudge bobbed a deep curtsy as she approached The Maîtresse, then placed her tray on the antique wood and leather desktop. Initially, The Maîtresse ignored her presence. She was fliting her attention between the screen of her large laptop and the artist standing in front of her, talking with admiration about Miss Lee’s portfolio and specifically the elements that she wanted to see in her commissioned work.

As usual, The Maîtresse was dressed in leather. The maid had rarely seen her in anything else, even her dressing gown was made of it, the softest, slinkiest kind imaginable. It was so sexy. Today, she was wearing a form-fitting top in a gorgeous mauve colour. It was very thin, sheathing her torso like a second skin, the high neck wrapping her throat to right under her chin. Modest but shapely breasts were cossetted by it, erotically outlined. It rippled with her movement as her arm moved across the desk, operating the laptop’s mouse.

The Maîtresse had the most impressive head of raven hair that was often worn very stylishly dressed by Flopsy. Today, it was pulled over to one side, tied asymmetrically, the length spilling down over her left shoulder, revealing her right ear. Ms de Raveneaux’s features were so similar to those in the portraits in the entrance hall, it was easy to see the family resemblance. It was striking how much she looked like her grandmother, in particular. Though nothing was ever said about where her mother’s portrait was and Smudge had picked up a sense that it was not appropriate to ask.

While it was potentially risky to have the attention of the current matriarch of Heron’s Lap – if she was in a particularly sadistic mood it could prove excruciatingly painful and challenging – Smudge nevertheless coveted it. Nothing thrilled the maid more than the prospect that she might be able to serve The Maîtresse intimately. It had happened only very occasionally in Smudge’s four month tenure, though.

As the newest and least experienced maid, she was on the bottom rung, spending most of her time on the drudgery of household chores and under the supervision of Chef and her strict discipline and often very intimate requirements. Smudge wanted to serve The Maîtresse that way and when she was attending the lady, it was always conceivable that it might happen. Well, at least she could dream and hope for the opportunity.

The maid pushed down the plunger on the cafetière. The latex gloves of the uniform had the fingertips cut off so that her fingernails were exposed. The long, fake nails were lacquered a deep red and made the simplest of tasks difficult, requiring focus and concentration. Like everything else about the uniform, the appearance hugely outweighed the practicality, even designed to make Smudge’s job as onerous as possible. She poured the coffee into the cup. The Maîtresse liked it strong, black and unsweetened.

“So if you spend some time studying the portraits in the hall and up the stairs, you will be able to get a sense of the traditional style that I don’t want to abandon, but also don’t want a copy of. I want an evolution, a fusion of your vibrant and exciting technique while still being true to the…” The Maîtresse struggled to find the right word. “… heritage of Heron’s lap and my predecessors. Do you think that is something you could achieve, Kara?”

“Certainly, Ms de Raveneaux.”

Miss Lee was absolutely gorgeous, very exotic looking. Her almond-shaped eyes spoke of some far-eastern ethnicity but she spoke with a southern counties English accent and with her fire-engine red mohawk and extravagant make-up, she presented a bizarre but very erotic image.

Moving around the desk, Smudge placed The Maîtresse’s cup and saucer where she liked it to be, just to the left of her on a leather coaster. The maid was conscious of the noise her uniform made in the stillness of the room, the crackling and squelching, the hefty skirts rustling loudly.

“Thank you, Smudge.” The Maîtresse acknowledged the maid’s presence for the first time.

Smudge was aware of Miss Lee’s eyes on her. Despite her months in the uniform and the role, she still felt a little self-conscious when scrutinized by strangers at her own bizarre appearance and the status it invoked upon her. But it also aroused her (her strange, freakish sexuality!) She could feel a growing heat and need burning inside the sex locked away in her chastity belt.

That surged even further as she felt The Maîtresse’s hand in the small of her back, pressing against her ruthlessly corseted waist, fingers stroking the highly polished rubber. It was thrilling, so satisfying, to have the physical contact from The Maîtresse.

“Stay where you are.” The tone of voice was somehow both gentle and full of steel at the same time, loaded with authority.

The hand slipped lower, insinuating itself between the split in Smudge’s skirts to caress her bottom. Earlier in the day, Chef had laid three strokes of the strap across the maid’s backside, and a little later pulled her over her knee to spank her. To Smudge’s mind, she hadn’t actually done anything wrong, Chef had been finding spurious reasons to chastise her, which was routine. As a consequence, her buttocks were extra sensitive to the touch. They tingled entrancingly, only turning her on even more.

Smudge subtly pushed back against the hand to enhance the sensation and to let The Maîtresse know how eager to please she was.

“Ms Aella has asked me to keep you under a firm hand while you are with us, Kara, which will be our pleasure. You’ll find we are very strict here. Ms Aella says that is the best kind of environment for you, anyway. You will be spending your nights in the stable as a ponygirl as well as the first part of the morning. We’ll be working you hard to maintain your fitness levels. From late morning you will work on the paintings.”

So that was why no bedroom had been prepared for the visitor. She was a part-time ponygirl, like The Maîtresse’s pet, except Smudge couldn’t remember Sweetmeat ever staying overnight in the stable. It seemed peculiar to her, but what did she know!

“Everything clear, Kara?”

“Yes, Ms de Raveneaux.”

“Good.”

The Maîtresse stood up, her hand slipping out from Smudge’s skirts and sliding up the maid’s back.

“Bend over, Smudge.”

Smudge immediately obeyed. The corset prevented her from using her waist, she had to bend from the hips. Her latex skirts slipped forward noisily to expose her buttocks and thighs. The steaming coffee was right under her chin, its odour mouthwatering. She could feel the heat, condensation forming on her lips.

“We require the very highest standards of behaviour and obedience from our staff at Heron’s Lap, Kara, and while you are here the same will be expected of you. You will receive no special treatment and will be judged exactly the same as everyone else. When you are ponygirl Ruby, you will be treated the same as all our other ponies, understand?”

“Yes, Ms de Raveneaux.”

“You will be subject to the same discipline and will make yourself available in any way when asked.”

“I understand, Ms de Raveneaux.”

“Are we going to have any issues with that, Kara?”

“No, Ms de Raveneaux.”

“Good.”

The Maîtresse had picked up a bendy ruler from her desk, which she waved violently through the air, back and forth, causing it to make a whooshing noise. Smudge, left so exposed and vulnerable, felt a lump in her throat.

She tried to stay quiet, but a little squeak escaped her lips as The Maîtresse slammed the ruler across her bottom. The sting was ferocious and she squirmed. Even that motion was enough to cause her clit to be stimulated by her intimate piercings. She experienced a rush of sexual pleasure that made her quiver. Oh… How she needed to cum!

The Maîtresse repeated the stroke, if anything, harder than the first. Smudge gasped and was relieved when, out of the corner of her eye, she saw the cause of her pain placed back onto the desk, but not before The Maîtresse had tapped the edge of it against the front of the maid’s chastity belt, teasing her. Fingers dragged across the fresh marks burnt into her rump and she shivered.

Ms de Raveneaux stepped fully behind Smudge. The lady was wearing mauve leather pants that matched her top, tailored to fit her figure perfectly, tucked into knee-high black leather boots. As she leaned over the maid, her hide-sheathed hips pressed against Smudge’s bottom and her arms came around to slide under Smudge’s apron, taking the maid’s breasts in hand, hefting their weight, squeezing. The maid sighed.

Smudge knew it couldn’t be true that implants had made her breasts more sensitive and erogenous, but it sure felt that way. She loved it when they were handled, especially by The Maîtresse. They gave her so much pleasure. Despite the restrictions such a large bust had on her physical dexterity (she had to strap them up tight when she used the treadmill and even then they still ached after a session) they just made her feel so womanly and sexy. They were such a significant part of her body, now.

And the piercings through her nipples had made them so much more responsive. But that was a two-edged sword. While they were capable of providing joyous delight when fingered gently, they also had the capacity to induce great pain with ease, should that be the intention. The Maîtresse pinched the rock-hard teats gently, twisted the barbells back and forth. The sensations were exquisite, Smudge wanted to howl in glee. She basked in this attention from The Maîtresse.

But then the hands were gone and the maid couldn’t help pouting. Her sex was hot and pulsing with need, but she hadn’t been permitted to cum for three days, nothing but teasing and unfulfilled hope. The slight shifting of the rubber apron across her nipples from her heavy breathing did no more than tantalize and titillate. Ms de Raveneaux’s hands were now a distant memory. She needed more…

The Maîtresse had left Smudge behind, moving around to the front of the desk to approach Miss Lee. The artist wore a very tight, short latex dress, fishnet stockings sheathing her thighs that disappeared into knee-high latex boots with stratospheric stiletto heels. Her breasts were surely the equal of Smudge’s in size, but the way her outfit lifted and pushed them outward caused them to look bigger still, blatantly offered to anyone standing in front of her. The rubber cut diagonally across them, barely covering her areola, displaying a huge cleavage with a deep valley in between.

There was a waspie corset laced outside of the dress, the same bright red as the rest of her outfit. It drew her waist in dramatically, down to the kind of size Smudge was being trained for. Her ponygirl mane was banded at the nape of her neck, hanging down her back. Her cheeks were flushed with arousal as she regarded The Maîtresse apprehensively.

Ms de Raveneaux circled Miss Lee, a hand sliding across her rubber-coated torso, fingers dragging, producing a squeaking noise. She came to a stop right behind the new arrival, pressing her body against her. Though her heels were lower, she was still taller than the red-haired woman. The Maîtresse’s hands wrapped themselves around the tiny waist. Smudge had seen before that The Maîtresse seemed to have a fascination with severely-corseted midriffs.

“You are going to be a good girl, aren’t you Kara?”

“Yes, Ms de Raveneaux.” Miss Lee’s voice was breathless. Smudge barely made out the words.

The hands slipped up from the waist to cup Miss Lee’s breasts, hefting them, causing her to take a sharp intake of breath. Smudge knew exactly how Miss Lee was feeling and was very jealous.

“You are a big-titted slut, aren’t you!”

“Yes, Ms de Raveneaux.”

Smudge watched the fingers closing and opening as they sunk repeatedly into the mounds, squeezing.

“We like those around here. I’m sure you will be very popular!”

The Maîtresse took her time fondling the overlarge melons in her hands, but eventually stood back to transfer her grasp to the artist’s bottom, feeling it up. Miss Lee’s eyes were wide, face red. Her prodigious bust rose and fell erotically as she took heavy breaths.

“Gorgeous! We are going to have such fun! Bend over, Kara, resting your hands on the desktop.”

Miss Lee immediately obeyed, taking a step forward. The Maîtresse spanked each of the presented buttocks in turn. They were hard slaps, her palm creating a loud crack against the latex with each one. The force was enough to rock Miss Lee forward on both occasions. Smudge could see her lovely lips part, flashing her bright white, perfect teeth, but no sound came out.

The two women’s faces were now no more than a foot apart. The maid could see the heavy, immaculately applied make-up that enhanced Miss Lee’s light brown eyes, which had tiny flecks of sparkling orange in them. The long, thick lashes blinked slowly, drunk on lust. Smudge knew just how the other submissive was feeling. Their eyes locked, sharing their mutual longing.

“Both of you, lean over further. I want you to kiss, and kiss properly, get your tongues down each other’s throats!”

Both the women’s corsets groaned as they stretched further, bending lower, latex garments snapping and squelching. Miss Lee’s perfume mixed with the smell of warm rubber delighted Smudge, filling her with arousal. This newcomer was so blatantly sexy she was irresistible and the maid couldn’t wait to make-out with this ravishing female. It was so glorious to be a lesbian submissive and here at Heron’s Lap!

Miss Lee’s lips had been augmented, like Smudge’s. they were puffy, held in a perpetual pout, bright red glossy pillows. Their mouths locked together, both kissing eagerly and passionately. It felt so good, so soft. As their tongues entwined, their piercings clicked, touching. Smudge was so turned-on, her libido raging. How much she wanted to put her hand to her tormented sex, but it would have made no difference if she had, it would only have encountered the adamantine dome of her chastity belt. The helplessness of her situation only fuelled her lust. She was trapped in a vicious circle…

“Wonderful!” The Maîtresse exclaimed. “What a delicious pair of sluts you make!”

Ruby

“I just adore them! They are so cool!” Ms de Raveneaux exclaimed. “Explain to me again why we don’t use these hoofs here?”

The lady was standing directly behind Ruby, her bottom pressed against Ruby’s thighs. She had the ponygirl’s lower leg in her hand, held parallel to the ground, lifted between her legs – just as if she were about to shoe a real horse. She was examining Ruby’s pony boot. Ruby was wearing her own tack that had been sent up to Heron’s Lap with all Kara’s art materials.

The ponygirl stood proudly erect, curving her back to push her chest out as far as she could, balancing comfortably on the one hoof. She felt a sense of elation to be back in her pony tack, in the grip of its vigorous, uncompromising bondage, despite the huge discomfort that came with it. She adored being a ponygirl more than anything. It just felt so right, so perfect. It was where she wanted to be. It was where she needed to be.

She loved to paint – it had been the centre of her world until she had met Ms Aella – and she was glad that her Mistress provided so much opportunity for her to continue with her art, but she was always longing to be back in the stables, standing tall on her hoofs, chewing on her bit. She was so aroused, feeling the dildo and butt-plug penetrating her lower holes. They shifted slightly and repeatedly as the ponygirl was manhandled by Ms de Raveneaux. Ruby couldn’t wait to get going on a run, feel the wind on her face…

She could feel the tight, soft leather wrapping Ms de Raveneaux’s backside sliding across her skin and the sensation caused a shiver to pass through her. She could feel the drool oozing from her mouth, trickling down her chin.

“Dominique was never convinced by them.”

The words were spoken by a German woman called Ilse. She was tall and skinny, middle-aged and dressed in tight-fitting black leather. Though she was not unattractive, her angular features had a harshness that projected an intimidating aura and Ruby had already experienced an example of her cruelty.

She strode around the courtyard as if she owned the place and Ruby had to remind herself that Ms de Raveneaux was the actual Maîtresse. As she had approached the ponygirl, Ruby felt a frisson of fear right to her core, so vulnerable to this woman who was a stranger and so scary, without the safety net of her own Mistress or groom anywhere near.

“What a fine figure of a ponygirl you make!”

Ilse’s eyes were so cold, chilling. Her thin-lipped smile a match. She had made a beeline straight to Ruby’s tits, as most people usually did, hefting them. Her kid-gloved fingers turned into claws as they sunk deeply into the ponygirl’s harnessed tit flesh, deliberately hurting. She pinched Ruby’s nipples between thumb and forefinger until the pony squealed, drawing a wide, satisfied smile on the German’s face.

“We like fat-titted fillies here! You’ll fit right in!”

Ilse had been fascinated by Ruby’s bit. She had grabbed it forcefully, using it to pull Ruby’s head closer to her, compelling the ponygirl to bend forward.

“Very interesting. A curb with a swivelling port mechanism. That must keep you nicely responsive…”

Because Ruby’s pony collar held her head fixed in place, preventing her from either turning it side to side or up and down, as Ilse tugged the bit this way and that, examining it closely, Ruby was helplessly pulled about, twisted around. She had noticed that the ponies at Heron’s Lap had a different bit to her own. It looked of a simpler design. She wondered if it was less uncompromising and uncomfortable to be controlled by. She would be truly envious if it was.

“I like it… A lot!”

Ruby’s bit had long shanks, projecting down either side from the mouth bar. Rings at the end of each held her reins – which terminated at her nipple rings – and when the rein was pulled through the shank rings it turned a spool, which in turn lifted the port in her mouth. The port was a flat, oval plate that sat across her tongue behind her piercing. A rod at either end of the oval piece of metal connected it to the mouth bar. When the port lifted, it would press into the roof of Ruby’s mouth, which was a hugely unpleasant sensation, even painful if the reins were tugged really hard.

As if that wasn’t bad enough, another tab projected into her mouth from the centre of the bar lodged between her jaws, and this had a hole into which her tongue stud was locked, holding her tongue pretty much immobile and pressed into the bottom of her mouth. It was all designed to encourage instant obedience to the commands from the reins and was very effective at that. Of course, those pulls on the reins also tugged painfully on her nipples, twisting them upward. The reins and the bit provided absolute control of the pony.

Ilse had waggled the shanks back and forth, moving the port, yanking distressingly on Ruby’s tongue piercing, pinching the corners of her lips, causing her to make a sound of anguish. The woman had tugged hard on the reins, twisting Ruby’s nipples, lifting the port against her soft palate, deliberately and callously hurting her.

“What a delight! I can’t wait to take you for a spin and try it out!”

Now the German was standing behind Ruby, next to Ms de Raveneaux, presumably examining Ruby’s hinged hoof boot.

“Plus the technicalities of introducing them into a stable of this size that has used the fixed hoofs for generations would present great difficulties. Ponies that have run on fixed hoofs for years are suddenly confronted with a whole new way of walking. We have a team of six, they would all have to transition at the same time. Dominique was never interested… But they have caught on in a way that she never anticipated, leaving us looking a little old-fashioned, now.”

“Heron’s Lap, old-fashioned! Never!” Ms de Raveneaux’s tone was mocking.

Ruby could see where the lady was coming from. It did feel like she had stepped back into the past since she had arrived here. There was something antiquated about the place, despite some obvious attempts to modernize, like the glass frontage that had been installed all along one wall of the stable courtyard, showing the stalls inside. It was oddly out-of-place in the old Georgian stable block.

“I don’t see any reason why these hoofs can’t be introduced gradually. I’m not talking about all the ponies transitioning at once.”

Ms de Raveneaux was running her hands over Ruby’s raised hoof boot, stroking the leather, forcing the hoof flat and then letting it spring open again. The very first time Ruby had seen the hoof boot on a ponygirl she had been mesmerized, even though she took them for granted now. The front portion of the hoof was spring-loaded, dropping down when the foot was lifted off the ground, mimicking the form of a real horse’s hoof when it was raised. The foot had to be placed back on the ground in a precise action in order to push the hoof flat again.

It required learning to walk all over again, but it produced a delightful imitation of a real horse’s gait. It needed a lot of training and practice to be able to prance and run in them competently, Ruby had tripped countless times, suspended in a harness that prevented her from actually falling over. Ms Aella’s pony carts also had safety runners under the shafts, so if the pony fell the traces connecting her to the shaft stopped her actually hitting the ground. It was still very frightening when she had tumbled, despite that. But it hadn’t happened in a long time.

The ponies at Heron’s Lap used the less sophisticated fixed hoofs, which Ruby had worn on her first time tacked-up as a ponygirl. Ruby had a lot of experience of ponygirls now and while the hinged hoof boot was the most common, the fixed hoof boot remained popular. She was puzzled by Ms de Raveneaux’s fascination with her own hoofs. It suggested someone not entirely familiar with the pony scene. Surely someone in charge of a setup like this would be used to the sight of both types, even if they only used one variety?

“I want to give them a try.” Ms de Raveneaux stated decisively. “We can start with Catnip, as she is the least experienced ponygirl here. Can you get a pair of these made for her?” Though it was phrased as a question, it was actually a request.

“Of course, Luna. We may also require some training equipment, too, not to mention some training for the grooms who handle her.”

“Yes, yes, see to it all!” Ms de Raveneaux made it clear she wasn’t interested in the details.

With a final rub and squeeze of Ruby’s calf, Ms de Raveneaux released Ruby’s leg. The hoof clashed on the cobblestones as the ponygirl grounded it, the sound echoing around the enclosed courtyard. Then Ms de Raveneaux turned around and her gloved hands were sliding across Ruby’s buttocks. Though the ponygirl had only been taken out of Ms Aella’s stable that morning, she hadn’t felt the whip since her run yesterday afternoon, so while Ruby felt some discomfort as the old welts were contacted, the touch was not truly painful.

“Such a whippable arse!”

“Very!” The German agreed.

Ms de Raveneaux spanked each of Ruby’s buttocks in turn.

“Lovely muscle tone to them.”

She then grasped Ruby’s tail, running her hands through the hair. She tugged it playfully, yanking the attached butt-plug painfully against the pony’s sphincter. The tail was made from Ruby’s own hair, from the remnants of her locks after she had been shorn for her mane.

“She looks very exotic with this colouring!”

The lady stepped around the ponygirl to stand in front of her, hands flitting about, touching Ruby, plucking at the harness tightly enwrapping her body.

“But it’s a shame the theme hasn’t been continued with her tack. It’s not at all pleasing to the eye. She looks like she’s about to be strapped to a plough and whipped up and down a field!”

Ruby was wearing her everyday tack made of black leather and regular metal. She also had an outfit made of red leather that matched her hair and tail, the metal pieces in shiny chrome. She knew she looked spectacular in her show tack, but it was only used when she was presented at festivals and events, when she performed for an audience. She had never worn it in day-to-day use. She had already noticed how elaborate the costumes were for the ponygirls at Heron’s Lap, as if they were on public display every day. She looked like the poor cousin in comparison.

“I’ll get Malin to look into it.” Ilse said.

Ruby couldn’t actually see the German at the moment, even though she was standing next to Ms de Raveneaux. The blinkers fixed to her bridle restricted her to a narrow field of vision.

Ms de Raveneaux had changed out of the mauve ensemble she had been wearing when Kara was introduced to her earlier in the day. She was now dressed exclusively in black leather – knee-high riding boots, jodhpurs that were so thin and stretchy they looked like they had been shrink-fitted to her figure and a sleeveless, loose-fitting top whose V-neck revealed a hint of cleavage.

She was uncommonly beautiful even in a world populated by conspicuously attractive women, her complexion so clear it looked like it had been airbrushed. She had the X-factor. What had really struck Kara/Ruby was her age. Ruby was sure the matriarch of Heron’s Lap was even younger than her, early twenties. She had never encountered anyone in the scene with such power and position so young. It didn’t seem to faze her at all. The young woman possessed a charisma and authority that artfully disguised what must have been a lack of experience. It was obvious she had the respect of those around her.

There was a gloved hand feeling Ruby’s thigh, but it didn’t belong to Ms de Raveneaux, the pony assumed it must belong to Ilse. It stroked her possessively, sliding up to rest on her hip. Ruby was a very experienced ponygirl now and was well used to being handled casually. She loved it.

Ms de Raveneaux’s attention was on Ruby’s bridle. She leaned forward to examine it closely with both her eyes and her fingers. The lady’s perfume was alluring and Ruby was so attracted to her. The thought of being driven by her, under such intimate control with the reins and the whip, was absolutely thrilling. The heat in the ponygirl’s pussy burned fiercer at the prospect. How she would love the opportunity to serve the lady intimately, to pleasure her. She dared hope that it would happen.

A tightly-gloved little finger hooked under Ruby’s septum ring, which lay heavily on her upper lip. It was a thick gauge, weighty, capable of causing the ponygirl great pain and distress. It was horrible and made her feel so vulnerable. Ms de Raveneaux yanked on the piercing callously, bringing tears to Ruby’s eyes.

“What is the point of the nose ring if it’s not incorporated into the bridle?” Whether the question was rhetorical or not, it didn’t get an answer. “Surely we can adapt some of our chains to connect it to the bit rings, nice and taut so that she can’t forget about it?”

Ruby had seen bridles that attached to a septum ring. They looked excruciatingly uncomfortable.

“I’m sure that’s feasible.” Ilse agreed.

“I’m so used to the bands over the eyes I find it disconcerting to see this one without it. It makes her look more human than pony. Can we do something about that as well?”

“I’ll have a word with Malin.”

“But I really like the bit!”

Ilse’s hands came back up to the bit, explaining and demonstrating how it worked, tugging on the reins so the port pressed into the roof of Ruby’s mouth. A groom was even called over to remove the bit so both women could examine it. The attachment and detachment of the bit was always unpleasant. Her tongue was yanked and twisted as the large tongue stud of her piercing was locked and unlocked from the contraption. Finally locked back in place, the women’s attention moved elsewhere.

Ilse was squeezing Ruby’s thigh again.

“She’s no play pony, feel those muscles. She’s the real deal.”

“She’s delightful! It’s just a shame about the tack. Let’s see what she is capable of.”

Taking Ruby’s reins, Ilse led the pony across the cobblestones to a sulky close by, backing her between the shafts and connecting the traces to her harness.

Ruby felt her excitement rising, eager to get going. The prancing steps she had taken to the cart caused the dildo and butt-plug lodged inside her to shift and flex, physically stimulating her, lifting her arousal. She felt the pull on her harness as Ms de Raveneaux climbed into the seat of the cart.

Ilse was standing right in front of the ponygirl, hard eyes gleaming maliciously. She grabbed Ruby’s tits again, squeezing them painfully.

“Don’t spare this one, Luna. She’s a prima donna. Give her plenty of the whip!”

Ruby didn’t think that was true. She was humble. She knew her place. Nevertheless, the advice increased her heart rate as she was gripped with both fear and exhilaration, so helpless in the hands of these cruel women. Her pussy was getting even hotter.

The reins slapped down on her shoulders.

“Walk on.”

Ruby high-stepped forward, taking the strain of the cart and its occupant, lifting her thighs parallel to the ground with each step. In order to get her hinged hoofs flat she had to reach her foot further ahead than a normal step, bring it down at a specific angle. It produced a very elegant gait and a very authentic real pony step. She thrust her chest out proudly.

A sharp tug on the right-hand rein produced a burst of pain in her right nipple and sunk the bit uncomfortably into the corner of her mouth. She obediently turned until she was facing the arch that led out of the stable courtyard, then pranced forward. She sighed as the plugs buried deeply in her lower holes moved, fuelling her raging lust even further. She so desperately needed to cum.

“Trot!”

The reins slapped her shoulders again and Ruby jogged forward, her horseshoe-clad hoofs clattering loudly on the cobblestones, the sound bouncing off the four walls of the enclosed space, sounding eerily authentic. Her limited vision restricted her to only seeing the archway ahead. Coming under the arch at that moment were two ponyboys, so tall in their hoof boots, they looked like giants, their toned bodies gleaming with sweat.

They weren’t pulling a cart. A groom behind them held their reins, walking briskly, holding the ponies at a very slow trot. The sight did nothing to quell Ruby’s raging libido. She wasn’t a lesbian, very much bisexual, but her opportunities to get fucked with a real cock were limited and the vision of their hard bodies in their tight leather harnesses, sleek muscles glistening, it was powerfully erotic.

As they passed her, her eyes focussed on their large cocks which were tumescent inside anatomically shaped cages that held their balls as well. The top of the cage was linked to a belly-button ring, holding it against their lower bellies. The cage was not big enough to accommodate their erections, so their shafts were bent and twisted, flesh bulging out from between the bars, prevented from reaching their full size. Ruby’s mouth watered at the thought of having the pricks inside her – dare she hope that she would get the opportunity?

All too quickly the ponyboys were out of her sight. Ruby trotted forward, passing under the arch and out of the stable. It was late afternoon and the sun was getting low in the sky. The temperature had dropped a few degrees but the breeze was light and refreshing. It was perfect conditions for running and the grounds around them were beautiful. Ruby ran enthusiastically. She was steered left, down a gentle slope toward the lake.

The straps of the harness sunk uncomfortably into the flesh of her tits, trying to hold them down on her chest, but they were simply too large and too heavy, bouncing with every step, not quite fully under control. They were already starting to ache mildly and that would get progressively worse the longer the run. To ensure that they moved together in a tidy fashion rather than bouncing in all directions, a nipple bar was clamped to the base of the teats. The clamps were firmly attached and the bar was heavy, constantly tugging on the sensitive nubs with every footfall. It hurt, but successfully forced the tits to sway as one.

The reins slapped down on her shoulders again, but without a verbal command this time. She increased the pace to a canter. They were travelling down an unsurfaced track, but it was flat and smooth. She could see the lake ahead. The dildo and butt-plug were shifting quite animatedly inside her now and the stimulation was driving her wild with need. It just felt so good, despite all the other discomforts assailing her tightly harnessed body. She knew that she would climax soon, the prospect filling her with elation.

As they approached the lake, Ruby was steered hard left so that she was running alongside the glittering water, which was now out of her sight because of her blinkers. Her legs pumped and she moved swiftly. It was exhilarating. She could feel the breeze, the clean, fresh air on her face and bare scalp, cooling her – though not in her pussy, which was getting closer to that orgasm.

Her arms tugged at their restraints periodically. It was instinctive, to reaffirm that they were locked in position even though the ache in her shoulders and the numbness in the limbs already told her that. She remembered the joy she felt that first time she had finally achieved the full reverse-prayer position. It had taken months of painful and painstaking training, her wrists chained together and locked to the ring on the back of her collar, her mitted hands pressed together palm to palm.

At last, the strap pulling her elbows together in the small of her back could be closed fully, they were touching, drawing her forearms against each other all the way down her spine, in a straight line. It had been pure agony, but she had been so proud. At that moment she had felt like a genuine ponygirl, the real thing.

She also couldn’t stop her tongue continually fighting the bit. It was trapped under the tab that projected into her mouth and to which her tongue piercing was attached. She couldn’t move it, but had a compulsion to keep trying even though it added to her discomfort. She could feel the drool oozing out of her mouth.

They quickly reached the lower end of the lake, a gentle pull on her right nipple steered her around the wide curve. Ms de Raveneaux was a skilled driver and Ruby felt confident being controlled by her. Her breathing was getting heavier, having been kept at a canter for some time now. All the sensations racking her body were becoming enhanced, both the painful and uncomfortable as well as the pleasurable, and the shifting of the butt-plug, distending her bowel walls, dilating and contracting her sphincter subtly with every pace was so stimulating.

But that was surpassed by the dildo flexing, caressing the walls of her pussy without respite, her trapped labia being squeezed by the tightly locked crotch strap of her harness. Her arousal had been flourishing, unstoppable, and now it reached its zenith. Her climax rushed upon her, all the pent-up tension and need that had been growing all day exploded in a powerful orgasm, ecstasy enveloping her from head to toe. The physical restrictions encompassing her bound body only intensified the experience, as did the psychological connotations, that she had been turned into this sexual creature, this dehumanized beast of pure sensation. It was glorious, bliss…

Ruby had been expertly trained – Ms Aella ran one of the most prestigious and accomplished ponygirl training schools in the world – and though she was prone to climaxing while running in her full pony tack, she had been taught not to let her orgasms affect her ponygirl performance (she had learned the hard, very painful way.) Her speed, posture, gait had to remain unimpeded by the eruption that had taken hold of her mind and body.

She ran through the climax, forcing her legs to remain strong, chest thrust forward, no interruption to her stride or posture, pounding forward even as the euphoria shrouded her for long, long seconds. She savoured the moments, feeling like she was floating on air. The intensity never lessened no matter how many times she experienced this, it never got old. Total fulfilment. There was nowhere else Ruby would want to be than right here, right now, in her bondage, harnessed to a cart, being driven by a breathtakingly beautiful young woman who had absolute control of her mind and body.

A low growl of satisfaction was kept in her throat so that Ms de Raveneaux wouldn’t hear it.

But was she feeling the same way five minutes later? Ms de Raveneaux had taken her off the wide, lakeside pathway and along a narrow trail into the woods, and the incline was getting progressively steeper. The ground was much more uneven, Ruby could feel the pull on her harness as the cart bounced and swayed. She was still being kept at a canter and Ms de Raveneaux would not let the ponygirl’s pace slacken despite the slope. Ruby felt the ache in her thighs and her lungs as she was pushed hard.

Ms de Raveneaux used the whip for the first time. Ruby heard it snaking out, humming through the air. It bit into her bottom, pure hellfire, quickly followed by another. They were forceful strokes, not sparing the ponygirl at all, and the lady knew how to flick her wrist to induce the maximum sting. The pain drove her forward with renewed vigour, desperate to avoid the lash. But there was to be no escape. Her eyes filled with tears and they spilled over onto her cheeks. Between her heavy breaths she squealed as the whip struck her buttocks again and again, compelling her to maintain the pace, refusing her any respite, just in case she had any doubt who was in charge.


Day Three

Kara

The arrangement was cunning and cruel. Ms de Raveneaux’s pet was suspended from the ceiling on bungee cords. She was wearing a black latex catsuit that had cut-outs for her large breasts, her crotch and her bottom. She was strapped into a harness that wrapped her torso, framing her bust but leaving it exposed and free. The bungee cords were attached to rings on the shoulder straps of the harness. Her legs were bent fully back at the knee and strapped to her thighs, spread wide and tied to a horizontal metal bar. She was not quite in a full splits position, but close – the strain on her groin muscles must have been acute, agonizing after any length of time.

On her first day at Heron’s Lap, Kara had been awed to see Sweetmeat hanging from the ceiling in the body cage that had been deftly crafted to fit her form perfectly. It had been so stylishly designed, yet its functionality was absolute, the hexagonal metal mesh pattern mesmerizing in the manner it hugged her every curve at the same time as being implacably unyielding. It had been so erotic. She couldn’t help but imagine what it must feel like to be locked inside such a thing, unable to move a muscle, swinging gently back and forth.

Apparently, the head of the cage was detachable, because Sweetmeat was still wearing it. It fitted so closely that it was pressing into the black rubber helmet that enveloped her skull, face and neck. Her beguiling green eyes peered out of the latex and metal, wide, but unfocussed and dreamy. Kara recognized only too well the look, the woman was deep in sub-space, lost to the myriad sensations of pain and pleasure that assailed her.

The head cage was a work of art, a thing of beauty, despite its sinister purpose. Kara couldn’t take her eyes from the pet’s gorgeous full lips, forced out into a pout by the tightness of the helmet’s cut-out around the mouth, pushed against the intricate hexagonal mesh, the metal sinking into the pink plumpness which bulged around it.

Sweetmeat’s arms were behind her in a monoglove that pulled her shoulders sharply back and pushed her chest forward provocatively. Additionally, a waspie corset drew her waist in dramatically, providing an incredible contrast to her large bust. She was an object of pure submissive sexuality.

Mounted underneath her on two poles were a pair of dildos, the tips of which were lodged inside her pussy and arsehole. The front one was huge, its girth, even at the tip, was stretching her pussy open. Kara could see that her labia had three heavy piercings in each lip, evenly spaced hexagonal holes framed by metal grommets that matched the design of her head cage. The grommets were substantial, both in their thickness and weight, as well as their width. The size of the holes they created in her labia was genuinely shocking, Kara could see through them. There was more metal visible at the top of her vulva, but Kara wasn’t close enough to see exactly how it was mounted in her pussy flesh.

The rear dildo was only half the diameter of the front one, but still a substantial thing to have pushing into her bowels. By bouncing herself up and down on the bungee cords, the pet could fuck herself, both holes at once.

But there was a catch. Situated above her head, a bell dangled from a chain fixed to the ceiling. If she bounced enough to drive the dildos deep inside herself, the top of her head hit the bell, causing it to chime. Every time it chimed, her breasts were whipped.

There was a maid standing in front of the suspended woman, wielding the whip. The swathes of her black and white costume shimmering and rippling ethereally, polished to an exquisite shine, prevented Kara from identifying her. There was nothing half-hearted about each stroke, her arm came down forcefully each time, the two mounds bouncing, undulating in response, the maid putting the full weight of her body behind each strike.

The implement itself was about two feet long, but half of that was the handle. The blade was about a half-inch wide, the final six inches split down the centre, each of the two separate strands ending in a point, like a snake’s tongue. The sound as it contacted the poor woman’s tender breasts caused Kara to shudder, a rasp, ending in a spitting noise, redolent with pain as it bit so definitively into the plump curves.

Marks from the whip littered the mammaries, showing Sweetmeat had already been on the receiving end of multiple strokes, a thicker welt from higher up the blade, while darker, sharply defined V-shaped lines indicated where the pointed tips had landed. The nipples had borne the brunt of the attack and were tumescent, the areola streaked. The pet’s right nipple had taken the worst.

The key to the game was clear. Sweetmeat had to find that point where she could bounce up and down on the dildos enough to stimulate herself, pleasure herself, without springing so high that she touched the bell over her head, if it was even possible! The dichotomy of fulfilling the desperate need to cum while avoiding the agony of the whip. The pet wasn’t achieving that. Kara wasn’t surprised. If she were in Sweetmeat’s place, she would be lost, too. Her need to cum would have driven her on helplessly despite the reality of the lash and the pain.

Kara felt an intense compulsion to put her hands protectively over her own naked tits, but was too well trained to actually do so – she had to display them proudly at all times, encourage attention to them, show that she gloried in her own objectification.

The outfit that had been chosen for her today was very similar to that of Sweetmeat, a latex catsuit with cut-outs for her tits, pussy and backside, exposing her bottom completely. As usual, it was a vivid red to match her mane. She was always dressed in this colour when in her Kara persona, and had been since the first day she had been employed by Ms Aella. The catsuit was pretty much backless, though. A series of bands from her waist to her neck left two-inch wide strips of bare skin exposed.

She had worn it on many occasions before. She spent most of her time as ponygirl Ruby and the wardrobe of clothes for Kara was not very large. Occasionally, she found herself dressed in something new – they were all so tight-fitting, heavily stretched, that from time to time they ripped or snapped.

Her feet and legs were sheathed in thigh-high boots of matching red latex. These had a six-inch stiletto heel and only a tiny triangle of the sole of the boot was in contact with the floor. It had taken a lot of practice to be able to walk fluidly in them. She still felt her steps were slightly stilted, they were difficult to be graceful in.

Her arms were in gloves that reached up to her biceps, fingerless to enable her to sketch and paint. She knew they looked good, were very sexy, but she detested them. She found them very uncomfortable, more so the longer she wore them. They gripped so tightly and with her skin unable to breath, the burning underneath them got progressively worse. Despite being dressed in them countless times, she found they never got easier to wear. While she had accommodated to being tightly corseted, she had never come to terms with the full-length gloves.

And around her neck was a collar, made of a very thick but soft rubber, wrapping her throat completely. It didn’t actually restrict her from moving her head, it just made it uncomfortable to do so and an effort, a reminder – lest she forget – of the continual control that she was always subjected to. It was usually put on her when she was painting and drawing.

Her mane was still in its braid from her time as Ruby earlier in the morning. There was a big red latex bow tied into the tip and she could feel its sensuous kiss on the exposed parts of her back as it swayed as she strutted across the tower room toward Ms de Raveneaux and her pet.

Her backside was especially sore at the moment and even walking flexed and aggravated the welts littering her buttocks. While she was used to that – it was a perpetual condition for a ponygirl – the zeal with which both Ms de Raveneaux and Ilse Vietz had been using the whip on ponygirl Ruby for the last three days had taken a toll. In her opinion they were being conspicuously cruel as well as running her excessively hard, pushing Ruby to her limits, testing her. She hoped they would settle down once the novelty of driving her had worn off.

She also hadn’t slept very well during her first two nights at the Heron’s Lap stable, so she was feeling quite tired. The grooms were treating Ruby well and were kind, but it was unsettling to be in such an unfamiliar environment, being intimately tended to by strangers. The stable itself was much bigger than she was used to, there was a lot more noise. She missed Cacklebrook Farm and her Mistress.

They had chained her nose ring to the back wall of her stall in two different places, two separate chains, low down. It ensured she couldn’t lift her head more than a few inches above the straw bedding and gave her very little mobility before at least one of the chains would snap taut, yanking painfully on her septum. The straw was prickly, especially against her excoriated bum cheeks and sore nipples, and it was difficult to get moderately comfortable.

Her mitted hands were also chained to the back wall, keeping them above her head, and her ankle was chained loosely to a ring in the floor. A lighter, summer blanket was still being used in the stable, thrown over her. She was unable to reach the drain to pee. The first night she had to release into the straw where she lay.

In the mornings, she was being tacked-up early and given a heavy work out in the pony gym, then taken for a vigorous run, yesterday by Ilse Vietz, today by the head groom. Afterward, the groom had fucked her hard with a strap on from behind, on her knees, in the straw of her stall, which had been wonderful. Then after a short rest she was taken into a space behind the tack room and her pony kit had been removed, replaced by what she was wearing now.

Ms de Raveneaux eyed Kara like she was the last cream cake on the plate as the artist approached. Kara felt the shiver run down her spine, both of fear and arousal. The lady’s blue eyes, so striking against her black hair, were captivating, mischievous. She radiated authority and Kara felt very small in her presence.

“Perfect timing, Kara.”

She was already in her leather catsuit, ready to pose for Kara. She had known exactly what she wanted to wear. Kara didn’t have a problem with that, The mistress looked amazing and the outfit fitted her perfectly, tailored specifically for her, hugging her every curve as if it was latex, though the sheen was different. It was contemporary and retro at the same time, evocative of the 1960s. It had a huge, wide belt with a massively oversized buckle, a high neck that wrapped her throat. It was very cool. It was a perfect choice, in Kara’s opinion.

The arrangement was that Ms de Raveneaux would pose for a couple of sessions on those days when the weather was right. When it wasn’t, Kara could get on with the rest of the painting where the lady’s presence wasn’t necessary. There were also two other pieces that Ms de Raveneaux had commissioned. These were smaller and were to feature Sweetmeat, one with her as a ponygirl. Apparently the pet was a part-time ponygirl too, though Kara had yet to see her in her tack.

In fact, Kara had yet to see Sweetmeat at all. On every occasion so far, the pet had been helmeted, only her expressive green eyes giving any clue of the woman behind the sex object.

The weather was holding. They had managed to get the two sessions in yesterday and it was looking good for today as well. At that moment there was a maid noisily passing through the room carrying Kara’s paraphernalia up onto the roof of the tower.

Ms de Raveneaux’s bedroom/playroom was a scary place. There was a lot of gear scattered about, some of which Kara knew the purpose of and some of which she could only guess, but all of it capable of inflicting pain and discomfort as well as the possibility of some pleasure, too. Kara felt her pussy tightening and moistening at the possibilities, a hopeless prisoner of her own sexuality.

It was the same dilemma that Sweetmeat was currently facing. Her need for sexual satisfaction was greater than the need to avoid the cruel whip on her breasts. Unable to help herself, she was bouncing up and down furiously on the dildos, the top of her head cage now repeatedly contacting the bell hanging above her. The maid was laying the evil-looking lash onto the pet’s overlarge mammaries at a steady and ruthless rate. The fizz and snick as the leather contacted that tender part of her was both thrilling and sickening to Kara, but utterly compelling. It encapsulated the unresolvable dichotomy at the centre of her being.

Each breast leapt up under the impact and fresh welts were added to the visible cacophony already burned into the woman’s skin, the tiny V-shaped lines of the forked tips were bright and sharply defined. It must have been pure agony. But Sweetmeat had lost all restraint in her desperation to climax, springing on the bungee cords, slamming herself down on the dildos, filling both her holes simultaneously – the sensations must have been incredible.

“Such a slut! What she will do for a cum!” Ms de Raveneaux had a touch of awe in her tone, eyes sparkling with lust and excitement. Her admiration for the courage of her pet was evident, as was a genuine affection.

With a shrill screech, Sweetmeat orgasmed, her body writhing spastically, rising and falling so energetically that Kara couldn’t believe she didn’t lift herself off the dildos completely. The positioning must have been very skilfully calculated. She was like a mad thing, jerking manically, milking the climax for every ounce of bliss. Eventually, she slowed… and then finally stopped. The bungee cords settled and she became virtually still, though she still bobbled slightly on the elastic ropes.

Unable to open her mouth more than a fraction within the head cage, her rasping pants caused her chest to rise and fall erotically. Both Ms de Raveneaux and Kara watched in fascination, bewitched by the spectacle. The maid was also breathing heavily, having been forced to employ the whip with such zeal at the end, striking continuously.

Ms de Raveneaux hefted Sweetmeat’s scalded breasts in her hands, squeezing them, rubbing the welts. Her thumbs manipulated the nipples that must have been so tender, having been struck so many times. The keening wail of distress from the pet did nothing to discourage the mistress at all.

“They look so beautiful all marked up like this! We need to do it more often!” She declared.

When the lady turned to look at Kara, the artist knew she was in trouble. It was the gleam in the eyes, the intensity that burned within. She felt her stomach turning somersaults, fought to control her bladder as a wave of terror crashed through her body. But at the same time, there was an injection of heat into her pussy. She felt it tighten with arousal.

“I bet those jugs of yours mark up nicely, too, Kara! Shall we see?”

Kara was too well trained and docile to attempt to try to wriggle herself out of the situation. It would have only made things worse if she had.

“If it would please you, Ms de Raveneaux.” She said quietly.

“I think it’s a wonderful idea! It will give me a nice view, too, while I watch you painting me!”

Ms de Raveneaux took the whip out of the maid’s hand.

“I’ll be wanting Sweetmeat with us on the roof, Flopsy, bring her up.”

“Yes, Maîtresse.”

Idly slapping the whip gently against her booted lower leg, Ms de Raveneaux circled Kara, the fingers of her other hand dragging across the artist’s rubber-sheathed torso. She flicked Kara’s braided mane.

“That looks so pretty!”

The lady couldn’t resist caressing the welts on Kara’s bottom and Kara couldn’t help but flinch at the touches. Then the fingernails were scratching the side of Kara’s tit.

“Put your hands on the back of your hips and push your chest out for me, Kara... Curve that spine… That’s it, good girl!”

Kara’s tits were thrust as far forward as she could get them. She was so frightened she was trembling. She could see her diamond hard nipples jutting out as if asking to be hit. They were always excruciatingly tender because the heavy nipple bar was clamped robustly to them every day and they rarely got the chance to recover.

“You will hold that position for me until I tell you otherwise, understand, Kara?”

“Yes, Ms de Raveneaux.”

“These are so full and shapely, they should jounce delightfully under the whip!”

The lady dangled the whip over the mounds, dragging the blade gently across the tits at their fullest point, brushing the nipples.

“Let’s see if we can turn these teats purple, shall we!”

Ms de Raveneaux tugged on both of the sturdy, heavy gauge rings embedded in Kara’s nipples, then she leaned forward and took each nub in her mouth, nipping them with her teeth, causing Kara to gasp. Laughing, she stepped back and shook out the lash. Kara’s eyes flicked nervously between the viper’s tongue tip and Ms de Raveneaux’s flushed, excited face. Impassioned. Kara shuddered.

The young Matriarch’s arm moved fast, her action quite different from the maid’s, a wristy technique that wrapped the blade around Kara’s right tit. It made a spitting sound on contact. The pain was instant and unspeakable, taking Kara’s breath away. Whether by luck or judgement, the V of the forked tip landed right on the nipple, catching it in a pincer-like grip. Kara jolted, jerking uncontrollably, a motion that actually pushed her bust reflexively even further toward Ms de Raveneaux.

She tried to remain quiet, but the shock and the pain were too much and a little squeal escaped her lips, tears immediately springing from her eyes. She squeezed them tight shut, her mouth twisting in agony. It felt like her nipple had been ripped off.

Shaking her head, she squinted down through blurred vision to see it was still there, a livid red and swelling even bigger. But she didn’t get time to dwell. Ms de Raveneaux delivered a backhand stroke right away, coming up from a lower trajectory so the leather landed on the full meat of her tit underneath the nipple, lifting it up, making it bounce. The burn was so sharp, so fierce, even though the agony of the first strike had yet to dissipate. She choked back a sob, struggling to hold her position.

She whimpered, looking at Ms de Raveneaux pleadingly but there was no sympathy or mercy for her plight, quite the reverse. There was a smile on the lady’s face, her gaze intense and full of passion. She giggled and it reminded Kara of just how young the mistress of Heron’s Lap was. Sobbing, Kara used all her willpower to maintain her posture and not cower away, not bring her hands around and shield her tits.

Another flash of the arm, the flourish with the wrist and the whip wrapped around her left tit, landing across her nipple, the forked tip biting into the inner slope. Once more, the first few seconds after the impact left Kara breathless, the pain enveloping her consciousness.

“Keep that rack pushed out for me!”

Kara hadn’t realized that she had leaned forward slightly, subconsciously, as she tried to cope with the ferocious burning. She leaned back again, curving her spine as much as she could. Ms de Raveneaux took Kara’s nipples between her finger and thumb, rolling them, squeezing them. It felt both great and horrible at the same time. Finally, she pinched them hard, causing Kara to squeak and gasp. Ms de Raveneaux’s smile was cruel.

“I think we can get them more sensitive than that, don’t you, Kara?”

“Yes, Ms de Raveneaux.” Kara’s voice was little more than a whisper.

Stepping back again, the leather-clad young woman paused for only a second before she struck again. This time there were no gaps between the strokes. Forehand and backhand, the whip was now in constant motion, a whole volley delivered fiercely, venomously, with nothing held back, the leather biting into the plumpness. They bounced under the onslaught, inducing a hellfire of pain.

Kara sobbed, panting, battling to hold her position. It was so hard to present them to the whip like this. The barrage continued, she thought it would never end, agony building on top of agony. Ms de Raveneaux worked them over thoroughly, first concentrating on the heavy lower bulge of each tit, then hitting from low down, cutting into the extra-sensitive underside, lifting the mammary up with each strike. Kara couldn’t keep quiet, crying in anguish. Finally, Ms de Raveneaux concentrated on Kara’s nipples, raining lashes down on them relentlessly. It took all of Kara’s self-control to hold her posture.

Her eyes were closed and squeezed shut as she blubbered, trying to manage the pain, so she wasn’t even aware when the beating stopped, consumed in the haze of her suffering. She first became aware that she couldn’t hear the awful noise of the whip passing through the air and that sound as it sliced into her offered tit-flesh. Ms de Raveneaux was breathing hard.

“Good girl! You are well-trained! You took that very well!”

Kara’s tits were hefted in the hands of the mistress, thumbs rubbing her searing nipples and she couldn’t stop herself from flinching, squealing, squirming.

“These are lush! So pretty marked up! You will always show them off in my presence, understand?”

“Yes, Ms de Raveneaux.”

Ms de Raveneaux’s fingers sunk into the welts as Kara’s tits were squeezed. Blinking away tears, Kara groaned as she looked down. Her tits were so big, Ms de Raveneaux’s hands looked small as the chaotically striped mounds swelled around them. She could feel the fingernails cutting into the abraded skin, they felt like knives slicing into her, her tits were so tender. Fresh tears spilled onto her cheeks. They hurt so much! So why was her pussy so hot and wet?

At moments like this Kara was tempted to think of her perverse sexuality as a curse, not a treasure, but those kind of thoughts didn’t last long. She knew she had found her place in life, she knew she had discovered her true self, fulfilment and meaning. It was just sometimes it could be very challenging…

Smudge

Smudge was glad the summer was over. Her uniform was especially uncomfortable in the warm weather, so cloying and hot, but this September day was still too summery for her liking. She had been tasked with getting the artist’s gear up onto the roof for the second day in a row. At least yesterday Mopsy had been commandeered with her, but today she was being expected to shift it all by herself, which she resented.

She was boiling under all the rubber, especially the wimple, which trapped in all the heat and moisture from her exertions, and the sweat had nowhere to go. She could feel it trickling against her scalp, trying to find kinks in the latex. Her whole head was burning. The boots, too, were an ordeal. The thick rubber encased her legs to the middle of her thighs and there was no way for the skin beneath to breathe. Extended walking in them caused her legs and feet to quickly overheat, that was without the additional discomfort of the steeply arched soles.

To make matters even worse, as she unfolded the legs of the easel to stand it up, the sun came out from behind the clouds. She could feel the black latex absorbing the rays, raising her temperature even further.

A while earlier, Smudge had found herself on her knees between the legs of the chef, who had her bare buttocks parted. The maid’s nose and mouth had been lodged between them. One of Chef’s favourite peccadillos was to have her arsehole eaten out. Smudge was ordered to do it several times a week. While she hated the act itself, she received a perverse satisfaction from being directed to do it. She certainly felt very humble afterward, and she liked that feeling.

The first time it happened, she had been shocked into immobility. She had been so naïve, unable to comprehend that such a thing would ever be done, that anyone would want it done, let alone that she would have to do it. She had baulked. Chef had a belt and she had used it mercilessly on Smudge’s backside – it was still the worst punishment she had received from that lady. The thrashing had gone on for several minutes until her bottom and thighs were a deep red and burning ferociously. The event was also reported to Ms Vietz and Smudge had found herself caned for the first time that evening. She had certainly learned the consequences for disobedience.

Ms Nesbitt was a woman in her 60s and fuller-figured. She was by no means ugly, but Smudge didn’t find her in the least sexually appealing. The maid had been perturbed – and in truth, a little revolted – when she had first learned that she had to sexually service Chef, and that it would be virtually every day. Smudge had not considered she would have to pleasure someone so old, that had never been part of her fantasies.

Now, of course, she didn’t think twice about it. Ms Nesbitt used Smudge usually a couple of times a day. The maid was used to being on her knees between the woman’s legs, mouth locked onto either her sex or her anus. She had soon ascertained that Chef would not accept a simple tonguing of her sphincter, either. Smudge had been trained to force her tongue through into the rectum, to probe as deep as she was able, caressing the insides, licking the bowel walls. It could go on for some time, depending on Ms Nesbitt’s whim.

Today had been a long one, with Chef wanting to cum, Smudge using her fingers on Chef’s fat clitoris while her tongue was inside the anus. Ms Nesbitt kept herself clean, but even so the taste was foul. Smudge had fought hard not to gag the first time, but she didn’t have that problem any longer. Unfortunately, today she hadn’t had the opportunity to clean her mouth out afterward and it was still thick with the taste, as her nose was still full of the smell – Chef had farted as she had cum, though Smudge didn’t think it had been deliberate.

Smudge placed the large canvas onto the easel. She couldn’t see the actual painting – such as it was after only one day of work – because it was covered in a silky cloth. There was also Miss Lee’s workstation that had fold-out legs and opened up in tiers, containing all her accoutrements, which the maid fixed in place. When everything was arranged, she stood to one side to await the arrival of the ladies.

When Smudge had passed through The Maîtresse’s bedroom the final time, carrying the painting (the bedroom was on the top floor of the tower and the only way onto the roof was through the room) she had only glimpsed what had been occurring there. How she wished she could have stopped and moved closer to see in more detail. Miss Lee had been standing oddly, hands on her hips, pushing her chest at The Maîtresse, offering her naked breasts. Smudge’s ears had taken in the sound of the whip as The Maîtresse applied it hard and fast across the proffered tits, each contact so redolent of pain.

The maid had become very conscious of her own, semi-exposed breasts and had a great deal of empathy for the artist. She certainly wouldn’t have wanted to be in her place. But there was something so exciting and sexy about the way The Maîtresse was treating the young woman. Smudge’s locked-away sex had been hot and needy inside the chastity belt. She felt guilty about getting off on the cruel misfortune befalling Miss Lee.

She had placed herself with the sun behind her and facing the breeze that was blowing across the faux castle rooftop. The air was pleasant on her face and mildly cooling.

The Maîtresse was wearing the leather catsuit that her grandmother had worn in her portrait, which was hanging in the entrance hall of the house. They both looked stunning in it, raven locks loose and tumbling over their shoulders. Flopsy had even styled The Maîtresse’s hair in a 1960s fashion. But Smudge couldn’t help wondering why Ms de Raveneaux was emulating her grandmother and not projecting an original and contemporary image of herself for her own portrait. She was just a lowly maid, though. It wasn’t her place to reason why.

Smudge heard the click of stilettos on stone rising up the stairwell, which was next to the outer wall, following the curve of the tower. The Maîtresse stepped up onto the roof. Miss Lee was trailing behind her. Her eyes were puffy from crying but her make-up had been repaired. Her red catsuit left her breasts, crotch, buttocks and most of her back bare. She was a striking, sexy sight.

The marks from her recent whipping were very conspicuous, raised angry welts, especially abundant across her areola, little V-shapes had been left by the tips of the lash. They showed how many times her nipples had been struck. They looked enormous, swollen and inflamed. The maid shuddered, glad it wasn’t her on the receiving end.

While Miss Lee began to sort out her materials, The Maîtresse skirted around the crenulated walls of the rooftop, looking out across the estate, her demeanour relaxed. She finally stopped, facing the lake, in the location she had chosen to pose for her painting. Miss Lee removed the cloth from the canvas. The work completed so far was focused on Ms de Raveneaux specifically, the rest of the canvas a barely coherent collection of scruffy lines.

The sound of more steel-tipped stiletto heels announced the arrival of Flopsy. She gave Smudge a brief but warm smile. Smudge liked The Maîtresse’s personal maid, she was kindly and supportive and didn’t abuse her higher status. Flopsy was holding the end of a leash that disappeared into Sweetmeat’s naked sex, connected to a ring piercing somewhere very sensitive, though Smudge had never been able to see exactly where, but it took only the lightest of tugs on the chain to get an immediate response from the pet.

Sweetmeat was wearing a similar catsuit to Miss Lee, only in black and it covered her back completely, though her bottom and crotch were bare, as was her bust. Her breasts had received the same treatment with the whip as Miss Lee’s had, heavily marked all over, criss-crossed with welts that were fresh and tender. Smudge found it difficult to take her eyes away from them, compelling and disturbing in equal measure.

The pet wore a matching black latex helmet that, unusually, revealed her eyes. Smudge had rarely seen Sweetmeat’s eyes and was struck by how beautiful they were, two-tone light and dark green, beguiling, endlessly deep and soulful. More usual was the tight-fitting mouth hole that forced her lips out in an exaggerated pout. On top of the helmet, her head cage was still in place, indenting the latex that covered her face. She was tottering on knee-high ballet boots and her arms were held in a monoglove behind her, pulling her shoulders harshly back.

As always, her waist was substantially reduced by a stringently laced corset. One of Flopsy’s rubber-sheathed hands had hold of a strap on the monoglove, supporting the pet. She would have been unable to mount the stairway safely without the maid’s assistance. Once they were on the roof, Flopsy released her grip on the strap (though not the leash) and Sweetmeat was left to balance herself, no easy feat in her severe bondage and ballet heels. She needed to take continual, rapid short steps in order to do so.

Flopsy led the pet across the roof to a round table about three feet in diameter and two feet high. It was situated on the opposite side from where The Maîtresse and Miss Lee were standing. The pet first sat, then drew her legs up onto the table, lying back on her bound arms.

Smudge returned her attention to The Maîtresse, who had snapped her fingers. Ms de Raveneaux gestured toward the other two women, her meaning clear and Smudge strutted across the flagstones after them. She was always more conscious of flashing her backside when she was outside, it was surely partly psychological, but the air felt different on her skin as her skirts briefly, repeatedly split apart.

Sweetmeat’s placid eyes focused on Smudge as she approached. Smudge wondered what went on behind them. The pet seemed to spend her entire life in sensory overload, both pain and pleasure, always enveloped in latex, always in bondage, without any respite. It was genuine full-on 24/7. It was quite astonishing. Did she never hanker for some tiny piece of autonomy, for a time-out?

Flopsy raised Sweetmeat’s legs, doubling them over her prone body so that her shins pressed into her shoulders and her feet were above her head. This lifted and curved the pet’s bottom and left her exposed sex thrust blatantly up and out. Her latex clad curves shimmered sensuously as the rubber snapped and squelched.

“Lie across Sweetie’s body to hold her doubled-over.” Flopsy directed, using Sweetmeat’s often used abbreviated nickname. “No! Climb up onto the table, press your body down onto her legs…”

Smudge had leaned over the table, using her forearms to hold Sweetmeat in place. Instead, she lifted her skirts and put first one knee, then the other, onto the table and lay down crosswise over the pet. Her skirts had fallen forward, completely exposing her buttocks and the thick band of her chastity belt that split them.

“Right over, so your hips are holding her down and your bum is high.”

Smudge obeyed. It was an awkward, uncomfortable position. She didn’t know what to do with her arms and legs, but Flopsy solved that problem for her. Her arms were drawn out, wrists pressed against the table legs, and cuffed tightly to them. Her legs were spread apart similarly and strapped to the other table legs. She was now splayed out in a scruffy star shape. This was an even more uncomfortable position and would get steadily more so the longer she was kept that way.

But it was an effective way to hold Sweetmeat in place, who must have been equally uncomfortable, squeezed between the table and Smudge’s body, her monogloved arms trapped beneath her. Her caged and helmeted head was one side of Smudge, her buttocks and sexual parts, raised high and completely exposed, were the other side. The maid could feel her corseted waist pressing down on the pet’s tender, welted breasts.

Flopsy stroked Smudge’s bottom tenderly, causing her to shiver in delight. Chef had spanked her earlier in the morning, more in play than spite, and as a result her skin was extra sensitive. She heard the rap of another pair of stilettos and then heard The Maîtresse’s voice. She was right beside the table.

“Perfect, Flopsy.”

The Maîtresse stopped right in front of Smudge. The maid raised her head as high as she could. She was looking right at the extraordinarily large belt buckle of Ms de Raveneaux’s outfit that was just inches in front of her. The catsuit fitted so tightly that Smudge could see the faintest indication of a camel-toe in the leather covering her crotch. How she would have loved to be able to put her mouth to it. The high-heeled boots tucked in just under the knees, polished to gleam without a blemish.

She felt The Maîtresse’s hand press into the heavy rubber covering the back of her head. It pushed her head firmly down again until her forehead was touching the tabletop.

“I need you to remain perfectly still, Smudge. If you disturb the birds, I shall be especially cross with you, and we don’t want that, do we?”

“No, Maîtresse.” Smudge didn’t have a clue what Ms de Raveneaux was talking about, but the threat in her tone had the intended effect.

The Maîtresse spanked each of Smudge’s buttocks, but not particularly hard, though enough to sting, then moved around to Sweetmeat. The cowl of the maid’s uniform restricted her vision to the sides somewhat and she couldn’t see the lady anymore, but she could hear the subtle creak of leather that indicated Ms de Raveneaux was bending over.

“Beautiful, beautiful baby! I love you so much!”

Smudge heard a kiss. Presumably The Maîtresse had put her lips against the mesh of the head cage. The pet’s plump mouth did bulge between the close-fitting metalwork. Then The Maîtresse was walking away again. Smudge could sense Flopsy behind her. There was a strange rustling sound as if the senior maid had her hand in a bag of sweets.

Next she felt Flopsy’s fingers on the crotch band of her chastity belt. Something hard clicked against it. It was pushed through the small hole that allowed access to her anus. The hole was designed to take the enema tube every morning, not big enough for a cock, real or dildo. The thing was small, being pushed through by Flopsy’s finger until it pressed into her rosebud. Flopsy continued to force it down, easing the rosebud open slightly until the little thing, whatever it was, was lodged in her sphincter, half inside her, half out.

“Do not push it out!” Flopsy warned.

She stroked Smudge’s buttock again. The prone maid squirmed in pleasure.

“No! You must remain completely still!”

Smudge couldn’t understand what was happening. She could easily have ejected the thing in her bumhole, it would be an instinctive thing to do and she had to resist the urge. She heard the rustle of the paper bag again. Again, something hard clicked against the crotch band as it was inserted into the enema hole. She felt it contact the one already lodged in her anus. It settled beside it, touching her rosebud and the inner slope of her buttock. Whatever they were, they were small. This continued, more being fed through the hole, settling on top of the others, on top of her upward facing bumhole, pressing against her bum cheeks where they merged into her anus.

And then that was it. Flopsy had moved on to Sweetmeat. From the sounds, Smudge guessed a similar thing was being done to the pet. The warm body underneath her jerked and twitched, sighing, squeaking. Smudge could feel the deep arousal of the woman. She received the same admonishment as Smudge had to stay still.

Finally returning to Smudge, Flopsy placed a few more of these little objects directly onto her bare buttocks at their apex. Now Smudge really had to be still if she didn’t want them to fall off. She heard the click of her colleague’s heels as Flopsy walked away. Nonplussed, Smudge lay there and waited… And waited.

The noise of the ravens at Heron’s Lap was an everyday experience whenever Smudge was outside. Because they were often perched on the gargoyles that projected from the walls of the tower, when on the roof the squawking could sometimes be particularly loud and harsh, downright unpleasant. It had been no different today. But then there was a raucous flapping of wings, followed by a loud caw and one of the birds hopped into her eyeline on the stones right in front of her, no more than three feet away.

Its black eyes looked directly at her and she felt a chill shoot right down her spine. Its gaze seemed both inquisitive and knowing at the same time, and more than that, ethereal and spooky. It scared her witless, but now she understood The Maîtresse’s warning.

Then she physically jumped as, with more fluttering of wings, another raven landed on the table right beside her, cawing right into her ear. Though she could only catch glimpses of blackness, she could hear its feet tap tapping on the tabletop as it strutted around. They were huge birds up this close and she was absolutely terrified. Only her fear of disobeying The Maîtresse stopped her from crying out and struggling against her bonds.

When she had jumped, the items left on her backside had mostly fallen off, landing on the table and the flagstones, rattling and rolling, and she saw them for the first time. Nuts. Several different kinds of nuts. The raven in front of her hopped from one to the other, picking each up in its beak and swallowing it whole. Finally, Smudge realized what was going on. She had been turned into a birdfeeder and the implications of that sunk in. She was so frightened she came close to pissing herself. This could not be happening!

The raven beside her flapped its wings and leapt. Smudge closed her eyes tight and stiffened, waiting to feel the bird land on her. But it didn’t happen. Sweetmeat made a strange, strangled noise and jumped underneath her. The bird had landed on her. The pet was even more vulnerable than Smudge, both her sex and her bumhole were completely exposed to the crows.

The maid opened her eyes once more. The raven on the flagstones was looking at her again. With a flurry of flashing feathers, the bird took off and this time it did land on her, she felt its claws sink into her buttock painfully, they were sharp. She squealed, but fought to stay still. She was shaking. She gritted her teeth as the raven moved around, stabbing her again and again each time it put its feet down. There were still a couple of nuts left up there, trapped against the waistband of her skirts. She felt the sting as she was pricked by the beak as it picked at them.

The bird hopped across to her other butt-cheek. Smudge grimaced. Its claws hurt so much. It cawed again, a long, repetitive, grating cackle, like it was gloating. It was revolting having the creature climbing all over her, horrifying! This couldn’t be happening!

She felt the tap, the vibration on her chastity belt, as the bird’s beak delved into the enema hole of the crotch band to get at the remaining nuts, nipping or stabbing her each time. She couldn’t help flinching as she sobbed, but it wasn’t enough to scare the raven away. The claws sank even harder into her as the bird gripped each time it dropped its head. Her face scrunched up from the pain, tears squeezed out of the corner of her eyes.

Below her, Sweetmeat gasped, subtly squirming. The pet’s predicament was far worse than Smudge’s without the protection of the chastity belt. Did she have nuts in her sex, pushed between her labia? Was she having it pecked at? Something about the relative calmness of the young woman underneath her caused Smudge to think this wasn’t the first time this had happened to her. And the birds had known to come when they had seen the two women tied down. This wasn’t new, only to Smudge.

She could feel the pecks of the beak getting closer to her rosebud as the raven took the nuts one by one. A deep shudder passed through her body and she feared the movement would frighten the bird away, but its claws remained locked into her. The wrath of The Maîtresse was a worse prospect than getting through this ordeal.

Sweetmeat exclaimed again, squirming. Smudge could feel her heavy breathing.

Smudge squealed, eyes wide, as the beak nipped the pucker of her rosebud. That one left a lasting stinging sensation. The bird continued to move, changing its angle to find the best position. It seemed its claws had pricked her everywhere.

“Aiii!” Smudge cried in anguish.

This time she was unable to control herself, leaping up to the limits of her bonds. The raven took off, claws pinching her hard, and was gone. But it had got its prize. The larger nut that Flopsy had lodged in Smudge’s sphincter was gone. The stretched ring of her anus had been bitten in the process and was agony, burning furiously. She writhed, sobbing and shuddering. Sweetmeat was squirming beneath her, moaning. Smudge’s jerking had scared her raven away, too.

It had been horrible, just horrible! She could still feel the claws, the weight of the bird on her bottom even though she knew it had gone.

There was the familiar click of stiletto-heeled footsteps approaching. Smudge heard the distinctive, noisy sound of a maid’s skirts rustling and crackling. Suddenly all the stinging on her bottom intensified dramatically. She cried out and writhed furiously. Flopsy was spraying some liquid onto Smudge and it burned furiously. She smelt the strong odour of antiseptic. She continued to groan in distress. Flopsy put the nozzle against the enema hole and shot the antiseptic directly onto her arsehole. The pain was searing, Smudge squealed again, jerking madly. She heard Flopsy’s girly giggle.

As Smudge started to calm down, panting. She heard the rustle of the paper bag again. The click of something hard against her chastity belt, then her sore sphincter was being pressed again until it parted and another nut was lodged back in place.

“Time to go again.” Flopsy said.

Smudge whined pitifully, horrified.

Please no, not again!

But she didn’t dare say it out loud.


Day Five

Ruby

Today, it was several degrees colder. Ruby was shivering as she waited in the courtyard of the stable, harnessed to a single-seater pony cart. The wind had a cold nip to it, a harbinger of what was to come as autumn supplanted summer. She sucked on her bit impatiently, wanting to get running and warm herself up, but the hobble chain around her ankles ensured she would be going nowhere until somebody else decided otherwise.

Unhappy with the look of Ruby’s training tack, Ms de Raveneaux had requested the pony’s show tack be sent up from Cacklebrook Farm and Ruby had been wearing it since yesterday. All the leather was in a red that matched her hair and tail. It was also peppered with shiny chrome studs shaped as little pyramids. The rings, buckles and other metal parts were also chrome, including the ten buckles on each of her red hoof boots that rose in a line from her ankle to the top of the boot just under the knee, doing away with the conventional laces.

Projecting vertically from the forehead band of her bridle were three feathers, again matching the colour of her hair, and her mane was weaved into a thick braid with a whole line of red latex bows knitted into the twists. She had seen herself in the outfit and knew she looked stunning and didn’t feel out of place anymore amongst the Heron’s Lap show ponies, who were always so immaculately and glamorously turned out. She stood with real, genuine pride, having performed in front of thousands of people in this kit to cheers and applause.

But it wasn’t all good. The breast harness on her show tack was more severe than her training harness and considerably more arduous to wear. At the same time as attempting to pull her tits tight to her chest, the network of straps also shaped them so they looked like the tips of two torpedoes, pointing out in front of her. While they might have looked impressive, the straps cut deeply into her tits and in reshaping them caused huge discomfort, only exacerbated when they bounced as she ran or pranced.

The metal rings surrounding her areola sunk deeply, pushing her nipples forward, making them look huge, and she was sure more sensitive, too. Her tits ached and it would only get worse the longer she was in harness. The outfit was designed for her to perform dressage in competitions and for display purposes. It was not designed for long training runs and splashing through muddy puddles in the woods. She thought her pony boots would be ruined, but that wasn’t her problem.

And they had made a couple of additions to her bridle, much to her dismay. There were now two chains connected to her nose ring, each linked to the bit rings at the side of her mouth, in common with the other ponies in the stable. There was no slack in the chains at all. They were tensioned, perpetually tugging on her septum and there was nothing she could do to alleviate the discomfort. Initially, it had caused her eyes to water, but gradually that was happening less and less, but when her reins were pulled hard and the bit sunk deeper into her mouth, the chains were stretched even further and her eyes would well up.

Then there was a strip of red leather – though it didn’t match the shade of the rest of her tack – wired to the bridle so that it passed right across her eyes and the top of her nose. There was even a little spongy pad stuck on it to stop it chafing the bridge of her nose. Two oblong cut-outs allowed her to peer through the strap, though she literally could only see directly ahead of her. Her blinkers already removed her peripheral vision, but now she couldn’t see up or down to any degree either. She couldn’t even see her tits or nipples.

Her collar held her head in a fixed position, tilted slightly back. This restriction already prevented her from looking down to see where she was stepping. She had to look at the ground a few steps ahead of her to see where she would be needing to place her feet. She did that without thinking after so much practice, but now she couldn’t even see the ground there anymore, either. She had to focus even further ahead. It was hugely disconcerting.

Again, it only brought her into line with the other ponies in the stable, who all had the strap across their eyes, too, actually wider than hers. Both additions only made her life more difficult and she vehemently disliked them. She couldn’t wait to return to her own stable and its familiar ways.

Things were running later today. She was normally out on her morning run by now. This morning all the ponygirls had been given the opportunity to fuck the ponyboys, including her. It had been wonderful to have a real, live cock inside her – a big one, too! She had savoured the experience. There were no ponyboys at Cacklebrook Farm and she didn’t get a real cock inside her often enough for her liking.

The whole arrangement had been rather peculiar. It seemed that there were only two males and she didn’t know exactly how many ponygirls there were in the stable. Most of them were so alike that she couldn’t identify them individually, especially with the straps over their eyes. She thought there were at least eight, not including herself.

The ponyboys had been tied down over frames on their backs with their legs parted. This was in the main common area of the stable, in front of the glass wall that looked out into the courtyard. The ponygirls were backed onto the cocks, mounted onto them, standing. They were allowed to fuck the stallions until they climaxed, however long that took, and then another filly took their place until, presumably, they had all had a turn. The ponyboys must have been given something to keep them hard and they were cumming too. The one Ruby rode had shot his load into her, but another ponygirl had been waiting to replace Ruby once she climaxed.

Before she had mounted the ponyboy, she had been directed to use her mouth first on the stallion’s cock to ensure it was throbbing hard. She still had the taste in her mouth. It had been thick with the juices of at least two other ponygirls who had fucked him before her, and the ponyboy had cum previously, she could taste it.

The meaty prick had felt so good stretching her pussy wide. She had used her hips to full effect, ensuring the cock slid right in to the hilt with every thrust, so warm and full of life. Just the memory of that fuck was stirring her arousal anew. She tried to remember the last time she had been allowed to control the fucking as opposed to being passively fucked. She couldn’t think of it. What a treat it had been. The ponyboy could do little more than lift his hips moderately. She had determined the pace, the force, even chosen when she wanted to climax.

Not that she hadn’t been physically under control. In her full pony tack her motion was severely restricted. She had been held bent over at 90o by her reins, the tension kept on her nipples, the bit pulled deep into her mouth, the port ready to press into the roof of her mouth with the slightest resistance.

How strange that they chose this way to put the ponygirls and ponyboys together.

The ponyboy’s spunk had leaked out of her, down her thigh. No one had wiped it away. She could feel the tightness on the soft skin telling her that it had dried there. It had been a great orgasm.

It wasn’t just the production-line fucking that was different this morning, however. Normally, she was harnessed to the cart and off they went on the run. Today, she had been left here, and beside her to the right the pair of racing ponies waited, too, between the shafts of another cart. To her left was another sulky, so far unoccupied. Something was about to occur.

Positioned as she was, Ruby was only able to look into the corner of the courtyard, where the glass wall met the stone wall, but it did mean that she could see who was coming out of the stable building as they passed across her line of sight. So she had a good, if brief, view as another ponygirl was led out by the head groom, prancing proudly.

Even by Heron’s Lap standards, her outfit was amazing. It could only be Ms de Raveneaux’s pet in her ponygirl persona, the first time Ruby had seen her in this role. The motive of the hexagonal mesh used for Sweetmeat’s body and head cages had been carried over to her pony tack, moulding to her body and face – but the metal was different, if indeed it was metal. It was so shiny it had the appearance of mirrored glass.

All too quickly, the pony was out of Ruby’s eyeline and she was having to remember all the exquisite details she had just glimpsed. Wow! It matched any ponygirl rig she had ever seen.

The unconventional bridle was more of a hybrid helmet. The inflexible band across the pony’s forehead merged into a half-mask that covered the upper parts of her face, shaped to cover her nose right down to the nostrils and her cheekbones. The surface was a mesh of hexagonal-shaped holes, artfully incorporating the eye holes as slanting, curving slashes, carrying the uneven lines of the hexagon around its edges. The blinkers were integrated into the mask, sticking out at right-angles either side of her eyes, the hexagon’s filled, each blinker formed into a larger hexagonal shape and effectively serving its purpose of restricting the pony’s peripheral vision.

Two bands passed across the ponygirl’s bare scalp either side of her mane, front to back, reconnecting with the wider band passing around the top of her head. Her mane was the same brassy bottle-blonde shade with thick black streaks as the other ponygirl’s at Heron’s Lap.

Flat chains connected to the bottom edge of the half-mask led to the bit rings either side of the pony’s mouth and to the septum ring lying on her upper lip. There was no slack in them at all. Further chains linked the septum ring to the bit rings, creating a little triangle shape either side of her nose. Additional chains to the bit rings passed around to the back of her head to secure the assembly in place. There were even two more chains dropping from the bottom of the bit rings and secured to the top of the fearsome collar holding her head fixed in place.

The collar itself must have been constructed around a mould of the pony’s neck. Ruby had never seen such a close-fitting one. It made the neck look so long and skinny and her skin was visible through the holes in the mesh. A curving lip came up under her chin, tilting it up significantly, cupping it, and the top of the collar rose high at the sides, under her ears. The heavy gauge rings through her earlobes were connected by equally sturdy chains to rings on the side of the collar. These were slack, hanging down in a loop, swaying with her movements, making a tinkling sound as they clashed against the collar.

There was even a pair of horse ears, made from the same mesh, that covered most of her real ears, sticking up to a jagged point several inches above her head, glinting crazily as she high-stepped.

Further down, two cups lifted and pushed out her extravagant breasts, the fleshy lower parts bulging through the holes in the mesh. A curving band across the top of each tit connected to the cups, holding them in place as they bounced and rippled, trying to escape. It didn’t look a comfortable arrangement. The breast bondage was integrated into the wide band that nipped in her waist, giving her hourglass curves.

The theme continued right down to the pony’s feet, her pony boots also in part made from the same mesh covering the top of each foot, cupping her shins and calves, all connected by a shiny, stretchy material that allowed the boots to adapt to her constantly flexing ankles and muscles. The ponygirl was an astonishing, truly erotic sight.  It all contributed to a regal air. It was how Ruby imagined a real princess’ ponygirl would look in an X-certificate fairy tale, but it was real!

Ruby heard the clop of the pony’s hoofs on the cobblestones as she was led around to the empty sulky beside her. The way the sound bounced around the four walls of the courtyard was so evocative, she loved that clatter. For a moment the head groom appeared before her, then she was gone again, a tall, willowy blonde in her fifties. Ruby had found her to be stern, intimidating, but not vindictive.

Then she got another glimpse of the ponygirl, much closer this time, just a few feet away, only for a few seconds. She could see the succession of piercings around the rim of the pony’s ear, used to attach the reflective horse ear in place over it. The craftwork of all the mesh accoutrements that made up the outfit was awe-inspiring. The cost must have been astronomical, a serious investment. Money really was no object, apparently.

What had really caught Ruby’s eye was the ponygirl’s nipple bondage. The cups lifting her breasts sat well under her nipples, but a protuberance rose from the centre of each cup, a tongue tipped by a hexagonal hole that was larger than the others in the mesh. It wrapped around her nipple and the teat itself projected through the hole. The rim of the hexagon pushed deeply into the areola surrounding the nipple and had the effect of causing the teat to jut out in an exaggerated manner.

The horizontal bar of each nipple ring, the piece that passed right through the nipple itself, had been replaced by a longer rod, the ends of which extended beyond the ring itself and fitted into little grooves projecting from the hexagon’s rim. This held the nipple perpetually stretched forward, while the areola surrounding it was pushed back. It looked extraordinarily uncomfortable. But this setup also meant that the nipple was held in a fixed position when the breast bounced and rippled with her prancing, continually yanking on it. At the same time, when the reins were pulled, the rings would still respond, twisting and wrenching the teat even further.

Ruby shuddered at the thought of what it must be like to have your nipples under such extreme control, to be that helpless and vulnerable, constantly hurting even as they swelled with arousal and pleasure at the same time, subject to such degrees of agony at the discretion of your driver. It was horrific, but so kinky.

The clopping of the pony’s hoofs was suddenly subsumed within the sound of several others as a large cart entered the courtyard through the arch, the synchronized clashing of the horseshoes onto the cobbles so loud. They got even louder as the cart approached before coming to an abrupt halt. Ruby heard the voices of Ms de Raveneaux and Ilse Vietz. Both had treated her cruelly. She felt her stomach flutter with both dread and excitement.

“Are we ready to go?”

“Yes, Maîtresse.” Ruby recognized the voice of the head groom, she had a distinctive Scandinavian accent.

When Ms Vietz appeared in front of Ruby, she felt her fear and dread rise. She still remembered how hard the woman had driven her on her second day here, how cruel she had been. The woman was a genuine sadist.

“Hello Ruby, don’t you look beautiful in this tack! Much better!”

Her hands grabbed the Ponygirl’s tits, squeezing them hard.

“And these Möpse, so irresistible presented like this! Still showing those lovely marks from Luna’s whip!”

The little V-shaped lines left by the forked tips of her lash were still visible on Ruby’s tits two days later and ached when they were touched.

“I want some chilli oil for her nipples!” The German called out, a twisted smile on her face, eyes gleaming with excitement and venom. They were so cold. Ruby shivered, so scared.

Ms Vietz’s tightly gloved finger squeezed under the new chain from Ruby’s nose ring to her bit ring, then lifted, tugging hard, reflexively bringing tears to the ponygirl’s eyes.

“We don’t want you to be too comfortable now, do we?”

Her thumb lifted Ruby’s upper lip, turning it inside-out, pressing firmly on it.

“If you think you’ll get it easy here because you are only a part-time ponygirl, we’ll show you different. They’ll be no half-measures. We know how to put you in your place.”

Her hand dropped down, deliberately catching the nipple bar, yanking Ruby’s teats, but that wasn’t her target. Her fingers slid between the pony’s legs, rubbing the crotch strap right over her pussy, squeezing the labia trapped underneath, sinking the dildo further into Ruby. The ponygirl moaned, hips twitching uncontrollably.

“See how much you like being under my control? Your cunt doesn’t lie…” The woman’s teeth flashed in glee.

It was true. Even though she was trembling with fear, her arousal was stoked by this treatment. A groom appeared beside the German. She had very large breasts. Ruby was sure she must have been a ponygirl herself at some time, it was the way she moved and carried herself.

“Work it right in to those teats, I want her to really feel it!”

“Yes, Ms Vietz.”

Because of the strap over her eyes, Ruby couldn’t actually see her own tits or nipples. She glimpsed the groom’s hand sheathed in a surgical glove. Then her eyes grew wide and she gasped as she felt first one, then the other of her nipples start to burn furiously. She jerked and squirmed as the sensation continued to get worse. The groom was obeying her orders, stretching and twisting Ruby’s teats, rubbing the oil into every pore, and across the areola.

Ms Vietz was laughing. More tears filled Ruby’s eyes and spilled down her cheeks. She tried to hold her position but it was so hard. With her arms in the reverse-prayer position behind her back, her tits were thrust right out in front of her, completely exposed, offered up for the oil and there was nothing she could do about it, but it hurt so much… And she had to stay still. She shuddered and sobbed, her jerking only curving her spine even more, thrusting them into the fingers of the groom, inviting even more intense handling.

“Good job! Remove her hobble.”

The groom’s fingers were gone, but the searing burn in her nipples was still getting worse. She was panting, whimpering, her breasts wobbling in the straps of her harness as she fought unsuccessfully to stay still. Her arms were tugging at their bonds, desperate to get her hands onto the fire of her scalding teats. It was pure hell… Ruby felt the chain around her ankles being unwound.

“Stop teasing her, Ilse! Let’s get going.” There was mild exasperation in Ms de Raveneaux’s voice.

Finally, Ms Vietz was gone from Ruby’s blurred sight. The pony had to brace against the upward pull of the shafts of the sulky as the woman climbed aboard. Her trembling was getting worse as she remembered how hard the German had worked her the last time, how brutally she had used the whip – her bum was still feeling the effects. She tried to concentrate, be prepared, but she couldn’t ignore the blistering pain on the end of her tits.

“Walk on!” Ms de Raveneaux’s voice directed her pony, who pranced forward and turned across Ruby, passing in front of her, tack flashing and gleaming spectacularly even though the sky was cloudy and there was no direct sunlight.

Ruby saw the back of the ponygirl for the first time. Her arms were locked in the full reverse-prayer position, forearms pressed together all the way down her spine right to the elbows. Each forearm was locked into a cuff from wrist to elbow of the same hexagonal mesh. A series of little padlocks connected the two arms together. The design was so stringent the pony had no movement left in the limbs at all. Even her hands were enclosed in mitts of the same rigid design, fingers pointing directly up behind her head, wrists attached to the back of her collar.

Then Ms de Raveneaux came into view, sat in the sulky, dressed in black leather. Today, her hair was scraped back severely to her scalp, held in a ponytail at the top of her neck.

“Walk on!” This time it was Ms Vietz’s voice.

The reins rippled across Ruby’s shoulders and she high-stepped forward. As Ms Vietz pulled the right-hand rein hard, holding it, the ponygirl’s right nipple was twisted agonizingly, directing her to turn sharply as the pony before had done. This was a different kind of pain to the burn from the pepper oil. She had no trouble distinguishing the two, but one didn’t shut out the other, they combined only to increase the agony even further, but there was no way to physically relieve her distress, unable to move anything above her waist, the only option was obedience. She bit down on the bar between her teeth.

Ruby was steered to follow Ms de Raveneaux’s cart, circling around the courtyard before heading toward the archway exit. Ms Vietz quickly brought Ruby up to a trot to keep pace with the sulky in front. To juxtapose her acute pain and distress, the dildo in her pussy shifted and flexed, diffusing pleasure through her lower body. The contradictory sensations were overwhelming. Ruby was continually blinking, trying to clear the tears from her eyes so she could see clearly. Her crying was causing her nose to run. She could feel the snot sliding out of her nose, over her septum ring and on to her top lip.

In one respect Ruby’s worst fears weren’t realized. She wasn’t taken on a brutal long run as Ms Vietz had done before. In fact, it proved to be the opposite, a short run. Turning left out of the stable, she was brought to a canter down the hill to the lake, where they turned right to travel alongside the lake until they reached the boathouse, where she was brought to a stop alongside Ms de Raveneaux’s cart. The entire journey was only a few hundred yards and she would have enjoyed it but for the hellfire Ms Vietz had unleashed in her nipples.

Momentarily, she allowed her discipline to slip, being slow to adopt her required standing pose, giving in to a natural inclination to lean forward and cower at the ferocious pain. Ms Vietz picked up on it immediately, fizzing her whip across Ruby’s hindquarters, the tip curling around to bite into her hip. It caught the ponygirl by surprise and she came close to taking an extra step forward, which would have brought even greater retribution upon her.

“Position, ponygirl!” The German snapped.

She leapt out of the sulky quite capriciously, rocking the cart and Ruby with it.

“Present yourself properly. Stand straighter. Shoulders back. Push those tits out. Show me how proud you are of them!” The orders were barked one after the other.

Ruby obeyed, but struggled to remain still, quivering from the fierce burn that continued in her nipples and now on her backside, too. Ms Vietz was back in front of her. Ruby’s watery eyes met the sly gleaming eyes of the sadist. There was a wide smile of satisfaction on her face. Her gloved fingers pinched Ruby’s tits under the nipples, where they bulged out of the network of straps that harnessed them tightly. The ponygirl’s teeth sank into the rubber of her bit as she squealed. She sobbed.

From somewhere, several grooms had appeared. Ruby was unhitched from the cart, her reins handed to Ms Vietz, who pulled them through her gloved palm until she was gripping them tightly right underneath Ruby’s bit, able to control the pony effortlessly despite being shorter than her.

“Come along, now.”

The woman yanked on the reins much harder than was necessary, snatching at Ruby’s nipples, pressing the port of her bit hard into the roof of her mouth, dictating the pace that the ponygirl moved forward.

Ms de Raveneaux was already leading her pony onto the jetty, the water reflecting off her tack was an extraordinary sight. Ruby found herself marching after them, her footfalls a muffled thud on the wooden planks. She wondered what the hell was going on.

The boathouse was to the left, the entrance about ten yards down the jetty. She had passed it several times on her runs but never stopped here before. But they continued on beyond that building. The jetty jutted out about thirty yards into the lake. There was another wooden building at the end and they were headed toward that. She briefly glimpsed a long pole mounted on a post, positioned right next to the jetty. She was sure there had been a seat at the end of the pole. Was it a ducking stool? That was soon passed as well. When they reached the end, she was led inside.

She was struggling enough with her vision as it was, so the darkness of the interior only caused disorientation for some moments after the brightness outside. With her limited eyeline it was difficult to adjust and understand what she was seeing. There was water around her, no floor to the building, only walkways. There was some kind of archaic contraption in the centre, mostly made out of wood, wheels and shafts. Two of the walls had huge windows looking out onto the lake and these were the only source of light.

Her heart skipped a beat as she briefly glimpsed a female form suspended upside down over the water. It was so quick and the lighting problematic it took some time to process what she had seen. A bald head hanging about a foot above the water, black latex shimmering, the distinctive Heron’s Lap chastity belt. A bare bottom littered with the welts from a severe caning. Shiny, thigh-booted legs split far apart so the figure formed a shallow Y-shape.

Ruby was led on down a walkway, still helplessly squirming from the pain of the chilli juice rubbed into her nipples. The pain had not abated at all. She was eventually brought to a stop beside the apparatus, turned to face it. She got another peek at Ms de Raveneaux’s pony, who was standing beside her. There was the clatter of more hoofs the other side of her. blinking aside her tears, she realized she was facing an old-fashioned treadmill, a horizontal shaft with steps cut into it. Pony hoofs marching on the steps would turn the shaft, powering the contraption, whatever it was.

Ms Vietz smacked Ruby’s left buttock hard. Meanwhile, a groom reached past the ponygirl, casually brushing her tit. She heard the rattle of chains, the click as they were locked onto the sturdy rings on the shoulders of her harness. Though she couldn’t see down, Ruby was pretty sure there was water directly in front of her, between her and the treadmill. She soon found out.

She was shoved from behind, surely by Ms Vietz, forced to step forward, her hoof dropping into space, her other foot quickly following after. She squealed in fear, hanging from the chains to her shoulders, swinging. Her feet scrabbled desperately and she finally managed to get her hoofs onto the treadmill, which was currently locked in place. She stood upright, panting, sobbing. She could feel the snot from her nose covering her lower face, mixing with the drool seeping from her bitted mouth. She instinctively tugged at her bound hands. Her nipples continued to burn like they had been set on fire.

There was a succession of tugs on her reins, then they were still, but the leather remained tensioned slightly, giving her little wiggle room. She was sure they had been fastened to something above her head. Her hips flinched as a gloved fingertip pressed on the fresh welt that Ms Vietz had inflicted on Ruby’s bottom just a short while ago, tracing its length right to the tenderest point, where the tip had caught her hip. Despite everything, Ruby was still turned on, feeling the dildo inside as she twitched, needing to cum again already, despite the satisfaction of the fuck earlier in the morning.

“You do mark up so beautifully, Ruby. You are just made for the whip!” Ms Vietz said.

“Yes, surely.” Ms de Raveneaux agreed.

Then Ruby heard footsteps retreating. All she could see was the top of the treadmill - the steps curling over – and the bare wooden wall behind. She could hear voices, but only a few of the words. She heard Smudge’s name, the maid involved in the incident yesterday. That was what this was all about. That was who was suspended over the water. Despite her own predicament, Ruby shivered. She wouldn’t want to be in the maid’s boots right now.

She waited, feeling so vulnerable and helpless, eyes closed. Occasionally, she could hear the water lapping underneath her. Her shoulders ached, her nose smarted. The whip mark on her bottom throbbed, but all those paled in comparison to the fire in her nipples caused by the chilli juice. She took heavy breaths, trying to control the pain, but there was nothing she could do to alleviate her suffering.

Suddenly a bell sounded. It was an old-fashioned chime, the clapper striking the cup from a manual action, the note ringing loudly. There were footsteps behind her again, on the walkway. Seconds later, the lock on the treadmill was released and the step underneath her feet gave way. For a moment she was hanging from the chains again, scrabbling to get her hoofs onto the next step which also immediately fell away. She heard the fizz of a whip a split second before it sliced into her buttocks, low down, unleashing agony.

It didn’t help, throwing her concentration, but was still followed by another, and then yet another. She sobbed and squealed, writhing, struggling to find the way to correctly ride the treadmill, to get a foot onto the step, the other on to the next, prancing on the spot until she was helping to turn the mill with the other ponygirls alongside her.

The pace required was being beaten out on a drum and once she was following it the whipping stopped. Her bottom was blazing. The strokes had been really hard and she was certain this whip was heavier than the normal cart whip she was used to.

But Ruby quickly realized this was going to be very hard work. The movement of the treadmill ensured that both legs were in constant motion, one foot falling as the other had to be raised for the next step, and raised high. It wasn’t a natural, comfortable gait at all and it occurred to her it wasn’t designed for use with her hinged pony hoofs that needed more space for each step. It was a real struggle. But it generated a whole new sensation for the dildo and butt-plug buried inside her, moving them more actively, pleasuring and titillating. She shuddered with joy even as she was still weeping from the pain.

She could hear the rhythmic groan of the mechanism that was moving in response to the treadmill. There was splashing of water coming from both sides of the building, louder to her left, even the water directly beneath her was now disturbed. She occasionally heard the whip and flinched, but it wasn’t her being struck. There was also another sound, a sharp retort coming at regular intervals.

After some minutes, the drumbeats increased their speed, forcing her to march faster to avoid the whip. Her legs were getting heavy, muscles starting to ache. This was much more tiring than pulling a cart. She was breathing heavily. She began to flag. She could hear the whip fizzing through the air with increasing frequency, she wasn’t the only one struggling, but that was small consolation as she felt the lash cut low into her bottom yet again, the pain atrocious, forcing more out of her as she slammed her hoofs down in a vain, desperate effort to avoid another stroke.

But at the same time, the increased pace only heightened the stimulation from the plugs in her pussy and arse. They were caressing her so sensually, kissing her G-spot, stretching and rubbing her sphincter. The crotch band of her harness moved back and forth against her sex lips, massaging them. It was exhilarating. Her arousal surged in tandem with the pain and discomfort, driving her on.

Her mouth fought the punitive bit, her wrists pulled at their severe bondage. She felt every restriction her tack imposed upon her, leaving her so powerless, so controlled. She felt all the pain, the cruelty imposed upon her. Her legs continued to drive down on the steps, turning the treadmill, though her thighs were now screaming in agony. It continued on.

Then she felt that familiar, potent surge, her orgasm rising. She howled as the climax hit her, squirming, writhing, enveloped in ecstasy and agony simultaneously. It was overwhelming, euphoric and horrific at the same time. It was so intense, so forceful…

Smudge

The other maids had warned her about the millhouse. It was a place she never wanted to see the inside of. It was at the end of a jetty, stuck out in the middle of the lake. In the distant past it had served a dual purpose, used to turn the estate’s crops into flour and to draw water from the lake to be taken to the fields and gardens for irrigation. Neither of those capabilities had been required for many a year. Instead, the milling machine had been adapted to suit the proclivities of successive matriarchs. These days, it was used for the most punitive of punishments. No one wanted to be sent to the millhouse.

Yet here she was, learning why that was so, suspended by her ankles, hanging upside down, the surface of the lake lapping just below her head. Her feet were stretched wide apart, the strain on her thighs and groin a torment. If she had been capable of doing the splits she was sure she would be bound that way, but they had found her limit and with every passing minute the ache got worse.

Her heavy skirts and apron had been removed, baring her bottom, the top half of her thighs (her boots had been left on) and her chastity belt. She had received a severe caning yesterday afternoon, and another this morning. Her buttocks throbbed with fiery pain. Both chastisements had been administered by The Maîtresse and she had struck really low on both occasions, working on the under-hang of Smudge’s cheeks and the groove where they merged with her thighs. Countless strokes clustered on top of each other, so raw and tender.

Her wimple and veil had also been removed. Compared to her other problems, this should have been inconsequential, but for Smudge it was mortifying. No one other than her fellow maids had seen her bald head before, but the millhouse was crowded with people. The humiliation of her shaved scalp, how ugly she looked without hair, was there for all to see.

She still wore the rest of her uniform, the skintight latex bodice and the corset that held her waist in its iron grip. Her bare, unsupported, heavy breasts were also starting to ache, drooping unnaturally toward her throat from her inverted position. A thick leather collar had been buckled closely around her neck, to which her cuffed wrists were fastened at the back, arms bent uncomfortably behind her.

She was trembling, terrified. When she wept, her tears flowed onto her forehead, not her cheeks.  But despite the massive discomfort, her sex was still burning hot, still wet, betraying her. She continued to relive the moment that had caused all this, those few seconds. How she regretted it. As she swung gently back and forth, she wished she could turn the clock back, stop the incident from happening. Everything would be back to normal.

It had been petulance. Yesterday, she had been required to set up the artist’s paraphernalia on the roof again, on her own. She was so hot and uncomfortable inside the heavy rubber of her uniform. The gear had to be brought down from an upstairs room in the main part of the house. There was no lift, she had to carry it down the stairs an item at a time. While she could use a trolly and the lift to get the stuff to The Maîtresse’s tower bedchamber, it then had to be carried back up a flight of stairs to the roof by hand again.

She had been sweltering, burning up inside the latex. Her feet in the ultra-high heels were killing her. She had been seething with resentment at the injustice of it. It was so unfair to expect her to do all this by herself!

Why hadn’t she stopped for a moment, taken a breath, calmed herself down, regained her composure? That was all it had needed. Instead, she had turned about more violently than she had intended, the movement careless and uncontrolled, all her frustration had been transferred to the heavy, multi-layered full-length skirts.

The unwieldy skirts had swung around unchecked, catching one of the legs of the easel, upending it. She had placed the painting on the wooden frame only moments ago. It toppled with the easel. Both crashed onto the flagstones. The corner of the painting’s frame bounced off the stone, the artwork travelling further through the air, eventually landing face down and sliding across the floor. Fortunately, the silky sheet that was draped over the canvas when Smudge brought the painting up every day was still covering the picture.

Miss Lee, who had only just arrived on the roof, screamed in horror and disbelief. The Maîtresse, standing at the top of the stairs, had witnessed the entire incident. There had been a moment of silence and stillness, everyone frozen in shock, then the ravens had started hollering loudly.

Back in The Maîtresse’s bedchamber, Smudge had been on her knees, bent right over, her lips pressed to The Maîtresse’s booted foot. Her skirts had fallen forward, presenting her bare backside. There had been no ranting and raving from Ms de Raveneaux, no raised voice at all, only an ominous, pregnant silence interspersed with an occasional, softly spoken word. Everyone seemed in shock.

“How disappointing.” The Maîtresse said eventually. “We’ve given you this wonderful opportunity to serve us here, and this is how you reward us, with the kind of oafish indiscipline, lack of attention and carelessness that we would expect from any lazy, indifferent, self-absorbed little tart we could pick up on any street in the vanilla world.”

“I’m so deeply sorry, Maîtresse. I humbly beg forgiveness!” Smudge hadn’t known what to say, how to behave. She was so scared, so distressed. She had showered The Maîtresse’s boot with kisses.

“Words come cheap, Smudge, actions speak louder. What of the contempt shown for my portrait, given to your care? Do you think so little of me?”

“Please don’t think that, Maîtresse! I couldn’t hold you in higher esteem, My Lady, please believe me!”

“Kneel up!”

Smudge’s corset groaned, her latex snapped and crackled as she raised her torso, sitting back on her heels, pulling her shoulders back and pushing her breasts as far forward as she could.

“Cross your wrists behind your back.”

The knuckles of The Maîtresse’s leather clad fingers dragged across the maid’s cheek, causing her to shiver. How she craved physical contact from The Maîtresse, but not like this.

“Perhaps it is best to terminate your contract of employment…”

A shockwave of horror had crashed through Smudge’s mind. The words were like a knife to her heart. No, no, no, this couldn’t be happening! Tears had welled up in her eyes, spilled down onto her cheeks.

Please Maîtresse… I want to stay and serve you… Please give me another chance to prove I am worthy!” Her voice had choked as she sobbed.

She raised her eyes, meeting the cold but beautiful gaze of The Maîtresse. They stared at each other for a long moment, both searching, but for different things.

“The option to leave is offered as a kindness, Smudge. For if you are to stay, the discipline you will be subjected to could well be too much for you to cope with. I am not disposed to be forgiving in this matter, if for no other reason than the example it would set to other members of staff, quite apart from my personal hurt at your blatantly disrespectful behaviour.”

Smudge had shuddered at The Maîtresse’s words. Her lips were trembling as she formed her reply.

“I understand, Maîtresse, but I willingly submit to any punishment you deem appropriate… May my suffering be my gift to you, dedicated to you as an assurance of my devotion.”

The Maîtresse’s eyes had grown wide at the maid’s response, as if surprised. But it had only been for a moment before she regained her regal poise. Smudge felt a terror deep in her belly. Her trembling had got worse. What had she just done? What had she brought upon herself?

She had soon had an inkling. Her head had once more lowered to the floor, her backside was raised high. The Maîtresse had caned her hard and long, much more severe than any she had received before. And Smudge had to be true to her word, holding her position without restraints as she received pain greater than she had ever known.

Close to a sleepless night had followed. She had seen Mopsy forced to spend the night in a scold’s bridle once before for being judged as speaking out of turn. Last night, it had been Smudge locked into the device. That it was a head cage was the only thing it had in common with Sweetmeat’s crafted work of art. It looked like the real thing from hundreds of years ago (maybe it was.) It was crudely made and designed to fit any woman’s head. The metal had browned, had rust spots on it.

The bars were two inches wide. The incorporated collar locked with a padlock and sat loosely and uncomfortably on her collarbone. No part of the actual cage touched her head, it was too big, except when she lay down in bed, when it pressed against her skull. The gaps between the bars were large. The only adjustable part of it was the mouthpiece, which fitted into one of four slots to line up with the occupant’s mouth. This was clean, shiny metal and looked like a modern replacement.

The mouthpiece was on a spring, so the front of the cage could be pressed against her face without forcing the bit in the mouth to the back of the throat. It attached to her tongue piercing, keeping the flat metal covering her tongue, leaving it virtually immobile. It tasted foul, but all she could do was suck on it. She was afraid to put too much pressure on it with her teeth in case they broke. Wearing it was a thoroughly miserable experience, sleeping in it near impossible, though she had dozed off a few times from sheer exhaustion.

As if her skinned buttocks and the scold’s bridle weren’t enough deterrent to sleeping, heavy clamps had been screwed down on her nipples and a thin probe inserted through the enema hole in her chastity belt into her bumhole. The backend of the probe locked into the chastity belt, the front end – which had a diameter of no more than half an inch – sat several inches up her bowel. It was OK if she found the correct position to lay in and didn’t move, but whenever she did the probe would press uncomfortably against her colon.

Morning had brought no respite. She had been summoned again to The Maîtresse’s bedchamber to be caned once more, this time standing, leaning forward with her hands against the wall and her bottom thrust out behind her. Again, she had to maintain her position without restraints, The Maîtresse holding Smudge to her word, testing her to her limit.

She couldn’t deny that all this had made her think about her life before she had come to Heron’s Lap. Kiara Fosdyke had lived in a world of normal people. A place where perfection was not required every minute of every day, where a mistake was greeted with compassion and forbearance, where she had autonomy over her body. Who would choose this hell over that… A pervert like her, that was who… She wanted to be Smudge… She didn’t want to be Kiara ever again. Whatever it took to convince The Maîtresse of her commitment, her fealty, she would do. But it was so hard…

She sobbed, fresh tears welling. The pull on her ankles, thighs and groin from the suspension was atrocious. The fire from her skinned buttocks was unrelenting. She was so tired and afraid. What the hell would be done to her next? She had to find the strength and courage for what was to come, for it was surely going to be worse than what had occurred already.

Smudge didn’t have to wait long to find out… And it was beyond her wildest nightmares…

The mill mechanism groaned as it suddenly began to turn. It sounded like thunder rippling across the sky. Straight away, Smudge felt herself dropping, slowly but steadily. Her head was so close to the water it was quickly submerging, the cold on her bare scalp a shock. She experienced complete panic and terror, didn’t think cogently enough to take a deep breath, even. In no time, her whole head was under the freezing lake water. She thrashed instinctively, tried to bend herself upward, but she was continuing to drop. Her shoulders, bare breasts went under, still she was going down.

Her bottom, crotch and thighs submerged. She didn’t have enough air. She thought she was going to drown. Her thrashing only put further strain on her ankles, thighs and groin, pain lancing through her. Her chest felt so tight. It was terrifying.

Then she was moving up again, but it was so long before her mouth and nose were clear of the water. Coughing, spluttering, she sucked air into her desperate lungs. It was so cold, she was shivering. But in no time she was dropping again. She experienced pure panic once more, trying to grab as much air as she could. Slowly she sunk down again, was enveloped in the cold liquidity. Her wrists pulled madly at their cuffs, she writhed, both futile wastes of energy. Her lungs burned and she feared she would drown.

It seemed so much time was passing with her under the water. She sobbed, bubbles escaping her mouth. She was rising again but it was so slowly. At last her face was clear again. She coughed, water shooting from her mouth and nose. There was so little time. Her chest heaved as she took deep breaths, filled her lungs before again the chill of the lake claimed her head once more.

Gradually the panic and terror subsided as she accommodated to the cycle of motion, able to judge how long her head would be under, how much time she had once her mouth and nose cleared the water. She wasn’t under long enough to drown. The initial shock abated. She calmed herself. Every time she was submerged the wait was interminable before her head was lifted free again, her access to the air so brief. The bone-chilling cold didn’t lessen, however. The remains of her uniform didn’t offer much protection.

Then, just as she was starting to cope with the situation, fire erupted across her thigh, catching her completely by surprise. It happened as it emerged from the lake. Seconds later, her other thigh was burning furiously, too. She found herself releasing her breath too early, blowing bubbles. The agony was atrocious, She wriggled frantically, her mind enveloped in the red mist of pain, unable to think.

As her face came out of the water, she tried to shake and blink the water from her eyes to see what was happening. She glimpsed the silhouettes of The Maîtresse and Ms Vietz standing on the walkway beside her, their distinctive postures allowing them to be identified. The Maîtresse’s svelte figure, the way she stood, the angle of her head, it was so familiar. Ms Vietz so tall and rangy, the slightest of stoops to her angular shoulders, idiosyncratic. Smudge thought she had seen Ms Vietz holding a bouquet of flowers, she was nonplussed.

Ms Vietz was waving them at her. What the hell..! The bouquet brushed across her breasts, but no harder than a feather duster, but in their wake they left a fiery sting, a fierce furious burning. As her head penetrated the surface of the lake again, the maid realized she had been stung with nettles, there were no flowers…

She felt the rise of the panic and terror again. She was breathless under the water, recommenced her futile struggling. There was nothing she could do, her legs were split so wide apart, strapped in place, her thighs and groin an easy target, her big breasts sitting ducks. For once she was thankful for the chastity belt protecting her sex!

She was rising again, her thighs under for only a few seconds. She felt the nettles sweeping across the soft skin of her inner thighs, it was like being stabbed with a thousand needles. She blew out more bubbles, screaming into the water. She gasped for air as her mouth emerged. Trying to clear her eyes, she briefly saw the bunch of nettles descending again, dragging across her nipples, the burning ignited anew. It was pure hell.

This time when she was under she was spun around on the chains suspending her. As she emerged she was facing away from Ms Vietz’s nettles. Her heavily welted, skinned buttocks presented to the torture. The pain was beyond comprehension. She was in a haze of agony and disbelief, shuddering and writhing.

There was no quick resolution to the anguish. Time and again she cycled up and down to the turn of the mill, each time she rose out of the lake, she was assaulted by the nettles. Spun back to face her tormentors, Ms Vietz became more forceful, whipping the nettles down onto her thighs and breasts. Smudge became too tired to fight, she had to concentrate on getting her breathing right, on managing the pain.

Then there was a sudden increase in the speed of the mill’s rotation. The rumble was so loud. She was rising and falling considerably faster. She could breathe more frequently, but the time she had to do it was shorter. Through the haze of her pain and tear-filled eyes she saw Ms Vietz had stood back, the nettles hanging at her side. Instead, The Maîtresse was now animated, wielding a long, wide, heavy strap.

As Smudge emerged on the next cycle, The Maîtresse unleased the implement onto her wet and thoroughly nettle-stung thighs. Each contact sounded like a rifle shot. The pain was abominable, inducing Smudge to fight her bonds again. As her breasts rose out, the strap slammed into them, the force enough to cause them to dance violently, pulling painfully on her chest. It was hurting so much more than a strap should. Was it just her enflamed skin and the wetness responsible, or was there something else making it so bad?

The milling crank continued to turn relentlessly, groaning, growling, dipping her in and out of the chilly lake water and The Maîtresse was striking the maid with such venom, interspersed with the occasional interjection from Ms Vietz and her nettles… Smudge had to be strong… Had to prove herself to The Maîtresse… But it was so hard… Would this hell never end…


Day Seven

Kara

She had seen plenty of amazing sights, but Kara had never lost the capacity to be shocked, and so it was again as she studied Yala. The lithe, pale-skinned blonde had been turned into a truly exotic creature and Kara found it hard to take her gaze from her. With her artist’s eye, she took in every detail of Yala’s appearance, of the image she presented.

Conscious that she was being stared at, the young woman turned her head slightly and looked back at Kara. She was wearing contact lenses that gave her silvery lizard eyes, narrow black pupils that made the hair on Kara’s neck stand up. They only enhanced Yala’s outlandish vibe, but didn’t disguise the boldness, the challenge in the look, which was an unexpected and slightly incongruous trait in a submissive.

Clearly used to the wide-eyed stares of the dumbfounded, there was no shame at all, no self-consciousness at the attention she instantly drew, only a deeply apparent pride, an obvious pleasure in the reactions she elicited that almost bordered on condescension. She was special and she knew it. More special than anyone else. This was a woman comfortable in her shockingly modified body and being under the full control of another human being.

Her long hair was micro-braided into cornrows in the shape of a palm leaf, fanning back from her forehead. There was something metallic woven into the braids that glinted under the artificial lights. Some of the braids were woven into a raised, curved piece of metal that sat across the top of her head. It looked like a handle, just the right size and shape to be grabbed and used to control her. The rest of her hair hung down her back, right to the waist. The last six inches of the length were laced with chromium beads that rattled and clicked together with her slightest movement, shimmering. A striking sight.

The theme of the palm leaf continued on her forehead. Somehow, little bumps had been created under her skin, three rows curved out each side from the top of her nose like extra elongated eyebrows, following the line of the originals. Each bump was very small. Two more of these lines curved down from outside her eyes, down her cheek underneath the cheekbone, then curled around into a swirl in the centre of each cheek. They looked beautiful, but it was an extreme modification of her face, Kara had never seen it before.

Neither had she seen anything like the metal incorporated into Yala’s nose. There was a sturdy barbell piercing right through the top of her nose, right between the eyes, and an even thicker bar lower down that passed through the flesher parts of her nostrils and her septum. There were sizable balls on each end of the bars and a piece of flat metal shaped to the contours of her nose connected the higher and lower barbell on each side.

Clearly tailor-made specifically for her, the flat metal continued right to the rim of her nostrils, curving up inside them where it morphed into two cones that held the nostrils slightly flared. Kara couldn’t see how far up into the nose the cones went. The apparatus was completed with a ring that sat at right-angles to her upper lip between her nostrils, the edge pressing in to it, sticking out. There was a sturdy chain connected to the ring, about three feet long, that looped down in front of her, the end terminating in a leather band that was around her mistress’ wrist.

The invasive nature of the piece had caused a shiver to pass through Kara as she imagined what it must be like for Yala to have her nose confined in such a thing, be subjected to such intimate control. What must it feel like when the leash was tugged?

As if that wasn’t enough, the submissive’s full lips were pierced multiple times, a succession of rings embedded in each lip so tightly that the plump flesh bulged out either side of the metal. There were ten in each lip, carefully placed so that when Yala closed her mouth each ring touched the opposing lip without the clash of metal on metal.

It all served to make the young woman freakishly, shockingly bizarre, but at the same time, the modifications created a strange kind of beauty. They were so stylish. Her face was an erotic vision.

That wasn’t the end of her barbaric adornments. There were a succession of heavy metal rings around her neck, each sitting on top of the other, close-fitting to her throat. There were five in all. They left enough room under her chin for her to be able to move her head somewhat, but were still considerably restrictive.

Her bare breasts were modest in size, but shapely. They too had the little bumps under the skin, forming a swirling pattern that began on the edge of her areola, curling around to form three concentric circles that covered most of each breast. Each nipple was fixed in a nipple-stretcher, a circular frame pressing into her areola into which the bar piercing each nipple slotted, elongating each teat and holding it extended about an inch-and-a-half out from each breast, distended. They didn’t look at all comfortable.

There was also a curved metal band around her waist about six inches wide, the narrow centre nipping her midriff in sharply, brutally, to give her a genuine wasp-waist. Each upper arm had a spiral cuff that curved around three times. There was a chain connecting them together that passed behind her, short enough to prevent her from moving her elbows in front of her body. Her forearms had matching spiral cuffs, these curving around five times from the crook of the elbow to the wrist, where another chain connected these together, only this time in front of her body. The chain was two feet long, enough to give her some limited freedom of movement.

And her feet were locked into a remarkable pair of ultra-high heeled roman sandals made nearly entirely out of the same metal that adorned the rest of her, a muted silvery colour. Steeply arched by the narrow stiletto heel, there were individual rings to hold each toe in place at the tip of the insole (again, it had to be custom-made to fit the way it did.) There was an integrated cuff that locked just above the ankle with a little padlock dangling from the clasp, ensuring she could not remove them of her own volition.

From the back of the cuff another spiral of metal curled multiple times around each leg, reaching up to just below her knees. There, another chain connected the two sandals together, about a foot in length, restricting her steps when walking. She was a stunning spectacle, exotic and erotic and Kara found herself fantasizing about making love to her, what it would feel like to kiss her, to run her fingers over the curving lines raised under her skin.

Yala was on her knees on the floor beside her mistress, knees spread as wide apart as the chain beneath them would let her, hands resting high on her thighs – as far forward as she could place them. There was a ring on each of her fingers and thumbs, each connected to the next by a short chain which restricted how far apart she could spread them. Her head was held high and radiated pride.

Her mistress was laying on a long sofa, propped up on some cushions. Ms de Raveneaux’s guest was called Thema. She was a stunning black woman not much older than Kara herself. She had razor sharp cheekbones and a large mouth with gleaming white teeth. Her dark eyes were full of sparkle and mischief and every time she looked at Kara, the artist’s stomach did somersaults and a shiver ran down her spine, even while her pussy heated up. The young woman was scary. Her hair was styled in cornrows that fell behind her to the bottom of her neck, adding emphasis to her high forehead.

Kara had been working all afternoon on Ms de Raveneaux’s portrait. It was close to being finished, but this evening she had been brought down to the drawing room in the main part of the house. It was the first time she had been in this room. The walls were white marble, the floor black marble, as was the large fireplace which had a fire burning in the hearth. It was very warm, too warm for Kara in her latex. It all looked and smelt very new and was out of character with the rest of the house that she had seen, which had a tired and old-fashioned air about it, like nothing had been changed for decades.

Two long, black leather and chrome sofas sat at angles to the fireplace, facing it, each placed on shaggy white rugs. Thema occupied one, Ms de Raveneaux was lounging in a similar position on the other. Sweetmeat was on all fours on the floor beside her, currently being used as a coffee table. Kara had seen this arrangement before.

There was a glass tabletop that lay across the pet, resting on her buttocks and shoulders. There was a chrome band three inches high attached to one end of the tabletop and which was locked around Sweetmeat’s neck. At the other end, a curving chrome projection protruded from the underside of the glass, splitting Sweetmeat’s buttocks apart and disappearing into her bumhole. Her sphincter, stretched to at least a two inch diameter, was highly prominent. Both attachments served to hold the tabletop in place.

Kara knew that the anal plug was electrified. The table had to be kept flat or it released a shock to the plug. The greater the tilt from the horizontal, the harder the shock. It was an effective method to ensure the person mounted to it stayed still and steady. Currently on the tabletop there was an empty coffee cup with saucer and a glass tumbler that was a third full.

Sweetmeat was wearing another of her striking catsuits, this one in a gorgeous bronze colour. Its surface was textured with what looked like hundreds of little oblong pads that formed geometric patterns. Circular holes at the tips of her breasts allowed her nipples to poke through, swollen from the restrictive ring that closed around the base of each. Attached to her nipple rings were chains. At the end of each chain oval weights swayed slightly back and forth, the load enough to pull her breasts into a conical shape and to severely stretch and distend her nipples.

Her feet had been contorted into knee-high ballet boots – something Kara had commonly seen the woman in. The latex helmet enveloping her head matched the catsuit and had a gap for her mouth and nostril holes, but no way for her to see out. On top of this her head cage was locked.

Another weight was hanging from a chain that disappeared into the pet’s sex. There was also a small dildo stuck half in and half out of the pussy. A fourth weight had its chain clipped to her septum ring through the hexagonal mesh of the head cage. This one swung more animatedly than the others, more difficult to hold still. Sweetmeat was making a good job of remaining motionless, but she had plenty of incentives to keep her mind focused.

The two dominant women were playing a game. Each held a toy pistol that was loaded with pellets. The targets were two of the maids – as Flopsy was standing to one side ready to serve, it had to be Mopsy and Smudge who were on their knees either side of the fireplace. Both were bent right over, heads pressed into the place where the wall met the floor, bottoms thrust up and out. Both women were hidden under the gleaming black latex of their uniforms and it would have been impossible to tell which was which, except Smudge’s bare skin displayed the marks of her punishment for knocking over Kara’s painting three days ago.

As well as the now purple cane marks across the bottom of her buttocks, her thighs had been worked over with a particularly heinous strap that had myriad hard little nodules across its surface. Each nodule had left a distinctive round, raised lesion where it had contacted the skin, now also turning a purply black as the swelling slowly subsided. Both thighs, especially the soft-skinned inner slopes were covered in the spots, in places clustered on top of each other.

Smudge had paid a terrible price for her clumsiness. Initially, Kara had wanted the maid to be punished, all her hard work had nearly been ruined. But in truth there had been only minor damage to the painting that had only taken a few minutes to correct. The corner of the frame was bashed and misshapen, but that would be hidden once the portrait had been framed. Kara didn’t wish the kind of suffering Smudge had received on anyone, especially someone so innocuous as the young maid.

Both maids had roughhewn targets painted on their bottoms, an uneven red circle encompassing their entire buttocks and a smaller blue circle three inches across in the middle. The bull’s eye was the enema-tube hole in their chastity belts. Firing a pellet through the hole into the rosebud earned ten points, while a hit inside the blue circle earned two points, inside the red just one point. A ricochet off the chastity belt scored nothing if it didn’t leave a mark on the skin inside the target areas.

Smudge’s bad luck was continuing. She was the target for Ms de Raveneaux’s guest and Thema was a much better shot than The Maîtresse. Six of her eight shots were within the blue circle, clustered on the inner-slopes of the maid’s bottom cheeks, close to the metal band that bifurcated them. One pellet had bounced off the belt without leaving a visible mark and one had hit just outside the blue zone, almost touching the line, but not quite.

Each pellet hit left a vivid red mark, very distinctive, that immediately swelled up into an angry little puce coloured lump. It was clear that each hit was intensely painful. Smudge had been warned twice to stay still, but was finding it very difficult, especially immediately after each impact.

Ms de Raveneaux’s shooting was wayward and she gave the impression that she wasn’t taking the game terribly seriously. Only three pellets had struck inside the blue circle on Mopsy’s pale backside. One had ricocheted off the belt, though not necessarily close to the bull’s eye, and another three had hit inside the red circle – one right on the line itself, close to Mopsy’s hip. That one had caused even the experienced and fully-trained maid to jump. One shot had missed altogether and was buried somewhere amongst Mopsy’s heavy rubber skirts.

Kara was standing between the two sofas, facing the fireplace, within the eyeline of both lounging women. She had been fetched down by Flopsy, interrupting her work, which she found slightly frustrating, but the ambience of cruelty and salaciousness that permeated the room held her gripped by the familiar emotions of fear and lust in equal measure. The blood was pumping through her veins in anticipation of what would happen to her, even though she didn’t know.

She had been there some time, largely ignored except for the occasional glance from either woman, running their eyes appreciatively over her displayed body. She had been posed with one foot slightly in front of the other, the front one pointing forward, the rear one at an angle and with her hands clasped behind her back. Her spine was curved to thrust out her tits and her arse, both of which were bare. She didn’t know if it was because of Ms de Raveneaux’s visitor, but she had been dressed in a different outfit today, instead of her catsuit.

Still in her five-and-a-half-inch high stiletto-heeled, knee-high boots, she was wearing rubber stockings that attached to suspenders from her corset. Like arm-length gloves, she particularly disliked latex stockings, finding them exceptionally uncomfortable. Fitting so tightly, they made her legs burn and it only got worse the longer she wore them – and she had already been in them for six or seven hours straight. They were high-fitting as well, almost reaching her crotch.

Conversely, she was used to the feeling of being rigorously corseted and the pain and discomfort that came from it. Strangely, despite being technically more uncomfortable than the stockings, she was able to bear this garment more easily, even getting a peculiar succour from the control it imposed on her body, a literal manifestation of the dominance to which she was perpetually subject.

There was also a short bolero jacket that framed her tits but left them exposed. It had long sleeves and a high, stiff collar that buckled closed under her chin. As usual, all the items were in her signature bright red to match her dyed hair. So far, she had been nothing but a decoration for the room.

The weather hadn’t been so good today. Windy, with intermittent showers – she had got soaked on her morning ponygirl run – she hadn’t been able to use the roof, instead ensconced in the upstairs room that had been assigned to her in the main part of the house. It wasn’t a problem, the painting was well advanced now and she had photos to work from, as well. It would be nice to have one final session on the roof but it wasn’t absolutely necessary.

Ms de Raveneaux had brought her guest up to show Kara working. Thema had looked at the painting, while The Maîtresse hadn’t, not interested in seeing it until it was finished. That had been a few hours ago and was the first time Kara had seen Yala. Being led by the chain to her elaborate nose piece, she had strutted around proudly, even narcissistically. At that time she had been wearing a chainmail cape that fell almost to her ankles. The metal beads in her micro-braids clashed noisily against the back of the cape.

Thema and Ms de Raveneaux were very relaxed with each other, having obvious chemistry, touching one another affectionately. Kara had wondered if there was anything sexual between them. When you looked at how they both presented their pets, you could see that they shared a similar erotic aesthetic.

Thema took aim again with her gun, this time taking even more time over the shot, carefully lining it up. The gun made a distinctive noise when the trigger was pressed, not at all like the sound of a real pistol, more of a snappy sound. Smudge flinched, expecting additional pain, but the pinging noise told that the pellet had deflected off the chastity belt again. It hit the ceiling and landed on the rug a few feet in front of the maid, the pellet’s light grey colour distinct against the white shag.

“Damn! I thought I had it that time!” The lady had a cut-glass English accent that spoke of an expensive education.

The loud rustle and snapping of Flopsy’s uniform drowned out the crackle of the fire as she moved across the room to retrieve the pellet. She bent over from the hips without bending her knees. Her skirts fell forward to reveal her pale backside and thighs. There was one red line that passed across both cheeks just underneath their apex. Kara recognized the mark of a cane strike, she guessed about a day old. There was no question that the maid’s uniform was super-sexy.

After that incident, Ms de Raveneaux decided it would be best for Kara and Flopsy to wear safety goggles as a precaution, and Thema assented to a pair for Yala, too. Flopsy was sent to get them. Ms de Raveneaux took her next shot before the maid had returned. It struck right on the blue line on Mopsy’s bottom, causing her to jerk, but she remained silent. Kara could see the contusion start to swell up before her eyes. The goggles were in place by the time Thema lined up her next shot.

“This time, I’m going to get that arsehole!” She declared.

She snapped her fingers, looking expectantly at Yala, pointing to her lap. The pet immediately rose to her feet with incredible grace and lowered herself over Thema’s hips, bare bottom sticking out provocatively. It was covered in a mass of welts, some old and some new, applied with a variety of implements. Kara could appreciate how sore it must be. Between the pet’s legs there was a flash of metal. There was a lot of it, but Kara hadn’t yet had the opportunity for a closer look.

Arms fully extended, Thema used Yala’s backside as a rest.

“Lift a bit higher, my little lamb… Perfect!”

Thema dropped her head, looking straight down her arms and the barrel of the toy pistol. She took a lot of time adjusting her position.

The clunky, plasticky sound of the trigger being pulled rather belied the speed the pellet shot out of the barrel, too fast for Kara to see. Smudge squealed and half rose up, her bottom rising, jerking spastically. Kara briefly glimpsed the maid’s hands as they instinctively started to lift to grab herself, but she managed to control the urge and place them back down on the floor.

“Ha! Yes!” Thema raised her arms in triumph. “Bull’s eye!”

Kara was frankly amazed. The hole in the chastity belt was surely no more than an inch in diameter and the pistols were hardly precision instruments.

“I win!”

Ms de Raveneaux was laughing, not seeming in the least put out by losing. She took her last shot even more casually than the others. It struck Mopsy in the centre of her right buttock, outside the blue circle. The maid flinched and Kara heard a sharp intake of breath, but otherwise she remained still yet again. She had eight of the angry red lacerations scattered randomly across her bum.

“Reload the gun, Flopsy! This is fun. I want to play again!” Thema stated.

“Hmm, this is a bit boring.”  Ms de Raveneaux countered. “Let’s change the targets.”

She glanced around, first looking at Sweetmeat beside her, then at Yala’s bottom, which was facing her. But eventually her eyes settled on Kara. Kara’s blood turned cold.

“Let’s use Kara’s huge jugs!”

Smudge

She was back on her knees, this time between the legs of the standing Miss Lee. She was still weeping silently. The swollen little bumps left from the bullets were agonizingly tender, the slightest touch excruciating. She had tried unsuccessfully to find a position to rest her bottom that didn’t press against them. Pain lanced from them with her slightest movement. And her bumhole was throbbing. That last shot had hit her right in the centre of the rosebud and it still hurt unspeakably. But despite this, she was so aroused, her sex burning hot and wet behind the chastity belt. Oh, how it needed to be touched!

But that wasn’t going to happen for a long time. As part of her punishment for knocking over the portrait, her belt was not going to be released for six weeks. This was contributing to her tears. She needed to cum so badly and there was no prospect of that happening whatsoever. It was difficult to comprehend how she would survive.

Flopsy had used tweezers to extract the plastic bullet lodged in the hole of the chastity belt. Smudge had then been ordered to present her backside to first Ms Owusu, then The Maîtresse, so the results of the hits could be examined. They were both pure sadists, prodding and pressing the marks without the slightest consideration for her suffering, excited by the results. The Maîtresse had not been happy with Smudge’s self-control – the maid had been unable to stay still, yelping and squealing, flinching and squirming as her posterior was handled. Smudge had earned a spanking.

The Maîtresse sent Mopsy to retrieve the narrow anal probe that Smudge had worn in recent nights. Smudge had been warned to stay still and quiet as the probe was inserted through the belt, through her acutely sensitive rosebud. The insertion had been so painful. Though it was thin, the probe was also long, pushed deep into her bowel until the head clashed against the metal of the chastity belt. It was truly atrocious, perpetually aggravating her swollen and tender sphincter with every tiny movement she made.

Smudge had her mouth locked on Miss Lee’s hot, wet sex, tonguing her energetically. Her outer labia were naturally very closed, hiding the insides, making it hard work. The maid had to be careful, The artist was extremely aroused and Smudge had been ordered not to let her cum, but at the same time she was to bring the woman to the edge. It was a tricky line to walk, especially with the distraction of her own pain and discomfort.

She pulled her head back, lips and tongue coated in the woman’s sweetly sour vaginal fluid. One of the maid’s hands was holding a funnel pressed into Miss Lee’s crotch, right under the sex itself. The narrow end of the funnel was lodged inside a rubber ball. The fingers of Smudge’s free hand slid inside the glistening vagina and scooped out as much of the fluid as they could, pushing and shaking it into the top of the transparent funnel. She watched it slide down and disappear into the ball.

The same process had already been performed on Sweetmeat and Yala and the ball was nearly full of the combined arousal of all three submissives. Miss Lee was quivering with need, her hips jerking as she panted and moaned, squirming desperately. Smudge felt sympathy for the woman, her own unrequited lust was always at the front of her own consciousness and so infrequently sated, but she had her orders.

At the same time that Smudge was doing this, Flopsy and Mopsy were lacing the redhead into a monoglove. As she glanced up, she could see Miss Lee’s shoulders had been drawn sharply back, curving her spine, thrusting her large, bare breasts forward brazenly. The bolero jacket she was wearing had been pulled off her shoulders as well, leaving her tits completely exposed. Smudge feared for the woman. Through her safety goggles, Miss Lee stared down at Smudge, her eyes pleading for the maid to finish her off. That couldn’t happen.

Smudge spread the sloppy labia apart with her fingertips once more and pressed her lips back onto the humid sex, tongue darting out to toggle Miss Lee’s clit hood piercing, pressing the stud on the end of the bar directly onto the clitoris, causing the pussy to spasm more than once. She heard the woman squeak. Her tongue was aching, she was eating out Miss Lee straight after doing the same for sweetmeat, but it was nothing to the discomfort on and in her bottom. Everything was so intense, so unrelenting.

Pushing her tongue as far up the vagina as she could, she tried to drag as much fluid down as she could,  using her little finger to ease it out of the sex and into the funnel.

“That should be enough, Smudge.” The Maîtresse’s voice was full of quiet authority.

“Yes, My Lady.”

The maid didn’t dare wipe her mouth clean in front of The Maîtresse, leaving it to dry.

The events of the last few days had left Smudge even more profoundly submissive than before, which she hadn’t thought was possible. She had learnt lessons. How much pain and suffering could be cast upon her, how ruthless The Maîtresse would be when the maid failed. It had been shocking and eye-opening. But she had discovered things about herself, as well. She had survived it, come through the other side with her conviction that this was the life for her still intact, passionately believing she wanted to be here, to serve The Maîtresse to the best of her ability. This was right. She would be a better maid.

Her infatuation, admiration for The Maîtresse had only grown even stronger. Smudge was so grateful that she would be allowed to stay, she would prove to The Maîtresse that she was worthy of serving her. She had paid the penance she deserved. She felt cleansed.

But she couldn’t deny how hard it had been, that she wasn’t still having flashbacks from her time in the millhouse, the terror as she had been immersed in the lake those first few times, the fear and agony as the double punishment of the nettles and the strap had been mercilessly inflicted upon her, unrelentingly, for so long. It sent shivers down her spine at the same time as it heated her sex.

As she had dressed this morning, she had examined herself in the mirror. The rashes from the nettles had gradually disappeared in the first few hours after she had been taken from the water. The livid redness of the strap marks had finally faded. The little bumps created by the prickly surface of the strap were still visible covering most of her thighs and all of her breasts, but most of the swelling had gone. They were still tender if pressed, now a dark reddish-purple. It looked like she had a thousand insect bites.

It was still a little shocking to view her breasts and they were still very sore. The smack of the strap into the meat of her overlarge, augmented tits had left them bruised, quite apart from the damage inflicted by the nodules that covered the blade’s surface. The violent movements induced, pulling on her chest, meant they still faintly ached even now, all this time afterward. She couldn’t find a part of them that had been left untouched. And her nipples had been so excruciatingly sensitive, the constant brush of her apron across them enough to force her to grit her teeth and take sharp breaths.

The cluster of lines left by the multiple heavy canings across her lower buttocks had defused into a mottled, black and blue patina that still caused discomfort from simply walking, and the brush of her heavy uniform skirts across them had actually become a pleasurable pain that fuelled her arousal. Prodding them still hurt, but it was getting better with every passing day. Luckily, none of the plastic bullets had hit there.

Perversely, she now found great pride in the marks from her punishment. They were proof of her courage and devotion to The Maîtresse. She loved that her uniform revealed them continuously when her skirts parted, that anyone looking at her side on could see her abused breasts. She was a maid who could take this level of displeasure from her Mistress. She felt closer to the other maids, too, felt more authentically one of them now.

“Gag Kara, Flopsy.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

The senior maid took the ball and removed the funnel, handing it to Smudge.

“Lick it clean, Smudge.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

The narrow tip was heavy with the cream, it was about to drop onto the floor. Putting her tongue underneath, she hooked the tip into her mouth, cleaning the outside, sucking out any remaining fluid from inside. The wide end was all slimy on the inside and didn’t look appetizing, but she reached her tongue in, clearing every drop from the plastic into her mouth.

While Smudge was doing this, Flopsy – her finger pressed firmly over the hole in the ball – had forced Miss Lee’s mouth open wide and squeezed the ball between her teeth. Closing her mouth meant squashing the ball and the vaginal juices from three separate women (including herself!) would ooze slowly out. It was unavoidable.

Flopsy took Smudge’s hand and urged her back onto her feet. Smudge gasped as the anal probe, which had no give, pressed against her swollen, tender sphincter, as well as the tip, deep inside her, sliding along her bowel wall, a sensation that made her shiver. Flopsy led her away from the redhead to stand between the sofas. Mopsy was standing behind Miss Lee, holding her severely bound arms. She stepped back, dragging the woman with her, toward the fire.

“Stop! There will be fine. Her jugs are a smaller target, so she needs to be closer than you were.”

Mopsy pressed down on Miss Lee’s shoulders and she dropped to her knees. She was facing in between the two sofas, an equal distance from the two reclined women who were slightly to either side of her.

“One tit each.” The Maîtresse declared. “Ten shots each.”

Miss Lee’s face looked very pale. The safety goggles made her eyes look bigger. She remained still, sat back on her heels. The monoglove had really pulled her shoulders back and arched her spine, leaving her breasts so prominent and vulnerable. It looked as if she were presenting them to the two dominas, begging for them to be used as targets.

Mopsy briefly moved in front of the kneeling woman, her gleaming latex shrouded body hiding Miss Lee from Smudge’s view. When she stepped away, she had drawn two circles on each breast with marker pens, just like Smudge still had on her so tender backside. The smaller, blue circles ringed the areolas and nipples, while the wider red circles outlined the curvy meat of the breast.

“Spread your knees wider apart. It’s nice to see how excited you are to be our plaything. You do want to be our plaything, don’t you Kara?”

There was a slight pause before Miss Lee answered. For a moment, Smudge thought the artist would demur – what would happen then?

“It would be an honour, Ms de Raveneaux.”

Miss Lee stretched her thighs wide apart, displaying the slick sex that Smudge’s mouth had just been working on, that she could still taste.

“What am I going to win?” Ms Owusu asked archly. “I think I deserve a prize!”

“You win, you can have Kara for the night. I win, I have Yala!”

Ms Owusu was The Maîtresse’s closest friend outside the confines of Heron’s Lap. She was a regular visitor and often stayed the night, sometimes two. She didn’t have ponygirls of her own and spent a lot of her time while here making use of the stables. Flopsy had said Ms Owusu was thinking about getting her own pony and stabling it here. The way the two got on, Smudge would have thought they had been friends for years, but they had only met shortly before Smudge’s arrival here. The Maîtresse’s lawyer – who was also a regular visitor here – also acted for Ms Owusu as well, that was how they had met.

The first time Smudge had seen Yala, her jaw had nearly hit the floor. She couldn’t believe that such people really existed, that someone would submit to another so utterly that they would allow their body to be altered in such a radical way. Smudge herself had consented to some substantial cosmetic changes to her body, but they were all reversible. Was that true for Yala’s modifications?

But who was she to judge. Maybe Yala wanted them. She certainly had great pride in her appearance. She strutted around like she was a queen, completely belying her submissive status, and when she looked at Smudge (usually wearing a variety of outlandish contact lenses) the maid couldn’t help feeling it was with condescension. Yala thought herself superior to a lowly maid. She remained an enigma to Smudge.

Smudge could see how the little pips under Yala’s skin, with their symmetrical and skilfully, precisely constructed patterns, were a work of art that enhanced her natural beauty, but she didn’t find all the metal adorning her face attractive at all. It was undeniably erotic and striking, but to Smudge’s mind detracted from the innate genetic perfection the woman had been so lucky to be born with. And despite the meticulous, careful placement of the metal, there was something so crude about it. Smudge would have been horrified to look at herself in the mirror and see that on her face.

What wasn’t immediately apparent, but which Smudge had seen in the past, was the pet’s tongue. The front third of the tongue was contained in a metal sheath. It was form fitting and two piercings through either side of the muscle held it emphatically in place. There was also a ring in the centre, just back from the tip, that was used to connect a leash, or attach weights, forcing the tongue to hang out of her mouth. Smudge couldn’t see how Yala would be able to speak properly, if at all, while wearing it. The maid had certainly never heard the pet speak.

And then there was Yala’s sex. Her labia matched her mouth. There was a whole line of rings pierced through each labium, sitting deep so that the curving metal of each ring sunk into the pinkness, causing the flesh to bulge around it. Smudge hadn’t had the opportunity to count them, but there had to be at least six in each lip, offset against the rings on the opposite lip so that when the lips were closed, the metal didn’t touch. There was more metal inside, but she had never had a chance to see exactly what.

Smudge had never seen Yala wearing clothes, only the metal that adorned her, but the weather had only been warm since the maid had arrived at Heron’s Lap. Hopefully the pet was allowed some protection for the colder times of the year.

Yala had been bent over Ms Owusu’s lap since Smudge had risen to her feet after being used as a target. Her head was pushed into the back cushion of the sofa, her feet still on the floor, knees bent. It didn’t look a comfortable position at all. It left her backside raised high. Ms Owusu had a large dildo in one hand. Aside from being a shocking pink colour, it was a realistic shape, with a helmet and a slight curve. It was currently inserted inside Yala’s bowels and Ms Owusu was idly fucking her arse slowly and without any real purpose. The dildo was wide and Yala’s sphincter was dramatically dilated. The pet remained silent.

“Your turn to go first, Luna.” She said.

The Maîtresse shifted in her seat. She was wearing chunky-soled DM boots that laced right up to the knee and with a glossy patent finish. She rested the sole of one of the boots on the glass tabletop that Sweetmeat was supporting on her back.

Earlier, Smudge had been under the table, between Sweetmeat’s legs. It had been a really uncomfortable position to get her mouth onto the pet’s dripping wet sex. Using her fingers and her tongue she had driven the woman crazy to milk as much vaginal juice out of her as she was able without letting her climax. Sweetmeat was so sensitive, so aroused. Somehow, the pet had found a way to shudder and writhe while keeping the tabletop flat and relatively still, thus minimizing the electric shocks to her butt-plug. It was probably the result of experience after long hours in the position.

Despite that, when Smudge had extricated herself and got back onto her feet, she had noticed that a few drops of The Maîtresse’s drink had been spilled. She knew that wouldn’t have escaped The Maîtresse’s attention and the pet would pay for her error later. That was how things worked at Heron’s Lap.

The Maîtresse sat up on the sofa, leaning forward, resting her arms on the knee that was braced on the tabletop. Her leathers creaked and groaned and Smudge felt the warmth surging in her sex as her eyes drank in the sight of her beautiful but cruel Mistress. Her breath quickened and she was very conscious of the restriction her corset imposed upon her breathing at moments like this. She was filled with longing for an opportunity to serve The Maîtresse intimately – would she ever get that chance?

The toy gun was pointed at Miss Lee and The Maîtresse could see straight down the barrel. She appeared much more enthused by the prospect of aiming at Miss Lee’s breasts than she had at Mopsy’s backside a little earlier. She squeezed the trigger.

Miss Lee squealed and jerked. It was easy to see where the plastic bullet had hit, half on the blue inner-circle and catching the edge of the redhead’s areola, the bright red mark was swelling before Smudge’s eyes. Miss Lee sobbed, squirming desperately to try to find some relief from the agony of the hit. Smudge knew just how the woman felt.

“Discipline, Kara!” The Maîtresse warned. “Stay still!”

Miss Lee tried to obey. She was panting heavily and her strenuous bondage only ensured that each breath transferred to her breasts, causing them to rise and fall enticingly.

Ms Owusu was using Yala as a rest, her forearms laying on top of the pet’s buttocks. The dildo had been abandoned, left half in, half out of Yala’s bumhole. The gorgeous black woman also lowered her head so she was looking right down the line of the pistol’s barrel. As Smudge heard the clunk of the gun’s mechanism as it fired, it immediately brought back the dread of the sound that she associated with instant, atrocious agony. She was so glad she was no longer the target of the projectile, though it did make her more conscious of her own, still throbbing, tender bottom.

Miss Lee tried to restrain her squeal, but was only partially successful, flinching as the bullet struck her left breast. She squirmed frenziedly. She had been hit really close to the nipple, right in the pimpled pinkness of her Areola. She released a desperate growl of hurt, her sobbing growing louder. The Maîtresse tutted in annoyance.

“Hold her still, Mopsy. You’ll need some safety goggles, too.”

Smudge’s colleague retrieved a spare pair. She had some difficulty getting the head-strap over the heavy folds of latex surrounding her head, but eventually it was in place. She dropped to her knees behind Miss Lee but didn’t sit back, leaving her more than a foot taller than the redhead. The monoglove had straps that passed over the shoulders, crossed on the chest and disappeared under the opposite armpit. By grabbing the straps behind the shoulders, Mopsy was easily able to hold the suffering woman still.

The Maîtresse’s gun fired its second shot. This one was slightly closer to the nipple of the right breast, further inside the blue circle, right in the areola. Miss Lee squeaked again, her attempts at writhing now curtailed. She shuddered, moaning in a way that highlighted her mouth was chock full. Smudge could see her swallowing frantically as her clenched jaw squeezed the collective vaginal fluid out of the ball.

Ms Owusu’s second shot caught the bottom of the left nipple. The squeal this time was desperate. Smudge couldn’t help feeling sorry for the artist, despite her earlier experience as the target. She thought she would rather have her bottom used than her breasts. But that sympathy didn’t stop her getting turned on by what she was witnessing. She couldn’t pull her eyes away. Her locked-up sex was hot and aching to be touched, her own nipples were rock-hard.

“Define a nipple strike.” Ms Owusu demanded.

“Anything that leaves a verifiable mark on the teat.”

The bright red blemish where the projectile had nicked the nipple was visible to Smudge despite being ten feet away. Miss Lee was sobbing loudly, still struggling against Mopsy’s hold. Her safety goggles were filling up with her tears.

The rings through Miss Lee’s nipples were so substantial they were bound to be struck at some point. The Maîtresse’s next shot pinged off the metal, the plastic bullet looping up into the air and falling back to land beside the two kneeling women. Mopsy grabbed the breast, lifting it, twisting it, looking for evidence that it had caught the redhead directly. It hadn’t.

“Hard luck. No mark, no points!” Ms Owusu was gleeful.

“Shit…” The Maîtresse was rueful.

Smudge sensed that the chance to spend the night with Yala had excited The Maîtresse, causing her to take this game more seriously than the first. As it progressed, much to Miss Lee’s distress, neither markswoman landed a shot outside of the blue circle, though The Maîtresse did land one right on top of the line. Two of Ms Owusu’s bullets hit directly in the centre of the artist’s left nipple, inducing muffled screeches and violent struggles as she writhed in pain.

With fascination and horror, but no less arousal, Smudge watched the nipple swelling to twice its normal size, distended and losing its shape. It began to look like the head of a mini cauliflower. It looked agonizing and the maid had to resist an instinct to cover her own breasts with her hands.

Two more of the lady’s shots nicked the nipple as well and another two pinged off the nipple ring, one of which ricocheted straight into the areola. The Maîtresse had one direct hit, slightly off centre, and another that just caught the top of the right nipple, leaving a vivid red pustule in the curve where the nipple met the areola. Miss Lee was sobbing loudly and Mopsy was having to work very hard to hold the young woman still. Her breasts were never exactly still.

When they were finished, Miss Lee’s nipples and areola were tumescent, mottled several shades of angry red, enflamed. They looked so tender and sore. Smudge shuddered, glad it wasn’t her in Miss Lee’s place.

“So I’ll have the slut serving us in our room tonight!” Ms Owusu’s eyes were sparkling with excitement as well as satisfaction. “Do you have a spare maid’s uniform for her? And make sure she’s belted, the fun is for us to have, not her!”

Kara

Kara’s art room was at the back of the house. Ms Owusu’s bedroom was the large one at the front of the house with views of the lake – when it was daylight. Tonight, there were clouds, so not even any moonlight. As Kara drew the curtains closed there was nothing to be seen through the window but blackness. Her teeth were gritted and she was fighting back tears. The apron of the maid’s uniform was tight across her tits, rubbing and tugging at her swollen, raw nipples with her slightest movement.

The use of her tits as a target had been as intense as any experience she had encountered for unadulterated pain. Her nipples had been sore and tender before the start. She had been horrified to see how tumid and misshapen they had become, the redness. The tiniest touch to them felt like a razor cut. It was her curse that the more callously they treated her, the more aroused she became. How she needed a fuck, to cum, but there was no chance of that, they had locked her in a chastity belt.

“Stop there!” Ms Owusu commanded.

Kara was standing in front of the closed curtains, about to turn back around.

“Put your hands on the wall and lean forward, stick that arse out.”

Kara obeyed. The skirts of the uniform fell forward, baring completely her heavily welted backside. The outfit really was a triumph of design. She was so heavily swathed in rubber and yet at the same time so exposed. She felt acutely vulnerable.

“Let’s warm you up a little, shall we?”

There was a selection of implements hanging on one of the walls. Kara wasn’t in a position to see what had been selected, but she heard the familiar and ominous hum of a cane passing rapidly through the air, followed by a crack. Despite bracing herself, there was no additional pain for her to deal with. That first stroke had been directed at Yala, who was on all fours on the bed. There was a shocked exclamation from the pet who hadn’t expected to be the target, either. Kara could hear the exotic creature panting as she tried to handle the furious sting – it hadn’t been a playful hit, but full force.

The reprieve for Kara was only brief. She felt Ms Owusu’s fingers stroking across her buttocks, nails dragging across the freshest welts from her morning run.

“You don’t mind me caning your skanky arse, slut, do you?”

“My skanky arse is here for your pleasure, Ms Owusu.” Kara dutifully replied.

Ms Owusu began to handle Kara’s bottom more robustly, rubbing her palms over the two hemispheres, grabbing them, squeezing them hard, fingernails sinking into the muscles. She started to slap each cheek, glancing blows designed to jiggle them, designed to catch the fresh welts, make them sting.

“How many strokes do you need to get you nice and steaming, desperate to cum?”

Kara didn’t know how to answer that. The cane was awful, the pain terrible. It was only once that initial agony began to fade that the burning turned erotic, leaving her aroused and needing an orgasm. She couldn’t say one, it wouldn’t be believed.

“Three is normally enough, Ms Owusu.”

“Let’s make it six to be sure. I want you craving a cum, knowing you won’t be getting any!”

The lady tapped Kara’s chastity belt.

“Plus I’m going to be driving your pony alter-ego tomorrow morning and I want you nice and sensitive for the whip. Six it will be, unless you make a fuss. There will be extra for that.”

The lady’s hands slid up over Kara’s hips, closing around her ruthlessly corseted waist, before moving higher still to cup Kara’s big tits, kneading them. Kara whimpered and flinched, jerking helplessly. Her nipples were so excruciatingly tender, it was truly unbearable. Panic washed through her thinking of the nipple bar being clamped on them tomorrow, the reins tugging at them. It was inconceivable… But utterly inevitable…

“I will not tolerate any more indiscipline like earlier. I want you to show me how happy and eager you are to please me. Push that arse out as far as you can, offer it to me, understand?”

“Yes, Ms Owusu.”

The hands slid under the apron, fingers pressing directly on her nipples and areola. Kara yelped and squirmed.

“Still a little sore are they? I’m glad I’ll have your attention tomorrow when my reins are connected to them. You will be such an obedient little ponygirl, won’t you!”

“Yes, Ms Owusu.”

“You are such a big girl! I bet you were pleased when your mistress gave you these huge titties. Just what you need, everyone can see what a slut you are just by glancing at you. Wonderful!”

Renewed tears streaming onto her cheeks, Kara tried to control herself as she gasped and writhed. Then the hands were gone.

“Curve that back for me, show me how much that arse wants my cane!”

*

“Undress me, maid!”

Kara had been left bent over, hands on the wall under the window, bottom thrust out, since Ms Owusu had finished caning her some minutes ago. She had been sobbing quietly, her hips squirming initially against the ferocious pain, then with her arousal, too. Ms Owusu hit hard, and with a whippy action that seemed to intensify the sting. Bent over, with her corset cutting into her ribs, she had struggled for breath, as well as controlling the pain.

After so long bent over, she had trouble rising elegantly, her back had become stiff. As she came upright, her apron dragged across her raw nipples, the heavy skirts of the uniform swung back, kissing her scalded buttocks. She gasped, shuddered. She felt lightheaded, a little dizzy.

Ms Owusu snapped her fingers twice, impatiently. She was standing with her hands on her hips, glaring at Kara, her dark eyes sparkling with excitement and lust. Behind her, Yala was still on the bed, but now her arms had been bound severely behind her right up to the elbow. She was on her knees with her forehead pressed into the mattress and her thighs lifted high, presenting her bottom. While Kara had been left, Ms Owusu had focused her attention on her pet. Kara had counted ten cane strikes on Yala and the livid crimson lines were visible clustered low on her buttocks. She had hardly made a sound during the punishment. Kara could only admire her fortitude.

Trying to compose herself, Kara strutted carefully across the room toward Ms Owusu. She hadn’t fully appreciated quiet how heavy and unwieldy the multiple latex skirts of the outfit were. She could now see how Smudge had been able to knock over her easel and portrait. She had to concentrate to keep them under control. One moment of thoughtlessness would be all that it took.

“Curtsy for me!” The lady demanded.

Doing so was excruciatingly painful for both her nipples and her buttocks.

“More practice required.” Ms Owusu was smirking. “I knew that uniform would suit you, you have the tits for it. And then tomorrow you shall be my ponygirl! Such versatility!”

Lifting her arms out, she waited expectantly for Kara to obey her original order.

Ms Owusu had been at the stable sometime during the day, driving ponies. She hadn’t bothered to change for dinner, still wearing her highly polished riding boots and cream-coloured leather jodhpurs. Her torso was clad in a black, short-sleeved, stretchy leather top with a low scoop that revealed substantial cleavage. In addition, she had a kerchief of white leather stylishly and loosely knotted around her neck. Kara could imagine the lady wore a cowboy hat when she climbed into a pony cart.

In her low-heeled riding boots, Ms Owusu was slightly shorter than Kara in the towering steeple heels of the uniform boots, though if they had both been in bare feet, it would have been Kara who was the smaller. Kara carefully untucked the lady’s top and pulled it over her head. Underneath, Ms Owusu was wearing a matching black leather push-up bra. Kara folded the top and placed it on a free surface.

The uniform was so noisy, snapping and crackling and rustling with every little movement. It kept Kara self-conscious of what she was wearing. Despite all her pain and discomfort, it was thrilling to be serving this beautiful woman in this way and to be enveloped in so much heavy rubber. The feel of it caressing her skin was so sensual. She could understand the appeal of the role to someone of submissive inclinations.

She unclipped the bra and slipped it off. Ms Owusu’s breasts fell free, not quite as big as they appeared in the bra, but still full and beautifully shaped, dark nipples pointing slightly upward and very hard. The lady’s hand came around the back of Kara’s head and pulled it down, directing her mouth to the left nipple.

“Worship some real breasts, you fake-titted slut!”

Kara closed her lips around the nipple, tonguing it.

She had been taken up to the attic by Smudge and Mopsy – to the servants’ quarters – where they had dressed her in the outfit and locked her in the chastity belt, but not before they had teased her mercilessly, fingering her to the point of climax, then cruelly locking it in place. Mopsy had apologized, stating she was only obeying orders.

They had made-up her face to match the style of their own, and she had looked quite different. It was designed to make the maids all look alike, further removing their individuality, and it worked quite effectively. The lipstick used was of a darker red than Kara normally wore. As Ms Owusu directed Kara to her other nipple, she could see that she had left remnants of the new colour behind on the first.

The lady sighed approvingly as Kara worked her mouth on the second nipple, then her hands on Kara’s shoulders pushed her down to her knees. Kara drew the back zip down on each of the boots. Leaning over dropped her tits forward, pressing her own nipples into the taut latex of her apron, causing her to gasp and the lady to titter in satisfaction.

“I hope you understand that it is an honour to be allowed to suffer for me, slut?”

“Please accept my gratitude, Ms Owusu.”

The lady tittered once more. As Kara eased Ms Owusu’s left leg out of the boot, the lady pressed the top of her bare foot to Kara’s lips.

“Lick the sweat off, there’s a good girl.”

Though the physical act repelled her, the psychological effect of being made to do it only fuelled Kara’s lust further. The smell of sweat and leather was quite pungent and the taste matched it. She took the lady’s foot in her hand and worked her tongue across, right up to the ankle.

“And most especially my toes! Make sure you get your tongue right down in between them” Ms Owusu prompted.

Kara took them into her mouth, the three smaller ones all together, the big and second toe individually. She worked her tongue over them. The taste was stronger.

“And underneath!”

Kara had to duck her head down and twist, pushing her latex headdress aside, to reach her tongue to the sole of the lady’s foot. It was grimy, the flavour strong. She lapped her way along its length, right to the heel.

“Good girl. Now the other one!” The lady had the precise diction of someone who had attended one of England’s exclusive private schools. There was a slight trace of an African accent.

Kara repeated the act on Ms Owusu’s right foot, after which the lady briefly moved away, returning with an antiseptic wet wipe.

“Clean up that filthy mouth!”

The antiseptic was strong. It caused Kara’s lips and tongue to burn furiously. Only after that was Kara allowed to continue undressing Ms Owusu. There was a zip for the jodhpurs on the hip. She drew it down and then peeled the tight-fitting leather away from the lady’s toned bottom and thighs. Ms Owusu kept herself in good shape and her skin was like satin, the shade of dark chocolate. Her confidence and sexuality dripped off her, such a powerfully erotic woman and Kara’s lust burned fiercely.

Kara conscientiously extricated the leather from Ms Owusu’s feet and folded the garment meticulously, laying it to one side. The lady was now naked except for a brief pair of black leather panties. Kara’s heart was racing. She glanced up for permission to proceed.

“Go on.”

Hooking her fingers in the narrow bands around Ms Owusu’s hips, Kara pulled the panties down. The strong odour of the lady’s arousal flared, released from its humid confines. Ms Owusu had a full triangle of pubic hair, dense and curly, but immaculately groomed, the edges trimmed and waxed to form three straight lines framing her sex. The curls bordering the vulva held droplets of her wetness and her labia were glistening. They were full-lipped and quite open, the inner labia bursting through, the inner pinkness visible.

There was a large diamond mounted at the apex, where the labia merged. It glinted as it caught the light, eye-catching in more ways than one.

Kara let the panties drop and the lady stepped out of them. The pretend maid looked up again for direction. Ms Owusu spread her legs apart.

“Show me what you can do with that mouth. No hands. If I’m not impressed, I’ll cane you again. You better believe it!”

Filled with an equal amount of fear and excitement, Kara shuffled forward between the legs and pressed her lips reverentially against the sex. Her tongue came out and she drew it up the entire length of the labia, using the stud placed near the tip to gently caress. Then she pushed inside the lips, the lady’s strong, distinct flavour reaching Kara’s taste buds as her tongue explored the hot, wet world within.

Ms Owusu sighed, Her hands wrapped around Kara’s head and pushed her mouth more firmly against the sex, her nose into the pubic hair. The woman’s musk filled Kara’s nostrils. Under the shallow metal dome of her chastity belt, Kara’s own pussy was burning with lust, even as her cruelly treated nipples and areola burned with pain.

*

Yala was lying on her back on the bed, her weight pressing onto her bound arms which were underneath her. Her thighs were spread wide apart, knees bent, with her feet tucked under her as well. Ms Owusu had tied the pet’s sandals to the ropes binding her arms to hold her in position, almost an inverted hogtie. Kara had been ordered onto her knees between the woman’s thighs. Yala stared at her with her reptilian, alien eyes – the contact lenses successfully removing all the humanity from the gaze. Kara shivered as she looked into them.

Ms Owusu leaned over, her head close to Yala’s crotch. Her fingers spread the pet’s heavily pierced labia apart to display the inside of the pussy. In opposition to Ms Owusu’s open, petal-like sex, Yala’s was tight and closed, the pale skin surrounding it waxed smooth and bare. There were six sturdy rings through each labium, fitted tightly so they sunk into the flesh of the lips, which met to conceal the interior. They had a genuinely pouty disposition.

Kara didn’t know what she was expecting to see inside the sex, but it definitely wasn’t what she was looking at. There was a metal cap covering Yala’s clitoris. The cap was attached to a tiny little bar that connected to the top ring on each labium, placed underneath each lip so that it wasn’t visible until the labia were parted. The cap surely contributed to why the labia had such a pout, forced outward by it. Yala was incredibly wet, fluid began to seep out as soon as the sex was opened and the smell of the woman’s excitement wafted across to Kara’s nose.

As Kara watched, Ms Owusu produced a tiny little tool, the tip of which was no larger than a pin. She carefully inserted it into the side of the cap and it suddenly popped loose. It still remained hinged to the bar and the lady flipped it up and over so that it lay upside down right in the apex of the vulva. Kara’s eyes grew wide as the clitoris was revealed. It was huge, not so much long, but fat and puffy. There was a metal band around its base (to which the cap had been fastened) which was causing the tip to mushroom above it, but that wasn’t enough to explain its size. Could it have been artificially enhanced to be so big and misshapen?

Yala had convulsively twitched as the clit was released. Its surface was so stretched and shiny, it had to be incredibly sensitive. It had grown too big for its hood, which could be seen held back by the band. There was a faint clicking sound as Ms Owusu connected another minuscule bar to the two top labial rings. This bar passed over the hinge of the cup to prevent it from falling back on top of the clit.

“There! She’s all ready to go! Get your mouth on that!”

Ms Owusu’s hand on the back of Kara’s head pushed her face into Yala’s crotch.

“Don’t hold back, she will cum and cum. She’s insatiable!”

Kara’s tongue initially lapped at the fluid, avoiding the clit. Yala squirmed and shifted herself, engineering a touch to the swollen nub. As soon as her tongue touched it Yala’s whole sex spasmed, her whole body jerked. She gasped and writhed. If that was what the pet wanted… Kara pushed her tongue firmly over the clit, drawing an instant response from Yala. The woman shuddered and wriggled, making a succession of incoherent noises. Her sex was convulsing. She was so desperate. Kara wondered how long the clit had been locked up without relief.

Yala’s carefully constructed regal bearing, the air of arrogance and sophistication she tried to project, had just evaporated. So quickly had she turned into a panting, desperate slut. Ms Owusu grabbed Kara’s hands and drew them behind her back, she felt cold metal as her wrists were cuffed. With the lady no longer holding Yala’s labia apart, Kara was left to burrow between them to keep contact with the pink insides.

Then Ms Owusu had hold of her ankles and was pulling her back. Kara had to bend over further to keep her mouth in Yala’s crotch. She soon came to understand the lady’s plan as her tits pressed into the bed, her agonizingly tender nipples crushed between them. Instinctively, she tried to rise, but the lady was ready for that, her hand pushing into Kara’s back, holding her down.

“Rub those teats for me, grind them on the mattress! Thank your lucky stars I don’t have any nipple clamps to hand, or they would be screwed on tightly as well!”

Kara sobbed and moaned. Her mouth had momentarily left Yala’s pussy, but Ms Owusu’s other hand pushed her head back down, forcing her lips against the labia. Her tongue frantically probed inside, caressing the enlarged clit forcefully, inducing Yala to writhe frenziedly. The lady began to spank Kara’s bare bottom, targeting the fresh lines from her caning. She was in so much pain.

She pressed the stud near the tip of her tongue against the clit, rubbing energetically, thoughtlessly, trying to deal with her own circumstances. It didn’t take much to bring Yala to climax. The pet began to grunt and howl, to buck wildly, pummelling Kara’s face as she did so, but Ms Owusu’s hand held her head in place.

Eventually Yala’s movements slowed as her orgasm passed, though her pussy was still twitching and spasming.

“Don’t stop slut, keep working that tongue. I’m still watching you! And keep those jugs of yours on the mattress!”

Ms Owusu then climbed onto the bed, swinging her leg over Yala to straddle her pet, her crotch hovering over the bound woman’s face. When Yala had cum, she had ejaculated, squirting extravagantly into Kara’s mouth. There had been so much of it, at such speed, that she had nearly choked, struggling to swallow it down. Finally getting her breath back, she pushed her tongue as deep inside Yala as she could, trying to find her G-spot. Meanwhile, her eyes continued to cast upward at the beautiful naked woman now in front of her.

“Tongue!” Ms Owusu commanded.

Yala obeyed, poking her tongue right out of her mouth. Kara was surprised to see that the front portion was entirely enclosed in a metal sleeve. From her position looking up the pet’s body, the base of two piercings through both the muscle and the sleeve were visible, holding the sleeve definitively in place. It was a shocking thing to see, surely impeding the ability to speak coherently. There was a little ring on the top and Ms Owusu used it to haul the tongue even further out of Yala’s mouth. The pet made a sound of anguish, the first Kara had heard her make.

“Now, my little lamb! You know I don’t like it when you make a fuss!” The lady snapped.

Kara could see there was a third piercing through the tongue, further back, beyond the sleeve. As she watched, Ms Owusu produced a shaped piece of plastic which she slid onto the tongue, over and past the metal sleeve, as far down as it would go. The plastic had a flange that fitted around Yala’s lips. Somehow, this piece of plastic locked onto the third piercing, holding the pet’s tongue cruelly far out of her mouth. It looked horribly uncomfortable. Enough of the tongue protruded through the plastic that Yala could waggle it, though the part enclosed in the sleeve had no flexibility.

Ms Owusu looked up, directly at Kara.

“Are you working that tongue, slut? She doesn’t seem very responsive…”

Kara focused on Yala’s bulbous clit once more and immediately had the pet squirming and twitching.

“And keep grinding those teats into the bed, I’m watching you! Do you need some more of the cane to perk you up?”

Kara briefly lifted her mouth out of the metal-heavy pussy.

“I don’t think that will be necessary, Ms Owusu.”

Kara didn’t dare say no to this lady. She reduced her watching to furtive glances up. She saw Ms Owusu lowering her sex onto the tongue, parting her labia with her fingers to ease access. Kara remembered the distinctive taste and smell within, how thrilled she felt to have been allowed access to it. The dominatrix sighed with pleasure as she settled her buttocks on Yala’s face.

For the first time, Kara noticed that Ms Owusu had a conical piece of metal on the middle finger of her right hand, like a thimble – only instead of a domed top, the tip morphed into a sharp, curving claw. Kara shuddered as she saw the lady reach forward and sink the tip of the claw into the areola of Yala’s right breast. Yala jerked violently as the metal sunk into the dimpled skin, writhing helplessly as Ms Owusu shook her hand back and forth to maximize the pain. Ms Owusu began to move her hips, rolling her buttocks across Yala’s face, riding the modified tongue buried inside her.

Yala was also getting excited again from Kara’s mouth, her pussy pulsing, spasming, hips jumping. Her clitoris was so unbelievably sensitive. Kara wrapped her tongue around it, using the stud of her own piercing. She could feel Yala shuddering, the trembling passing through to her lips, encouraging her to use her mouth even more zealously.

Ms Owusu was squirming, her body undulating sensuously, breasts swaying enticingly. Her eyes were glassy, staring into space. Kara was becoming intoxicated with the dom. Yala began to buck and struggle frenziedly again as she reached her second climax within a short while, again squirting fiercely into Kara’s mouth. Kara fought to control her swallowing, the taste and smell of the pet overwhelming her.

*

Now it was Kara who was on her back on the bed, her bound arms trapped uncomfortably underneath her, curving her spine, pushing her tits up, nipples pressing into the soft latex of her apron. She was continuing to fight back tears from the pain she was still experiencing, both from her nipples and her scalded buttocks, pressed into the mattress.

Under the layers of heavy rubber she was cooking, so hot, feeling the trapped sweat trickling under the latex, trying to find a way out. Her legs were spread apart and Yala, still roped into a quasi-hogtie, was placed between them. Their pussies were pressed against one another and Yala was squirming, rubbing herself off on the shallow metal dome of the chastity belt, while Kara felt nothing and her pussy burned with the need for attention.

Yala had cum four times under Kara’s mouth, but that appeared to have done little to quell her desperate ardour. She seemed determined to utilize every moment that her clitoris was unlocked – who could blame her!

Ms Owusu was hovering beside them, the flush of her latest orgasm still evident in her face, eyes still bright and excited – she was evidently enjoying herself. She grabbed the metal handle that was woven into Yala’s hair and pulled the pet’s mouth down to where Kara’s abused and swollen right nipple tented the apron of the uniform. Yala understood her mistress’ intention without the need for words. She took the nipple in her mouth through the rubber, causing Kara to flinch and moan, tears to appear in her eyes. Kara could feel the metal rings through the pet’s lips, unyielding, as they squeezed the teat.

She bucked and writhed as Yala’s metal-sheathed tongue began to pummel the tip. She heard Ms Owusu titter in delight. After a while, Yala’s mouth was moved to Kara’s other nipple, which wasn’t quite as tender, but still very painful. Yala had been humping her pussy with increasing vigour and as she brought herself to yet another climax she began to writhe and bounce on Kara, growling in passion.

As Yala ran out of energy, she slumped on Kara, breathing heavily. Ms Owusu waited only a short while before wrapping her fingers around Yala’s hair-handle and using it to pull the pet further up Kara’s body until Yala’s breasts were aligned with Kara’s, pressing into them. The metal frames of the nipple stretchers dug painfully into Kara’s own tits.

“Kiss!” The lady ordered, pulling Yala’s mouth down onto Kara’s.

Kara felt the metal-bound lips merge into her own soft and plump flesh. It was weird, but erotic, but nothing compared to the sensation as Yala urged her metal-sheathed tongue-tip into Kara’s mouth. It clacked against her teeth and Kara wondered how the woman managed to stop it constantly contacting her own teeth. Yala was a very intense kisser. Her lips assertive. Her tongue pushed deep into Kara’s mouth. Kara’s tongue explored the metal. It felt and tasted very strange, continually clicking against her teeth, which was disconcerting, but she had other things to worry about.

Ms Owusu’s hand slipped under Kara’s apron to cup her breast, thumb pressing on her hurt nipple, rubbing it, pushing it back and forth. Kara moaned into Yala’s mouth, jerking and writhing under the weight of the other woman’s body, but Yala wouldn’t let her break the kiss. It was agony, infused with a tiny amount of pleasure from the erogenous zone.

The dominatrix giggled as she made Kara suffer, but then she withdrew the hand and climbed back onto the bed again, this time throwing her leg over Kara’s prostrate form. It went very dark as the lady’s bottom hovered right over Kara’s head, her thighs either side. Yala finally broke the kiss, pulling her head back. Ms Owusu lowered herself further, her bottom on Kara’s forehead forcing her head back, flat on to the bed.

“I want your tongue inside my arsehole, slut, and keep it there, understand?”

“Yes, Ms Owusu.”

Kara felt the lady separating her buttocks as she settled her backside on Kara’s face, Kara’s nose slipping right into the crack, its tip twisted and crushed uncomfortably. The bottom tilted forward and Kara’s lips were pressed against Ms Owusu’s rosebud. Her tongue immediately pushed out to lick at the crinkled muscle, probing. It had a musky taste with a hint of perfumed soap. She wriggled the tip of her tongue, burrowing, trying to push through the sphincter, which was quite tough.

She had been stifling in the layers of latex before she had Ms Owusu sitting on her face and Tala lying on top of her, now she was roasting, so hot and uncomfortable, claustrophobic – on top of which she couldn’t breathe either.

Ms Owusu briefly tilted back again for a few moments and Kara grabbed some air before the little window of opportunity closed again. She attacked the arsehole forcefully, finally getting it to stretch open, wiggling her tongue inside. Analingus was not new to Kara, she had performed it several times in the past, but she could never reconcile herself to the taste and it made her want to retch, even though Ms Owusu was as clean as it got.

She felt the dom shudder with pleasure and squirm, momentarily tilting sideways to allow Kara another breath. Kara could feel Yala’s breathing at the same time. The pet’s mouth was locked onto Ms Owusu’s sex, pleasuring her energetically, and the dom was gradually becoming more aroused and animated.

With both bodies on top of her fidgeting, and Ms Owusu increasingly quivering and bouncing on her face, Kara was taking a pummelling and her nipples continued to be under constant assault, the pain enough to keep tears in her eyes. All the while, her own desperate sexual needs had no prospect of being gratified.

Her tongue continued to work diligently inside Ms Owusu’s rectum, curling around the inside of the sphincter, tickling the walls of the lady’s bowels, rubbing and flexing the rosebud, while the dom writhed and twitched in delight. Kara wondered how long it would take Ms Owusu to orgasm again as her mouth filled with the earthy flavour of the dom’s anus.


Day Eight

Ruby

After a while, with her arms bound in the full reverse-prayer position, forearms locked together against her spine from wrist to elbow, they always went numb. Her shoulders, pulled severely backward, always ached. A low, nagging pain that would be continuous until her arms were finally released. The port of the bit, regularly forced against the roof of her mouth, made it sore and the bit itself, constantly tugging into the corners of her mouth, pinched painfully. These were all de rigueur, part of being a ponygirl in full tack, being driven.

The cinch buckled so tight around her waist, shaping her body to its form, threatening to cut her in two, hurting her. The straps wrapping her torso and tits, pulled so tight they cut into her skin, chafed with every flex and twist. Even the ever-increasing buildup of lactic acid in her thighs, the interminable ache that just grew and grew the longer she was driven. These were the normal, everyday tribulations of being ponygirl Ruby.

But today Ruby faced other challenges. Today had been as psychologically and physically intense, as painful and discomforting as at any time in her ponygirl life. She was no longer a novice, this wasn’t her first rodeo. This wasn’t the shock and naiveté of her first times in harness, pulling a cart under the whip in the brutal bondage of her pony tack. She had been taken further than she had ever been before.

The infernal chains that had been linked between her septum ring and her bit rings, so short that they perpetually pulled on the nose ring, that tugged even harder when the reins were pulled, always bringing tears to her eyes – these had been so distressing when first fitted, but were now only one of the many torments pushed into the background as she fought to cope with the anguish and pain being inflicted upon her, ensuring the tears continued to flow.

After the caning she had taken last night, her buttocks had been raw before she started today’s run and Ms Owusu’s zealous use of the whip, targeting low where the lines of the cane were still so prominent, had Ruby squealing, surging forward in a vain attempt to escape the agony of each cut. Harnessed between the shafts of the pony cart, there was no escape. During the early part of the run it had been raining and the whip always hurt more in the wet. Her backside was on fire.

But the worst of her predicament was her abused nipples, so sore that the touch of a feather would have hurt and the full rigours of her ponygirl tack was not the brush of a feather, far from it. The end of the reins terminating at her nipple rings ensured that every tug to direct and control her brought unspeakable, mind-numbing suffering, the teats twisted and yanked callously by the vixen taking satisfaction in Ruby’s pain.

On top of which, the nipple bar had been fitted as normal, each end screw-clamped to the tip of each teat. Such agony, but she could do nothing, helpless, subject to this unrelenting discipline, so easily controlled in her pony tack. Her wails of distress, her flinching, her tears and sobs all ignored.

The effect of the nipple bar was made even worse by the bounce of her tits in her show harness. The harness was designed for display and dressage, to emphasize their size and to cause then to wobble and ripple seductively. It was not designed for pounding through country trails on rough ground for miles at a time. Despite the web of straps sinking into the heavy plumpness of her rack, the mounds moved excessively at a canter or a gallop, pulling at her chest. The nipple bar did its job, ensuring both tits moved tidily and in unison, but the price was the twisting and tugging as they fought the discipline of the bar.

Most of the swelling from the pellet shots last night had gone down, but both nipples and areola were still so tender, so sensitive to the slightest tweak. For most of the run her eyes had been blurry with her tears as Ms Owusu showed her no mercy or respite.

The run had been long and hard, circling the lake but not by the path alongside the banks, instead she had been steered up the slopes and through the network of trails hidden in the woods. The lake had been out-of-sight most of the time, occasionally glimpsed through the foliage. Ruby had been kept at a canter for long periods, needing extra whip to maintain her pace. Ms Owusu might not have a pony of her own, but she was a skilled and ruthless driver, knowing how to get the maximum from a ponygirl, taking her way beyond Ruby’s own perceived limits. Ruby was utterly exhausted, but still the lady drove her on.

The combination of tears, sweat and rainwater had left her struggling to see clearly and the confounded strap that they had fixed over her eyes made it so difficult to view where she was stepping. It required so much concentration. Three times now she had stumbled as her tired legs became less stable. There was no sympathy from Ms Owusu, only more venomous lashes across her lacerated backside.

Still being driven at a canter, they burst out of the trees and straight onto tarmac. Blinding pain in her right nipple as the rein was pulled savagely, directing her to turn sharply. Ruby recognized where they were, on the driveway to the main gate, heading down the slope toward the lake. It was so much easier to pull the cart on the smooth and even roadway, but the cart was running forward down the hill, urging her to go faster, dragging on her traces.

The ache in her quads was atrocious, she wouldn’t be able to run for much longer – whip or no whip. She was too distressed to appreciate the stunning view across the valley, the glittering lake directly in her eyeline. Her hoofs clopped loudly on the tarmac, sounding like a real horse, but they felt like millstones on her feet, now.

As they left the wood behind, the driveway curved gently around to run parallel with the water. Ruby remembered Kara’s arrival here (it seemed so long ago) driving the little convertible. It was here that she had seen her first Heron’s Lap ponygirls in their spectacular outfits as they had cantered past her – now she was the ponygirl in their place.

Her eyes grew wide in disbelief as the reins slapped down on her shoulders, instructing her to gallop. She couldn’t… Just couldn’t… But of course she could, there was no choice. The whip sliced into her bottom fiercely and fast, Ms Owusu employing backhand and forehand strikes, and Ruby lunged forward in the desperate and futile attempt to escape it’s kiss, increasing her pace to a sprint. More tears flowed. Her lungs burned. Her thighs burned.

And the two plugs filling her pussy and bowel flexed and caressed her insides, driving her insane with arousal, but not enough to bring her off again. She had been so turned on when they had started the run, so excited to be driven by the gorgeous and terrifying lady as a ponygirl after last night’s terrible but thrilling events, that she had climaxed shortly after leaving the stable. But she rarely came twice on a run, and the level of pain and discomfort she was in was ensuring today would not be one of those exceptions. She was not a pain slut.

Through the carefully placed willow trees she saw the house. The angle of approach became such that for some time Ruby had a direct - if narrow – view of the gothic oddity, with its spires, gargoyles, steeply sloping gables and slightly anachronistic tower. She had too much to cope with to give much consideration to what she was seeing, but as they got closer, with her still running at full pelt, her mind logged that there was a wooden cross embedded in the large flowerbed in front of the windows, something she hadn’t seen there before.

Yala was fixed to the cross upside down, her arms bound behind her and hidden from sight. Her legs were spread wide in a full splits position, strapped to the crossbar, body shaped into a T. The pet’s distinctive metal adornments and exotic hair ensured her unique form was easy to identify. Extraordinarily, there were two ravens perched on her legs, one on each thigh, either side of her utterly exposed sex. They looked up, turning their heads, staring right at her.

But then the driveway morphed into the cobblestone square that lay in front of the house. She was steered vaguely to the right, parallel to the house and her view of both the woman and the building was lost. Her hoofs clashed even louder on the cobblestones and she thought that her legs could give way under her at any time, each step was now such hard work, but the whip and the fear of the whip drove her on, across the cobbles. She was gasping for air, her tongue fighting the bit that it was locked to, as they passed the house and continued on toward the stable.

Smudge

She was mopping the floor in the entrance hall. It was a job that had to be done three times a day – extra if it got particularly dirty, usually when it rained heavily. There were people passing through all the time and it needed to be speckless. It was usually Smudge that was given the job, as the junior maid.

Underneath her chastity belt, her genital piercings shifted perceptibly with every step she took, every twist and turn, stimulating her clit. It was driving her crazy with lust, with the urge to put her finger inside herself and rub frantically to get the relief she needed. Of course, it was impossible. So early into her chastity punishment, with weeks of it still to go, she couldn’t comprehend how she would get through it, she would spontaneously combust!

It was part of the reason why she was breathing so heavily. But the tightness and restriction of the corset also ensured that moderate exercise such as this would usually leave her breathless, her considerable bust heaving.

The ceiling of the hall was high, the furniture sparse, so the slightest noise amplified and reverberated through the space. Each rap of her stilettos striking the stone floor was magnified, so when the office door opened and closed the sound was loud.

Smudge saw it was Ms Vietz’s assistant, Miss Ella. She spent a lot of time at the house managing the maids’ duties that were outside the remit of Chef. The upkeep of the house and gardens was one of her main responsibilities. Smudge had found her fair and honest and even affectionate at times. She wasn’t excessively cruel like her boss or Ms de Raveneaux could be, though her loyalty to them both was absolute and she wouldn’t hesitate to enforce their will and discipline without compunction.

As was the predilection at Heron’s Lap, she also wore a bizarre uniform. It was all leather and all black. Above stratospherically-heeled knee-high boots, her skirt fell just short of the knee, but was a narrow tube without any splits, a genuine hobble skirt. It restricted her to tiny steps and forced her to swing her hips provocatively. It made for slow progress as she crossed the floor toward the maid.

That other predilection of Heron’s Lap – the obsession with big breasts – reached its zenith in the form of Miss Ella. Though the steeple heels gave her height, she was actually a petite figure with a slight frame, but her breasts were simply huge, utterly out of proportion to her size. Ruthlessly corseted to a tiny waist, the juxtaposition was genuinely shocking. She looked so top-heavy. The waistcoat that laced up underneath them was so low-cut that they looked like they were about to spill out at any moment, but they never seemed to.

A short bolero jacket framed them without being able to cover them at all, designed to draw even more attention to them – completely unnecessary. The collar of the jacket was high and stiff, having three buckles to close it to right under her chin, forcing her to keep her head high. The outfit even had a comically small hat that sat perched at an angle to one side of her head. The whole thing must have rivalled Smudge’s own uniform in its discomfort for the wearer.

She was cute rather than traditionally beautiful, with very high cheekbones and a pointed face. Her hair a gorgeous red chestnut colour that Smudge had only ever seen scraped severely back and tied in a bun. She was an unusual looking woman, but still sexy. Her leathers were creaking as she minced up beside Smudge.

“I’m so horny, Smudge! I need you to get me off!”

“It would be my pleasure, Miss Ella.”

In all her time here, Smudge had only been used by Miss Ella a couple of times. She knew the other two maids were both experienced and highly skilled at pleasing women and that she herself still had stuff to learn. But she was confident she was improving and needed these opportunities to demonstrate the fact.

She dropped to her knees in front of the woman. The only way to get the skirt up was to turn the hem inside out and slide it up until it bunched on and above Miss Ella’s hips. Underneath was a tiny thong, also of black leather, just strings with a small triangle covering her pudenda. There were straps from the corset to hold up dark, smoky stockings. Smudge could smell Miss Ella’s arousal immediately. The woman’s hands pressed on Smudge’s head, stroking the latex of her veil, making it squeak.

“Use your fingers and your mouth. Don’t waste time, this needs to be quick.”

“Yes, Miss Ella.”

The maid found it impossible to pull the thong down, the strings were trapped under the bunched skirt. She glanced up, but Miss Ella’s breasts stuck out so far, she couldn’t see her face. She decided to just push the flimsy crotch panel aside. Her mound was waxed clean and smooth, her inner labia just visible, trying to poke out between the outer lips. Both were shiny with her cream, thick with it. Smudge ran her tongue right up their length, lapping up the fluid.

“I said get on with it!” Miss Ella gasped, even as her hips twitched in response.

Smudge’s own arousal was surging as well. She adored submissively serving other women sexually. It was the greatest thrill. So fulfilling. She pushed her tongue urgently inside. Miss Ella had the same piercings as Smudge – a barbell vertically through the clit hood that constantly pressed on the clit and a triangle piercing that passed underneath it. The maid knew only too well the relentless stimulation they were capable of inducing just with everyday movements. The difference was, Miss Ella could get relief, even if it might be only a brief respite, while Smudge had no hope of satisfaction at all.

While her tongue battered the metal and the clit itself forcefully, The maid slipped two fingers in between the labia, pushing them as deep as they would go. Miss Ella squirmed and moaned, her sex twitching spastically. Her hands tightened their grip on Smudge’s head. Smudge began to fuck the woman with her fingers while her tongue continued to work hard. Miss Ella shuddered, gasping.

“Yes… That’s it!.. Harder!.. Harder!”

Smudge obliged, her fingers pistoning in and out, her tongue attacking with as much force as she could muster. Miss Ella began to rock back and forth, thrusting herself down onto the fingers. She was so turned on, it wasn’t long before she was climaxing, quivering, writhing, groaning loudly. Smudge kept going, sensing the ecstasy that had grip of the woman’s body, it was shuddering uncontrollably – and her own need to cum burned ferociously, but had no hope of being assuaged.

Miss Ella’s cream was everywhere. Smudge licked it up, enjoying the taste. Afterward, she licked her hand clean as well.

“Good girl, I needed that!” Miss Ella was panting.

Smudge put the crotch panel of the thong back in place, then slid the skirt back down Miss Ella’s legs, stroking all the creases out of it, rubbing away her finger-marks with the back of her latex-sheathed hand. The leather was high quality, it felt exquisite to touch.

“Good little maid!”

Miss Ella patted Smudge’s head like she was a dog that had just performed a trick. Nevertheless, the maid felt a wonderful satisfaction, a joy that made her chest swell with pride.

“Can you check on Yala again. Make sure there is still plenty of food.”

“Yes, Miss Ella.”

Smudge watched Miss Ella make slow progress back toward the office. Her pert, leather encased bottom rolling seductively, exaggeratedly, as her legs fought the restriction of the hobble skirt that held her thighs so close together, forcing her to put one foot carefully in front of the other with every step.

The maid gracefully lifted herself back onto her feet. Even today, especially after her morning enema, her bumhole continued to hurt when she inadvertently clenched with movements like that. It was still tender from Ms Owusu’s direct hit from the toy pistol yesterday, though the swelling had largely gone down.

All three maids had been involved in fixing Ms Owusu’s pet onto the cross this morning. The cross had been used several times over the summer. Miss Ella had spent a few hours on there, one hot day. Her thighs, sex and breasts had been smeared with honey and jam and she had been left for the insects to feast on the treat. Smudge shuddered at the memory, glad it hadn’t been her – though it did bring back the recollection of her time on the roof of the tower, bound on top of Sweetmeat, having the ravens pecking at her rosebud. That had been bad enough.

Smudge wasn’t quite sure why Ms de Raveneaux was nurturing this strange relationship with the ravens of Heron’s Lap. There had to be more to it than just the serendipity of their names, didn’t there? Anyway, hers wasn’t to reason why…

The windows in the entrance hall were high on the wall, only the sky could be seen unless you mounted the stairs, so Yala wasn’t visible from inside. Outside was a different matter. Placed in a flowerbed just to the right of the front door, on the edge of the cobblestone square in front of the house, it was just about the most conspicuous position to be displayed.

As Smudge descended the steps from the front door, she saw that there was a raven perched on each of Yala’s thighs. Smudge found them quite frightening. They were so big, and always cawing noisily, and not the least intimidated by her presence. But it was their eyes that unsettled her the most. They were so dark and so knowing. Both stared at her as she arrived in front of the cross and she shivered. It felt like they were seeing right through to her soul. She hesitated and was relieved when, after a few seconds examining her, they both flew off.

There had been a heavy downpour earlier, just as they were finishing strapping Yala in place. The pet had been left out in it, as good as naked and today wasn’t as warm as it had been, the breeze having an autumnal nip to it. Smudge wasn’t sure she should be feeling sympathy for Yala – the woman never looked at Smudge with anything other than supercilious condescension – but as she assessed the pet’s situation, the maid couldn’t help feeling sorry for her. It was just the way Smudge was.

Yala did seem to be extraordinarily limber, but even so, to be held with her legs split fully open for several hours without respite must have been incredibly challenging, and hanging upside down as well! If the woman was finding it tough going, she was disguising it well. Today, she was wearing orange, snake-eyed contact lenses. She stared at Smudge. It was impossible to read anything through them – though they sent a shiver down the maid’s spine, distinctly unsettling. But her face showed no sign of distress. She almost looked serene. Perhaps she was meditating – maybe that was her method for getting through such ordeals.

Smudge made a note to explore that idea. Maybe it was something she should try, to cope with her next punishment, whenever that would be.

In front of the flowerbed and cross there was a box and a bucket. The box was used to stand on to reach Yala’s spread legs. The bucket contained food for the ravens. There were some nuts and berries, a splodge of peanut butter – used to stick the food onto Yala so that it couldn’t be shaken off. Smudge had been told to wedge some of the nuts between Yala’s labia, poking out, so that the birds could retrieve them.

The bucket also contained live food in the form of worms and some tiny slugs. Despite the fact that there was a plastic glove, so Smudge didn’t have direct contact with the creatures, picking them up still grossed her out, made her shudder in revulsion. The thought of having the creatures crawling across her bare skin while being bound immobile was too horrible to contemplate.

Yala’s thighs were in a bit of a mess. The food had gone, but the peanut butter was still largely there. There were fresh scratches and marks left by the ravens’ claws. In two places, one on each thigh, the birds had excreted directly onto the pet, leaving blotches of black and white faeces that were still steaming and oozing downward.

Smudge replaced the taken bird food. Yala sighed, her hips twitching, as the maid inserted more nuts into her sex. There were only a few slugs and worms left, Smudge used them all, placing the slugs on the edge of Yala’s mound, in the join with her thighs. That did make the pet shudder. The maid stepped back down off the box and put the bucket down. She could hear the ravens croaking noisily.

As she mounted the steps back to the door, she turned to see one of the huge birds gliding down from its perch on one of the gargoyles to land on the soft skin of Yala’s inner thigh. Smudge remembered how much those claws hurt as they sank into the skin. The raven went straight for the slugs.

Ruby

With the hardest yank yet on her tortured nipples, Ruby was brought to a standstill in the courtyard of the stable. She could hear and feel the blood pounding in her head and she had spots before her eyes, and this time they weren’t caused just by her tears. She was swaying, unable to remain steady and her legs were like jelly. She fought to stop them from buckling beneath her, falling to her knees. She gasped around the bit for air, her chest heaving. She had never been pushed so hard, used so ruthlessly. She couldn’t believe she was still standing.

She had been steered around the courtyard, first at a trot, and for the final stretch, a high-stepping walk. In her physical condition it had been easier to trot than to prance. She had tried her best, but exhaustion had got the better of her. Ms Owusu had focused the whip on her thighs, insisting she retain the correct posture, that her knees were lifted high enough, that she displayed enough bounce. Once again the lash spurred her on to find new reserves of energy, forced even more out of her. Her thighs were on fire, inside and out.

Ruby felt Ms Owusu dismount. Shortly after there were hands on her body. The lady was standing beside her, out of her sight, one hand grasping her waist, while the fingers of the other were on her hip, examining her brand, running across the letters burnt into her skin – the mark of her owner that she wore with such pride.

Finally, that hand slipped around to cup a buttock. Ruby couldn’t help but flinch from the firm, possessive touch, her bottom was so heavily welted and tender. Ms Owusu squeezed, kneading the muscle. Ruby jerked and recoiled, whimpering piteously.

“I told you I would whip you raw and run you into the ground. I am a woman of my word!”  Ms Owusu’s voice was low, her mouth close to Ruby’s ear.

Then the lady was standing in front of the ponygirl. In her hoof boots, Ruby was several inches taller, but that in no way impinged on the power dynamic between them.

“I know you worked so hard for me. You gave me your all. I appreciate that!”

The back of a leather-sheathed hand stroked Ruby’s cheek, almost tenderly… Almost… Ruby was still breathing heavily, still tearful.

“You are such a beautiful creature!.. And so desperate to please!”

A finger from the hand looped underneath one of the chains from the pony’s septum ring to the bit ring. It was already so tight, the pull on her nose was incredibly painful and distressing. She squealed. At the same time, Ms Owusu’s other hand suddenly cupped the ponygirl’s pussy, the heel of the palm pressing firmly, rubbing the leather strap buckled tightly over it. It pushed the dildo buried inside her deeper, caused it to flex, squeezed her labia. Ruby gasped and quivered, the state of her arousal obvious.

She knew she had been leaking her pussy juice, had felt it oozing out from under the crotch strap of her harness, running down both thighs. It always happened when the ponygirl ran. She no longer felt any shame about that. It was what ponygirls did.

“And aren’t you a hot one! Just made for the harness!”

Ms Owusu continued to grind her hand, pressing even harder. Ruby’s pussy began to spasm, her hips to twitch and squirm, but the finger under the chain from her septum ring provided strong encouragement for her to stay as still as possible, every jerk increasing the tension on the chain, thus her pain as well. But it was so hard, the rubbing felt so good and she needed it so desperately. She began to pant.

“Shamelessly needy!”

Unable to help herself, Ruby pushed back, humping the hand, looking through watery eyes into the excited eyes of the beautiful woman dominating her. She groaned, her tongue continuing to fight against the bit.

“Do you need to cum, little pony?”

Ruby stamped her hoof down on the cobblestones loudly. The lady tittered.

“Jiggle those huge jugs of yours, show me how much you want to cum!”

Ruby jerked her body up and down to make her tits bounce. The pull on her nose ring was agonizing, causing her to squeal, while the nipple bar clamped so tightly onto the teats tugged implacably. The straps of the harness sunk painfully into the meat of each tit as they attempted to contain the movement.

“Good pony… That is perfect! I hate fake tits but I have to say they did a good job with yours. They are delightful, who could resist wanting to hurt them!”

Ruby shuddered in both pleasure and pain, but her arousal was reaching fever pitch. She continued to jiggle her tits, to hump her pussy on Ms Owusu’s hand. She felt the first sparks of her orgasm threatening to enter her consciousness, the pressure cooker was about to burst its lid. It felt so good! The acute, terrible need was about to be satisfied at last. She let out a long, guttural moan.

And then the hand was gone and her hips were humping clear air. Panic overwhelmed her. No! This couldn’t happen! She whimpered pathetically, looking into Ms Owusu’s dark, mocking eyes, pleading. The lady giggled in delight.

“This is about my pleasure, not yours, impudent pony!”

Ruby’s nose ring was yanked harshly, her thigh was spanked.

“You will be much more responsive without a cum, ready to please me. That is as it should be.”

The woman looked so beautiful in her arrogance and dominance, her white teeth flashing in satisfaction, her cornrow braids spilling out from under her hat. She had the white kerchief around her throat again. Today it was cooler, she was wearing a black biker jacket, but it wasn’t fastened up. Again, she stroked the ponygirl’s cheek with the back of her gloved hand.

“Be still, now, or your thighs will get the crop!” Her tone was very stern.

Ruby trembled as she tried to still her hips. Her pussy was burning, pulsing. She sobbed. Again, Ms Owusu spanked her thigh, this time three times, hard, ensuring she caught the whip welts she had so recently placed there.

“Stand properly! Show me how proud you are to be a ponygirl! Show me how glad you are to have those huge melons on your chest!”

Ruby raised herself taller, pushed her tits out at Ms Owusu. The lady grabbed one in each hand, squeezing them, deliberately twisting the nipple bar to further torment the pony’s teats. Ruby whimpered once more. She could feel the drool that had seeped past the bit collecting at the tip of her chin. Ms Owusu’s eyes were gleaming, her mouth open in a wide smile.

“Good pony! That is much better!”

She began to knead Ruby’s tits, generating some pleasure, but more pain. She made a strange noise that sounded like she was purring. Then the hands were gone again and she turned, signalling to a groom.

“Can you put her over the frame? I want to fuck her arse?”

“Of course, Ms Owusu. What size strap-on do you need?”

“Oh, the biggest. I want her to know that she has been reamed.”

Five minutes later, Ruby was strapped down on one of the frames inside the foyer of the stable, a band around her waist holding her over a hip-high bar. Her torso was flat, shoulders resting on another bar of the same height, held in that position by her reins which were tied off on the floor directly under her face. They were tensioned so that the slightest lift up would tug on her nipples – the higher she raised herself, the more painful it would be, all the incentive needed to keep herself as flat as possible.

Her legs were between lower placed bars, behind her knees and in front of her shins. Her feet had been spread wide, to the posts at the edge of each side of the frame, chained in place. Her arms were still locked behind her back in the reverse-prayer position.

The crotch strap of her harness had been unfastened at the back and the butt-plug attached to her tail had been eased out of her bumhole. Both strap and tail were hanging down between her legs, held there by the dildo lodged in her pussy, but that was slowly slipping out. Ruby’s attempts to clench on to the fake cock had worked at first, but as the time passed she couldn’t maintain the grip, the weight was just too great. With a squelching sound, it slid out. The crotch strap swung free, only held in place by the buckles at the front. She could feel cool air on the insides of both gaping holes.

Out in the courtyard, music was blaring – Dua Lipa’s Dance the Night. Ruby had glimpsed several times that Ms de Raveneaux was practicing a dressage routine with her ponygirl, but in her current position all Ruby could see was the flagstone floor below her.

The ponygirl was prancing in time with the music. Though her costume was breathtaking, the way it shimmered with every movement, the way it shaped the ponygirl to its form, Ruby could tell she was relatively inexperienced, not yet close to the standard required for competing at shows and festivals. There was a lot of training and hard work needed.

Ms de Raveneaux was stood in the centre of the yard, controlling the pony with a lunge rein and matching whip, having the pony circle her. The whip had snaked out regularly to bite into the toned and shapely thighs as the lady barked out corrections. Ruby remembered her dressage training, long and arduous hours, but the recollection gave her a rush of arousal and pride – it had contributed to her becoming such a proficient, stunning show pony.

“I’m getting so much pleasure from hurting you!”

The sound of Ms Owusu’s voice brought Ruby back to her own predicament. The dom was right in front of her, but Ruby couldn’t actually see her.

“You suffer so beautifully. Such distress, but you can’t help yourself, you need it to be fulfilled. The curse of the submissive personality!”

Ruby felt gloved fingers on her bald scalp, stroking the smooth skin. A couple of days ago her head had been waxed and was super smooth and soft, the shadow of her hair removed. Ms Owusu stepped closer and Ruby could feel the feathers of the plume that sprouted from the forehead strap of her bridle bending as the woman’s leather-clad body pressed against the top of her head. Now Ruby could see the giant strap-on cock Ms Owusu was wearing. It brushed against the rigid collar enveloping her neck.

The ponygirl felt a stab of shock and fear at the idea of that thing going up her arse. It would be as big as anything that had ever gone up there before and she remembered how painful it could be. At the same time, the prospect aroused her, she couldn’t deny it.

Ms Owusu’s hands explored Ruby’s bound body, stroking her shoulders, running down her forearms that were locked together down her spine. Eventually, inevitably, they found their way to her tits, hanging in their cradle of straps underneath her. The hands cupped them, squeezed them, palms grinding against her nipples and the bar that connected them. Ruby whimpered, trying not to squirm but failing.

Ms Owusu hummed with satisfaction. When she pulled her hands back, she briefly stroked Ruby’s cheek again, and then she was gone from in front of the ponygirl. Next, her fingers were on Ruby’s bottom, probing the mass of welts that she had so recently created with her whip. Ruby shuddered, feeling so vulnerable and helpless, her body at the mercy of this demon woman. They were so tender and the lady wasn’t gentle. Ruby whimpered again, unable to stop herself from writhing and flinching, hurting, but at the same time she was so turned-on.

“I think these need to be warmed up a little more. I want them cooking as I plough that arsehole.”

Ruby felt panic and dread. This woman was terrifying. There was an interminable wait. Then the ponygirl heard the woosh, immediately followed by the crack, and pain consumed her buttocks, taking her breath away. It was a strap, broad and heavy, swung up from low down to land across the base of her bottom, right across the heaviest cluster of welts. It lifted the cheeks, causing them to wobble furiously. For a moment she was frozen in shock, then she began to wriggle frantically, instinctively.

Her eyes welled with fresh tears. So slowly the burning began to dissipate, and as soon as it did, the next stroke followed. It was a backhand, the end of the strap wrapping around her right buttock, unleashing fire. After a pause, the third stroke came, brought down from overhead, centred on the split between the two cheeks. Ruby couldn’t help rearing up, yanking her nipples hard, stretching and twisting them.

As Ms Owusu’s excitement grew, the space between each strike became less, the location of each strike not so specific. The pain increased until that was all Ruby was aware of, thrashing in her bonds, moaning. She didn’t realize that the strokes had stopped, the burning was so great, her consciousness in a hazy red mist. She hurt so much…

Then her roasting buttocks were pushed apart, so tender the fingers felt like hot pokers on her skin. She felt the coolness of lube being squirted copiously onto her rosebud, which was still slightly slack from wearing her tail. The head of the dildo was immediately probing it, forcing its way into the crinkle of her sphincter, which parted easily initially, but as the full girth was reached, it became more resistant, unused to being stretched so wide.

Ms Owusu’s hands grabbed Ruby’s hips to gain more leverage. The pain was acute, different to the burning of her scalded buttocks. Ruby’s mouth opened wide in distress, she moaned. Ms Owusu didn’t hesitate, however, continuing to ease the massive fake cock into Ruby’s bowel, ever deeper. Her intestines protested but stretched to accommodate the intruder. Still it sank deeper, she had never felt so full, so deeply penetrated.

The leather covering Ms Owusu’s hips pressed against Ruby’s skinned buttocks as she was fully impaled. It was so intense. The ponygirl sobbed. The pain of her stretched sphincter was excruciating, while further up inside her there was a disconcerting, horrible ache. It felt so uncomfortable.

After a brief pause, Ms Owusu began to slowly draw out again. Despite the terrible discomfort, the friction on her distended sphincter radiated pleasure, merging with the pain. Then the dildo was pushing back in again. Ruby shivered, squirming. Her arms fought their bondage, her tongue tried to break free of the bit it was attached to, not to escape, but to confirm how completely, how utterly she was being dominated. It was both physically and emotionally overwhelming.

Gradually, Ms Owusu increased the pace, and the passage of the dildo became easier, the level of pleasure rose, the level of pain fell. Her hands on Ruby’s hips used them to pull the ponygirl onto the faux cock, driving it deeper still into her bowels. The woman’s hips smacked repeatedly against Ruby’s red and sore bum cheeks. Ruby’s groans became a mixture of distress and joy.

Ms Owusu giggled and speeded up the thrusts even further, shortening the length of each stab but becoming more forceful. Ruby struggled for breath, her eyes wide. She felt so full. She could hear Ms Owusu starting to pant from the exertion, but she didn’t let up, continuing to push into Ruby hard. It was extraordinary.

Then one of the hands left Ruby’s hip and grabbed a hold of her mane, tugging hard, lifting her head and shoulders. The reins were already taut, no slack at all. Every inch she was raised stretched her nipples further, the pain was unspeakable. She squealed. In a rare moment of restraint, Ms Owusu relented, but only for a few moments. With every forward thrust she yanked ruthlessly on the mane. Ruby continued to squeal, sobbing.

Faster and harder still the fucking became. The frame underneath Ruby groaned from the violent movements of the ponygirl’s body. There was so much pain, but so much pleasure, too. It was mind-boggling. Then Ms Owusu’s other hand left Ruby’s hip. Fingers were inside Ruby’s pussy, seeking and finding her clit and her genital piercings, rubbing them. Ruby was so turned-on, her body responded, jerking, hips squirming and spasming. Still her arse was being fucked hard, the lady had so much stamina and she was now using the ponygirl’s mane for leverage.

The pain was atrocious, but still the pony felt the first sparks of euphoria as her orgasm began to build. This time, Ms Owusu didn’t stop, forcing the climax out of Ruby. She wailed as she came, writhing, riding wave after wave of ecstasy as the dildo continued to plough deep into her bowel, as her nipples were savagely tugged and twisted. She lost awareness of everything but the rapture enveloping her pain ravaged body.

Smudge

It was mid-afternoon. There had been some sunny spells during the day, but it had clouded over again and the sky was grey. There hadn’t been any more rain since the downpour mid-morning. Smudge found herself on her hands and knees. She was being used as a seat and currently had Ms Owusu’s firm bottom planted on her back. With her skirts having fallen forward, her own bare backside was on display, bifurcated as always by the crotch band of her chastity belt. Ms Owusu’s gloved hand was idly playing with the maid’s left buttock, stroking it, cupping it, occasionally pinching very hard or slapping it.

Alongside her, Mopsy was performing a similar function for Ms de Raveneaux. Her colleague’s bare bottom was right in front of Smudge’s face. It had some fading marks that Smudge recognized to be from a spanking with Chef’s large wooden spoon. Mopsy had a beautiful, shapely bum. Just looking at it, framed by the heavy latex of her skirts and thigh-high boots, was arousing Smudge.

They were down at the lake, by the boathouse, on the jetty that led to the millhouse – which brought back such difficult, intense memories for Smudge. There had been a moment when she had thought that they were returning there as she followed the entourage onto the boardwalk, but the destination – as it usually was – was the ducking chair.

There was a gathering at the ducking chair every couple of weeks, not a set arrangement but at the caprice of Ms de Raveneaux. Mopsy had said it was largely a summer thing, but it wasn’t very summery today, significantly colder than it had been. Smudge didn’t envy the unfortunates who would finish up in the chair.

Normally, they were chosen by lottery. Names were printed on little strips of paper inserted into plastic balls. The balls were placed in a bowl and mixed around. The number of people selected and the game that was played varied, as did those that were entered into the lottery. Sometimes it was the grooms and stable hands, sometimes the ponygirls, sometimes the household staff, gardeners and estate workers. You usually didn’t know if you were included until you (or a colleague) was actually selected.

By a stroke of incredible fortune, Smudge had evaded selection throughout the whole summer, despite seeing Flopsy and Miss Ella selected twice and Mopsy once. She was confident that it wouldn’t be her today as the games involved bringing yourself off on the dildo mounted in the seat of the chair, and Ms de Raveneaux wasn’t about to give Smudge that opportunity after sentencing her to chastity for such an extended period. Flopsy had actually said it didn’t bother her that much when she was selected, as at least she got an orgasm out of it and was always in such need that she could climax quickly.

And that was the key. It was usually a race to climax as soon as possible. The woman slowest to cum received the punishment – commonly being keel-hauled around the lake by one of the ponygirl-powered paddlewheel boats. Flopsy and Mopsy had never lost. Kept in sexual denial for days on end in their belts, they had an inherent advantage.

The ducking chair had both a short, fat dildo and a narrower butt-plug protruding from the seat, to which the selected woman was mounted and strapped down in place. Two sticky pads were placed on their mound, slightly to either side of the apex of their pudenda. These were used to detect an orgasm when it occurred, sending a notification to Ms de Raveneaux’s mobile phone. The ducking started with a straightforward down and up into the lake, then five extra seconds were added to each consecutive duck up to twenty seconds.

As it turned out, today was different. There was to be no lottery. Those destined for ducking were to be Yala, Miss Lee in her ponygirl Ruby guise and Sweetmeat in her ponygirl persona of Catnip. Smudge soon discovered that this wasn’t the only change. The two prongs on the chair would be coated in ginger paste. She shuddered at the thought. How were you supposed to cum with that deterrent?

To her dismay, after the stable hand had finished applying copious amounts of the paste onto the dildo and butt-plug, Ms Owusu ordered that Smudge’s nipples get a coating, too. The burning was appalling, the itching unbearable. It felt like they had swollen to twice their normal size, that they were about to explode. When she glanced down, she could see how they were tenting her apron.

Her instinct was to grab them and massage them, but as Ms Owusu’s seat she had to keep as still as possible, hands on the wooden boards beneath her. She was panting, blinking back tears as she tried to remain motionless, determined not to give the lady any further excuse for even greater torment. She heard the lady chuckling. Ms Owusu was a demoness.

It was Yala who was first. Smudge watched her being seated in the chair, helped onto the prongs by Flopsy, who was controlling the pet by a chain connected to the ring in the metal embedded in her nose, lying side-on on her top lip. It was quite difficult for Smudge to see, she daren’t move her head too much and the veil of her uniform limited her peripheral vision somewhat. She was having to look sideways out of her eyes.

A heavy belt was drawn across Yala’s lap and buckled down to the other side of the chair. Her legs were bent at the knee and strapped into cuffs hanging down underneath the seat. Smudge had never seen Yala down here at the duckings before. She sat up straight, shoulders back, head high – her usual composed and elegant self. Smudge didn’t think that would last long. So far, she wasn’t showing any signs of the turmoil that must be growing inside her lower holes. How long did the ginger take to work?

There was another strap that passed across Yala’s torso right under her breasts, securing her safely to the chair. In a novel twist, her wrist cuffs were secured through the metal handle woven into her braided hair, ensuring she couldn’t use her hands at all to assist in bringing herself off. Smudge heard Flopsy explaining the rules to Yala. Ms Owusu was getting impatient, fidgeting on Smudge’s back, drumming her fingers on the maid’s hip.

“Shall we get on with it!”

No one wanted to risk earning Ms Owusu’s ire, things speeded up. The ducking chair was on the end of a beam that was integrated into a post sunk into the lake right next to the jetty. The post turned, the beam tilted. It looked really old. Smudge wondered how long it had been there. Ms Vietz was operating the chair. She rotated the beam around on the post. The chair and its occupant swung out from the jetty, leaving them suspended about eight feet away from it, directly over the lake.

Now Smudge could see that Yala was starting to squirm urgently, trying to bounce herself on the prongs – whether in an effort to already start inducing an orgasm or because the ginger paste had fully kicked in, she didn’t know. Maybe it was a combination of both. She was still managing to look aloof.

“OK, away we go!” Ms de Raveneaux called.

The chair dropped like a stone into the lake, the beam angling down sharply and in no time Yala was completely submerged, but she was instantly lifted back up again, looking bedraggled, struggling much more animatedly, her wrists pulling frantically, tugging at her scalp. Smudge couldn’t see her face, but she was writhing, trying to lift herself, generate as much movement on the dildo and butt-plug inside her as she could. The water slid off her, flying off her hair as it bounced and swung around.

She was only out of the water for maybe ten seconds, then the chair descended again, crashing forcefully into the lake. Yala’s waist, breasts, neck, then her entire head and hands disappeared beneath the churning water.

Flopsy counted the time out loud, one to five seconds, before the beam lifted back to a horizontal position. Yala was gasping and coughing, trying to get her breath back, still trying to work out how best to move on the prongs to stimulate herself.

Flopsy was still counting, one to five again, down the chair went once more. This time it was under to the count of ten. As the chair arose, water pouring off the bizarre woman, Smudge could see that Yala had found a technique. She was surging up and forward repeatedly, riding the prongs, but it required a huge amount of effort. She was panting loudly from the exertion, but at the same time had to be ready to hold her breath again as Flopsy counted to ten a second time. Next time Yala was going to be under for fifteen seconds.

Ms Owusu was shifting excitedly on Smudge’s back, increasing the pressure on it. Her hand was grabbing the maid’s buttock, squeezing it painfully.

Yala dropped into the water again. Fifteen seconds seemed such a long time as they waited for her to reappear. When she did, she was still rocking forward, her breathing desperate and loud. This time she had fifteen seconds to get her breath back. Smudge could see her shivering, out of the cold water and into the chilly wind. Her arms were still instinctively tugging at her hair as she tried to use them to increase her leverage.

“Fifteen!” Flopsy declared.

Ms Vietz dunked Yala into the lake again. As the water settled there was an edgy silence except for the counting. The tension was palpable. Ms Owusu was perched on the edge of Smudge’s back.

As Flopsy reached seventeen, Ms de Raveneaux’s phone started to chime loudly.

“She’s cumming!” She declared, sounding a little surprised.

Ms Owusu stood up, exclaiming loudly, clapping her hands. Smudge thought that rather strange, assuming the cruel vixen would want her pet to suffer to the utmost and lose, to be keel-hauled around the lake. Ms Vietz still waited to the count of twenty before lifting the chair out of the lake.

As everyone was distracted and Ms Owusu was standing, smudge took the opportunity to surreptitiously lift one of her hands from the deck of the jetty and massage her burning nipples through the latex of her apron in an attempt to relieve the itching and the sting. It was a foolish thing to do, but she couldn’t resist the urge. Any short term comfort was soon replaced with a burn of even greater ferocity as soon as she put her hand back down.

Yala was still writhing frenziedly, coughing, spitting out lake water, wheezing as she tried to get her breath back. Gradually, from sheer exhaustion, her movements quietened down, though her hips remained twisting and jerking, in constant motion. The ducking chair was swung back over the jetty. Smudge glimpsed her face. The aloofness, the pridefulness, the composure was for the moment gone. Water was still slipping off her, she was shivering, her eyes were wide with shock and the colour had gone from her cheeks.

The two ponygirls to go next were stood a little further down the jetty, behind Smudge. What was going through their heads, having just watched what had happened to Yala?

Ms Owusu sat back down on Smudge, crossing her legs. The maid heard the sound of leather-clad thighs rubbing against each other. One hand splayed across Smudge’s bottom, the other settled between her shoulder blades so that the lady could lean back some.

Yala had been unfastened from the chair, the chain reattached to her nose ring. Her wrists were left bound through the handle in her hair, keeping her hands up by her ears. She was still squirming on the prongs, panting, and had to be lifted off them by a groom. Even back on her feet she couldn’t keep her hips still, the ginger paste continuing to torment her. Flopsy wrapped a big towel around her and gave the pet a superficial rubdown, before leading her over to Ms Owusu and Smudge and giving her chain to the seated woman.

Ms Owusu pulled Yala to her knees beside her, right by Smudge’s head. The maid could see the pet’s calves and feet directly underneath her. The heels of her remarkable sandals were even higher than the maid’s uniform boots. It was impressive how she was able to walk so elegantly in them. The metal was shaped to fit her feet exactly, as if moulded. The spiralling metal wrapping her ankles and calves fitted so tightly it indented the skin, which was covered in goosebumps.

“Be still, my little lamb.” Ms Owusu warned. Though her voice was quiet, it was still loaded with authority and menace.

Yala tried. Smudge had never seen anyone with as much self-discipline as Yala. The things her mistress did to her… Yet she managed such self-control. She continued to twitch, but very subtly, her buttocks clenching and unclenching.

As Catnip was led, high-stepping, to the chair, her hoofs thumped loudly on the planks of the jetty. Smudge could feel the boards vibrating from the impact. Catnip’s outfit was sensational. She looked amazing, like something out of a movie. It reflected the light from all angles, sparkling, while her pale skin bulged through the hexagonal holes, imprisoned within. She was bent over so a groom could remove the crotch band of her harness.

“Flopsy, clean off the prongs with your mouth, right down to the root.” Ms de Raveneaux ordered.

The dildo was glistening, thick with the mixture of the paste and Yala’s vaginal cream – she had been so wet! Flopsy gracefully bent forward from the hip and took the dildo into her mouth. Its girth required the maid to open her jaw wide. Her head bobbed, gradually taking more of the fake dong inside. Then she dropped lower and the entire dildo disappeared, her lips pressing into the seat of the chair. She held herself there for some time, the headdress of her uniform shimmering. When she lifted off, the prong looked clean.

Shifting her position slightly, she then lowered herself onto the shorter butt-plug. Smudge shuddered, thinking what it must taste like fresh out of Yala’s rectum. Hopefully the ginger would mask the flavour.

Meanwhile, Catnip’s crotch band had been removed. Like all the other ponygirls at Heron’s Lap, Catnip’s outer labia were heavily pierced, three holes in each lip, held open by grommets that lined each piercing. Studs lining the inside of the crotch band locked into the labia grommets to attached the band directly and intimately to her sex. To unlock each stud a little key was required. The dildo buried inside her had been eased out. Made out of semi-flexible silicone, the dildo had a succession of horizontal ridges down its length and the glans was covered in dozens of little nodules to provide stimulation as it flexed inside her.

Because of the shaped, rigid form of the metal band, the butt-plug and her tail came out at the same time. The whole ensemble was carried away. Catnip was yanked upright again. There was a wait while Flopsy reapplied the ginger paste heavily onto the prongs. The ponygirls buttocks were densely welted, marks of all different ages with different hues of red and purple.

Catnip’s reins and bit weren’t removed until she was seated in the chair and strapped into place. With her arms bound behind her, they were trapped between the seat back and her body, which pushed her large bust out in a very exaggerated fashion. The sensor pads were put in place on her mound. Behind the mirror finish of her helmet/bridle her eyes couldn’t be seen. She was still flexing her jaw, her tongue moving animatedly, enjoying its new found freedom.

She displayed the effects of the ginger sooner than Yala had, her hips starting to jerk in an agitated way, each movement causing her breasts to bounce, her chest to stick out even further.

The chair swung back out over the lake. The ponygirl disappeared as she was dunked. She reappeared immediately, coughing and spluttering, fighting her bonds vehemently. She generated a lot of upward momentum as she bounced and writhed. In no time, she was back under again and Flopsy was counting to five.

Catnip didn’t make it as far as the twenty second dunk. As she came up from the fifteen second ducking, convulsing like she was receiving an electric shock, Ms de Raveneaux’s phone chimed to announce the ponygirl was climaxing.

Ruby

She watched Ms de Raveneaux’s ponygirl lifted off the ducking chair, her bit and reins already re-attached. The reins needed a hard yank to encourage her. She was still grinding herself frantically on the dildo and butt-plug and very reluctant to lose contact with them. As soon as she was back up on her hoofs there were three grooms around her, drying off and polishing up her stunning outfit, wringing the water out of her mane. The pony was whimpering, fidgeting strenuously. A couple of strokes of the crop were needed to calm her down.

Ruby was overcome with dread. She was next for that chair. Her experience here had been so intense and challenging, absolutely unremitting. She had been pulled out of her comfort zone, her routines, her settled life, never knowing what was coming next other than it would be a terrible ordeal. And always her body betrayed her, keeping her excited and aroused even as the terror mounted.

Resplendent again, except for her still damp mane, the ponygirl was led back toward Ruby, crotch band back in place, prancing with extra zeal. Ms de Raveneaux stood up and made a big fuss of her, praising her, hands stroking all over her. The pony pushed herself into the hands, the only way she was able to reciprocate the affection.

Ruby/Kara had noticed before the strength of the bond between the two women. They had something special, even in the world of BDSM, with its passion and intensity. It revealed itself in moments like these. It reminded Ruby of how much she missed her own Mistress, the one who had opened this world to her, who had peeled back the layers of fear and naivety to allow Ruby to discover her true self, fulfilment at a level she hadn’t known was possible, to find her own destiny.

“Walk on!”

The groom holding Ruby’s reins pulled her forward, tugging only gently on her nipples, but it was enough to generate fierce pain in their current condition. After Ms Owusu had removed her strap-on from Ruby’s bumhole, the ponygirl had been left on the frame for quite some time, ignored, as the bustle of the busy stable went on around her. Eventually, she had been unfastened and returned to her stall, where her buttocks were smothered in the ointment that was always used on a pony’s well-whipped posterior. It did sooth in the longer term, but the initial application burned atrociously.

After being allowed time to rest, she was disconcerted to find she wasn’t going to be taken back to the house to continue her artwork, but instead kept in her tack and put back between the shafts of Ms Owusu’s pony cart. She had feared the worst. No matter how much whip was used, Ruby wouldn’t be capable of another run like that of the morning. It was with great relief that Ms Owusu had only driven her down to the lake and the boathouse. As she pranced toward the medieval-looking ducking chair, that relief had completely evaporated. There seemed no end to the ordeals she was to face…

She could see that Flopsy was bent over the chair, her mouth cleaning off the dildo and butt-plug again. Panic licked around Ruby’s consciousness. One of the causes of her anxiety was how the hell she was going to climax again after two orgasms already today – the last one as powerful and prolonged as they got – without any direct physical stimulation of her clit. Maybe she would be able to get some friction against the piercings in her pussy.

A hard tug of the reins bent her over. Her feet were kicked apart. The crotch strap of her harness was removed, the dildo and butt-plug extracted. As the plug reached its widest point, stretching her inflamed sphincter, she murmured in pain. Ms Owusu’s butt-fuck had been hard and long, her rosebud was tender, her insides very sore. Pulled upright again, Flopsy was just finishing lathering up the prongs on the ducking chair with a fresh dose of ginger paste.

The dildo was six inches long and slightly curved, fat and with a large bell-end. The anal plug was half the height, fattest halfway down its length and narrow at the base. The grooms were careful and gentle as they lowered Ruby onto the prongs. She was still dilated and they slipped inside her easily. The dildo felt fantastic, but the anal plug was uncomfortable. As her bottom came to rest on the seat she squirmed in delight, rocking her hips, shuddering in pleasure. Maybe it wouldn’t be so hard to cum again after all.

But that was the deception. Initially, the ginger paste burned gently, enhancing her arousal. It felt so good. But as she was strapped into place, her reins and bit removed, the plume of feathers atop her bridle taken out, as the sensor pads were placed on her mound, the heat steadily escalated from exciting to uncomfortable and very soon became unbearable, burning and itching. The natural reaction was to wriggle as much as possible because it gave immediate respite, but she soon discovered that longer term it just made everything worse, widening and increasing both the burn and the itch.

By the time the chair swung out over the lake, the panic had returned as she began to comprehend how hellish her situation was going to be. She struggled furiously in her bonds to try to escape, to find some alleviation. She writhed madly, trying to discover a way to stimulate herself at the same time.

The chair dropped so fast her stomach did somersaults. It smacked into the lake and she was straight under, the shock of the cold water momentarily rendering her motionless. It was freezing! It got no warmer as she rose back up into the air again, the biting wind was petrifying. Her senses were in overload. More panic.

Her pussy and rectum were on fire. She wriggled spastically. This was every bit as horrendous as she had anticipated, her arousal had become a remote sensation. She had to get her focus onto what was important. Cumming was the only way out of this. She plunged down into the lake again, filling her lungs with air just before she went under.

Then she found it. The correct position and the jerk that dragged the phallus across her G-spot. She came back out of the water spluttering and gasping, but concentrating, thrusting her body wildly, desperately against her bonds, feeling her excitement surging again, but it was impossible to deny the agony of her searing holes – that seemed to still be getting even worse. It was insufferable. She screamed.

Down into the lake she went again. How could ten seconds be so long? She thought it was never going to end. Her lungs hurt and it was so, so cold. All the sensations were overpowering. She kept jerking, kept the pressure on that spot that felt exquisite. It was so tiring, but she had to find the strength to keep going.

At last her mouth was clear of the water. She opened it wide, taking deep, rasping gasps for her aching lungs while continuing to move as frantically as she could. Her world had become so small, there was just herself and her torments. Get enough air, get enough movement, focus on her G-spot, end the agony.

Back into the water again. Fifteen seconds that felt like minutes, her lungs were going to burst, she was going to drown. Her arms were fighting wildly to break free of the harness behind her back, it was instinctive, even though she knew it was a waste of energy. It now felt like her pony collar was going to choke her. It was all so frightening. When she eventually came up again she was blowing water out of her nose, wheezing. Focus… Focus. She howled again, gasping, using every second of the fifteen to get her breath back, continuing to hump on the prongs inside her.

But now the fifteen seconds felt like ten and in no time she was dropping again, immersed in the chilling murk. Twenty seconds… She wouldn’t make it… She really was going to drown. It was so terrifying! The orgasm came suddenly and quickly. Climaxing underwater was amazing, but overwhelming. If she was going to die, engulfed in her crazy euphoria, she didn’t care. She continued to thrash about to the limits she was able, suffused in pleasure that now swamped all the pain and discomfort for a few short seconds.

She was barely conscious of being lifted clear of the water this time. She was coughing it up, struggling for air, so dizzy she thought she would pass out, maybe for a few seconds she did. As the ecstasy of her climax began to fade, there was only the burning from the prongs inside her, the agony from which she could not escape and she continued to writhe frantically.

Smudge

“Well, that’s as close to a dead heat as you could get!” Ms de Raveneaux declared. “Yala and Ruby!”

“They’ll have to go again! A play off! Extra time!” Ms Owusu was getting quite excited, bouncing around on Smudge’s back.

“Much as I admire your enthusiasm, T.” Ms de Raveneaux often called her friend by just the first letter of her first name. “We’re not likely to get them to cum again in the chair, more likely to drown first!”

“Drat and double drat! What are we going to do then?”

“Can we tow both of them around the lake, Ilse?” Ms de Raveneaux asked.

“One after the other or together?” The German responded.

“I was thinking together. Do we have two helmets?”

“There is a spare, yes…”

“Could the ponies on the boat handle the extra weight of towing two bodies?”

Ms Vietz paused before answering.

“I would guess so, if we minimize the occupants on the boat. Were you thinking of them on separate lines? That might be difficult… We could manage if we bound them together, I should think.”

“Let’s do that then. OK for you, T?”

“I’d rather see them back in the ducking chair, first!” Ms Owusu didn’t hide her disappointment.

“You do have a lovely pout when you don’t get your own way, T!” Ms de Raveneaux chuckled.

“At least let me have a whip on the boat!”

“You can motivate the ponyboys, if you like?”

Yes… I like that idea!”

The boathouse contained four different boats, only one of which would be considered in any way  conventional. That was powered by an outboard motor. The other three, of varying sizes, were all pony powered. It was the biggest that was used for the keel-hauling. It was also the fastest. At least fifteen feet long and six feet wide at the stern, it had a little hydrofoil at the front that lifted the nose out of the water once it reached a certain speed. It really looked spectacular when travelling at full pelt.

Half-way down the length, there were two smaller, outboard paddlewheels, one each side. Between them, two ponies were mounted to the pedals, each turning one. Usually, when the boat was being used for keel-hauling, it was the ponyboys who were mounted in this position. At the two corners at the back of the boat were two more paddlewheels. These were much bigger, twice the size of the centrally placed ones. Four ponygirls were mounted at the back, two powering each wheel.

The ponies remained in their full tack, arms still bound behind them, almost lying down, optimally placed to be able to get the most downforce on the pedals. They were even still controlled by their reins to set the pace, as they would be when fastened to a cart. It looked like the boat was made of some lightweight plastic. Smudge wondered if it was carbon fibre. Whatever, with six ponies powering it, it could reach an amazing speed as it cut through the water.

It was even more extraordinary when some unfortunate, chained to the stern, was being dragged through the water behind the boat. The excesses of Heron’s Lap blew Smudge’s mind. The time, ingenuity and cost that had been invested to create these things…

Before the boat had appeared, however, Smudge’s ability to observe proceedings was then seriously curtailed. As the staff scurried about to prepare everything, Ms Owusu ordered the maid to eat out Yala’s bumhole. The pet was on her knees in front of Smudge, her forehead pressed to the boards, backside lifted up and pressed against Smudge’s face. She wiggled her buttocks to separate them, grinding her sloppy rosebud on the maid’s mouth urgently, trying to alleviate some of the itching and burning she was clearly still experiencing.

Yala’s crevice was still damp. Smudge could smell and taste the ginger. She was told to clean the mess up. The pet’s hips remained in constant motion, forcefully pushing on Smudge’s face, making it difficult for Smudge to direct her tongue. The moisture and the recent intrusion into Yala’s rectum had left her sphincter soft and pliable, though, and easy to access in that respect. Smudge licked up the gloop, soon feeling the heat of the ginger in her mouth.

The outside cleaned up, the maid began to push deeper with her tongue, forcing it through the sphincter, fighting a compulsion to gag. Yala began to twitch as Smudge’s tongue caressed the inside of the rosebud and the walls of the bowel, but remained silent. Smudge drew out more and more of the diluted paste, forced to swallow it down. She felt so depraved, so humble. Behind her chastity belt her sex was burning with need. How desperately she needed to be touched, but that was not going to happen.

Ruby

Her bridle had been removed. She had just been smacked across the thighs with the groom’s crop for not remaining still, but it was simply impossible. The burning in her pussy and arsehole was not as bad as it had been, but still fierce, enough to prevent her controlling her hips. The itching was maddening. Ruby was still blinking away tears. She was exhausted and numb with shock, strangely sated by her last orgasm, for surviving the ordeal, slightly spaced-out.

She could just about see Yala, who had been brought alongside her, from the corner of her eye. The implacable severity of her pony collar prevented her from turning her head one iota. Yala had been bent over and the curved metal headpiece woven into her braids had been removed, which messed up the carefully styled pattern of her cornrows, but that became inconsequential as Ms Vietz approached them, carrying a bizarre helmet – it looked like a cross between a motorcycle crash helmet and a gas mask, with a long, wide tube dangling from the mouth/nosepiece.

Stretching the heavy rubber neckpiece as wide open as she could, the German pulled it over Yala’s head. It was a tight fit, requiring a lot of tugging. After Yala was brought upright again, Ruby couldn’t see her well at all, only the hose snaking down onto the boards of the jetty. But then the groom holding on to Ruby’s harness grabbed her single braided mane and used it to bend her over in a similar fashion. Soon it was her head being encapsulated in cloying heavy rubber.

It yanked harshly on her mane before slipping into place around her collared neck. The whole thing then tightened further against her face as a zip at the back was closed. There were two wide, circular eye holes fitted with clear plastic for her to see through. The crash-helmet part was heavy, the facemask pressed directly on her cheeks and nose, wrapping her chin, but her nostrils and mouth were directly behind where the hose integrated and there was space there to breathe freely, she could hear every inward and outward breath hissing through the mouthpiece and tube. It was intensely claustrophobic and the latex smelled strongly.

She was lifted upright again. Ruby found herself staring at Ms Vietz’s narrow, cruel face with its twisted smile. Her hands rose to pull, tug and handle the helmet, shifting it until she was satisfied with its fit. She moved behind Ruby and sealed the neck of the helmet finally around the ponygirl’s collar. Ruby could barely hear anything. When the German reappeared in front of her, it was to stick more pads on her body, under the harness, under her breast, higher on her chest.

It wasn’t until she was turned to face Yala that she could see these properly. They were like the things put on you for a medical exam, to monitor your heart and vital signs. She felt she should be concerned that such things were required, but in her strange mood, she remained calm – what more could they do to her!

Ruby was pushed forward. At the same time, Yala was too, until they were pressed against each other, upper bodies bent slightly to the side so that their enlarged headgear didn’t thump into each other, though the side of Ruby’s helmet did bump Yala’s. Ruby’s chin was over Yala’s shoulder. Because of her hoof boots, she was a few inches taller than Yala, despite the other woman’s towering heels. Yala’s metal nipple stretchers dug deeply and painfully into Ruby’s tits.

Their hips were pushed together and a wide band passed around both waists and buckled tight, holding their bodies in intimate contact. Another around their necks kept their chests pressed tight and their helmets, side by side, pressed against one another. Ruby’s arms were already locked behind her but she felt Yala’s arms wrapped around her and fixed to the back of her pony harness, hugging her. Ruby could feel both the soft warmth of Yala’s body and the hard, heavy metal that confined so much of her physique, digging uncomfortably into the exposed parts of her own torso.

Hands on both of them forced them to shuffle a couple of steps so they were standing right on the edge of the jetty and Ruby began to feel a little fearful again. Her crotch strap had not been replaced and now her feet were kicked apart. Fingers spread her labia open and she felt the familiar sensation of a dildo being eased inside her. It wasn’t particularly big but was unusually heavy, but being well greased it slid easily into her sopping wet tunnel. There was something different about this one, however. As it seated fully inside her there was a prong branching from it, forked, and it slid into place either side of her clit, pressing on it from both sides. She quivered and spasmed helplessly as the sensitive nub was squeezed.

Almost immediately, Ruby recognized the telltale tingle of the ginger paste again. She couldn’t believe it. Please, no more! The dildo continued to flex and squirm inside her as it was handled and Yala became suddenly much more animated, hips jerking. Ruby realized the dildo was double-ended, the other end being inserted into Yala. Every little movement of the other woman instantly transferred itself into Ruby’s pussy and onto her clit. Every fidget, every twitch was amplified to Ruby’s most sensitive places.

Very quickly a strap was passed around their thighs, binding them together, trapping the double-ended dildo in place. The initial warmth of the ginger was already driving Ruby mad with need, and it was the same for Yala. Both of them were writhing desperately against one another, moving their hips to maximize the stimulation of the dildo. But this time, the terrible burning and itching came on much quicker and the grooms were having to hold them steady as they began to frantically fight to free themselves, to escape the terrible torment. At the same time, their restriction increased further as their ankles were all drawn together and strapped tight as well.

The helmet was so hot and stifling. Through the eyeholes, over Yala’s shoulder, Ruby could see the lake. Into her eyeline came a boat, one she hadn’t seen on the water before, larger. It was close. She could see that there were six ponies inside it, powering it, the two ponyboys at the front and four ponygirls at the back. On a seat behind the ponyboys was Ms Owusu’s elegant form, sat casually, one leg raised, the sole of her boot planted on one of the ponyboy’s buttocks. In one hand she held a short, thick whip. In the other were the pony’s reins.

Ms de Raveneaux was on a seat right at the back of the boat, reins and whip in hand, too. The vessel stopped its gentle progress, then began to move backward, at the same time turning sharply so that the stern faced Ruby. It gradually backed up against the jetty, bumping against the old tyres protecting it. At that point, Ms Vietz boarded the boat as well. The ends of the long hoses attached to their helmets were handed to her, mounted onto the stern.

The awful, agonizing sear caused by the ginger paste was raging in Ruby’s pussy once more, as bad as it had been. It was the same for Yala. They were both struggling manically, only being held upright by the grooms, but she couldn’t hear anything but the ragged sound of her own breathing reverberating through the mask. She caught a brief glimpse of heavy chain, felt it being fixed to the shoulders of her harness.

It was at that moment that the dildo inside her burst into life. It was a vibrator, and a powerful one! The prong that had her clit trapped was oscillating like crazy. It was a sensational feeling, her pussy experiencing terrible hurt and astounding pleasure at the same time, it was mind blowing. She screamed into the mask even as both she and Yala continued to struggle against each other wildly.

Ruby watched what happened next like it was a dream, that she was somehow removed from it, which was far from the case. The boat slowly started to pull away from the jetty. She could see that there was a heavy chain connected to the back of the boat, low down at the water-line. The chain rose up out of the water as it was drawn taut. The chain terminated on the shoulders of her harness. Then Yala and herself were yanked hard and were flying through the air. They dropped into the lake behind the boat with a splat, immediately being dragged through the water as the boat suddenly increased its speed.

Her legs weren’t sinking. Something was connected to the strap around their ankles that kept them buoyant. But the chain was fastened so low on the boat that their heads were under the water. It was absolutely terrifying, Ruby fought not to piss herself. There was the shock of the cold once again, but it did little to stop the itching and fire inside her pussy as both women continued to thrash against each other, twisting and turning in a vain attempt to find some relief.

The boat’s speed was getting faster and faster and it seemed to Ruby that they sunk lower into the water as it did so. With the two large paddlewheels close by, the water was also turbulent, they were being tossed about helplessly. And every little movement, every little struggle between the two women transferred itself directly into the dildo and its prong while it vibrated madly, relentlessly. There was so much sensation, good and bad, it was utterly overwhelming, scary. She was panting, her breath so loud and rasping through the helmet’s mouthpiece and hose.

Yala was holding on to Ruby so tightly, her arms hurting her, as she moved around violently. They were being tossed about furiously as they were pulled even faster through the water. Yet another climax crashed through Ruby, as powerful as she had ever experienced, filled with ecstasy and agony simultaneously. It just went on and on.

Smudge

She couldn’t lose the mixed taste of Yala’s arse and the ginger paste from her mouth. It was making her feel queasy. She needed a drink but that wouldn’t be immediately forthcoming. Catnip was being marched off the jetty, back in her full tack. Her mane and tail were still damp and lacking the shine and bounce that was usually present, swinging heavily back and forth, but there was real verve in each prancing step, full of pride and confidence after her victory in the ducking competition. Smudge followed behind. Miss Ella had ordered her back to the house.

As she waited for permission to mount the back of the pony cart, she felt a gloved hand slip between the split in the back of her skirts, grabbing a buttock and squeezing. As always, she felt a rush of arousal at being so casually groped, at her role as a sex object, being perpetually available to anyone. The hand slipped between her legs and she parted them further to allow access. The hand cupped her metal encased vulva and pressed so hard it almost lifted Smudge off her feet, but still provided next to no stimulation to her boiling sex.

The owner of the hand stepped in front of her. It was Ms Nilsson, the head groom, her lips curled in a smile. Smudge knew the woman’s name, but had never had contact with her before. She was taller than the maid, even though her riding boots had low heels and Smudge was perched on her five-and-a-half-inch high stilettos.

Now her hands slipped under Smudge’s apron either side of her breasts, cupping them, sinking her fingers into them, rubbing her nipples. Smudge’s mouth opened as she sighed with pleasure. The groom’s blue eyes twinkled with mischief, her smile now a knowing one. But then, without speaking a word to the maid, her hands were gone and she turned away, her attention moving elsewhere.

Smudge could still feel the worn, soft leather caressing the sensitive skin of her breasts, even though it was actually no longer there. Her nipples, still rock-hard from the ginger earlier, were completely visible through the apron and aching. She wanted to use her own hands to continue the stimulation, but that wasn’t allowed. She was so desperately horny.

She glanced out across the lake again. The boat was a long way away now, heading down the length at speed, its bow raised high and the stern sitting low. She could see the raised arms of two figures using whips. Behind, amongst the unsettled water, there was the occasional glimpse of the two women being towed in the wake, being tossed about, at times almost bouncing across the water. At other times they weren’t visible at all except for the orange ball tied to their ankles that bobbed on top of the water, stopping their feet from sinking.

Smudge shuddered, glad it wasn’t her – this time, at least…


Day Ten

(2.06 pm)

Kara

Choking back a sob, Kara fought to control her hips as the strap landed across her rump once more, the wicked forked tip curling around to bite agonizingly on her hipbone. She was gasping for breath. In her current position and with her waspie corset cutting painfully into her ribs underneath her tits, she was finding getting enough air a problem. She was dizzy and lightheaded. The red mist of pain that consumed her made awareness of anything else difficult. She struggled to think coherently.

The position she had been bound in was strenuous in the extreme. She had been bent over double while still standing up, straight-legged, against the wall of her workroom, bottom facing outward. Via a network of ropes, her hands and arms were tied together, in a straight line, held vertically on the wall behind her back, holding her in that position. Her back and shoulders ached abominably and she simply couldn’t move at all. Her feet had been kicked wide apart in her towering stilettos, putting huge strain on both her groin and her ankles.

As Ms Vietz ran her gloved hand over the freshly struck skin, pressing firmly on the newly created abrasions, Kara couldn’t help but twitch and flinch, unable to escape the woman’s cruel teasing. At the same time, the handles of the three paintbrushes the German had inserted deeply into her arsehole were slowly working themselves loose. She was trying to grip them, but the pain was causing her to reflexively clench and unclench her sphincter.

Ms Vietz’s hand momentarily slipped right between Kara’s legs, fingertips pressing directly on her pussy, caressing it. Kara was wearing a tiny thong of red latex, a thin triangle of rubber covered the purse of her crack. Kara moaned and now her hips were spasming in pleasure, she was so turned-on. It felt so good. But it was just more teasing and in no time the hand was gone. She heard the German titter in amusement.

“She certainly is a hot one… And Thema is very taken with her. She was thinking of putting in an offer for her!”

“I believe she already has. It was turned down. But she’s going to come back with a new bid, one she says is too good to refuse. You know Thema always gets what she wants, she’ll not accept no for an answer. She’ll not be denied.” Ms de Raveneaux’s tone was wistful.

“So we should be seeing a lot more of this slut!”

Ms Vietz’s hands were kneading Kara’s buttocks quite forcefully. She whimpered, squirming helplessly.

“Thema’s going to stable her here. It’s really not practical to keep a ponygirl in a Mayfair penthouse.”

“I look forward to it!” Ms Vietz exclaimed gleefully.

It wasn’t novel for someone to attempt to buy Kara/Ruby from Ms Aella (her Mistress.) Kara knew she was gorgeous, talented and highly desirable. She knew Ruby was a stunning ponygirl. It had happened too many times to recall. Unimaginable amounts of money and many other things – including other ponygirls – had been offered for her in return. They had all been rejected – up to now…

The first few times it had happened had been truly shocking and terrifying (the ones she had got to know about, at least!) She adored and worshipped her Mistress, couldn’t conceive how she would cope with being passed on to another, it would break her heart. It was Ms Aella who had showed her how much richer and fulfilling life could be, how thrilling, her incredible potential for pleasure at a level that had once been inconceivable to her. Her Mistress had peeled away the carapace behind which Kara had been hiding her true self, setting free her sexuality to discover the wonders of complete submission.

She owed Ms Aella everything. She wanted to serve the dominatrix for as long as the lady would have her. She wore Ms Aella’s brand burned into her hip with the upmost pride, gloried in being possessed by her, marked by her for all to see. But even now, more confident that Ms Aella wouldn’t sell her, the possibility still existed that it could happen. Ms Aella could tire of her, could cash in on the wealth Kara’s sale would realize. It was in the contract that Kara had signed, the lady had the right.

One time it might actually happen. It could be now. She couldn’t prevent the tingle that ran down her spine, the fear, the sexual rush. Her heart was racing from listening to the two women discussing her possible future life, panic threatening to envelope her consciousness. They were talking with such expectation that Kara would be sold. But there had been many so cocksure in the past. Dominant, powerful people who couldn’t conceive they would be denied, who always got what they desired – until they locked horns with Ms Aella.

The prospect of being owned by Ms Owusu made her quiver and shudder in horror and arousal in equal amounts. The lady was so beautiful… But so cruel. That was Kara’s body, her sexuality betraying her – so easily would she submit, cream at being so skilfully dominated. But could she learn to adore Ms Owusu as she did Ms Aella… That didn’t seem likely. Her stomach was doing somersaults. She didn’t want to contemplate it. Her life was perfect at Cacklebrook Farm. She would be devastated if she was sold.

But if it did happen… It didn’t occur to Kara to walk away, to break her contract. That would get her blacklisted from the community altogether. She could never do that. This was her world now, her life, for better or worse.

“I shall be very proud to have this painting mounted with all those of my ancestors, it’s worthy. In this respect I can continue the legacy.” Ms de Raveneaux said.

“I agree.” Ms Vietz’s hands were still playing with Kara’s buttocks.

“And poor Kara really does deserve a reward… Something better than that strap. Here, let Sweetmeat get her off.”

Kara felt a rush of excitement at the prospect of receiving a much needed climax.

“You know my views on spoiling subs, Luna. You let them cum far too much! Leave them creaming, it’s such a powerful motivator.” Ms Vietz wasn’t at all approving of the idea.

“Exceptional performance deserves a reward, Ilse. I can’t think of a better motivator.”

There was a palpable tension in the air. Theirs was an ongoing difference of opinion.

Sweetmeat’s intricate head cage had a detachable section over her mouth, avoiding the need to remove the whole thing. But the restrictions imposed by the cage, her ballet boots and bound arms made getting the pet into position between Kara’s legs difficult. In the end, she was on her knees, facing away from Kara, bent backward quite uncomfortably so that her head was between Kara’s thighs.

Positioned as Kara was, bent right over, she could peer between her own legs, but once Sweetmeat was in place, Kara had the woman’s blonde and black mane in her face and couldn’t see anything at all anymore. The hair sprouted from a little tube on the top of her head that was incorporated into her latex helmet. There was a hole in the head cage specifically to accommodate it. Today the hair was loose, spurting out from the tube in all directions, spreading out all over Kara’s face.

Before the soft hair smothered her features, she had been looking at Sweetmeat’s full, kissable lips which had sprung forward once the mesh that contained them had been removed, sitting proud of the metal, forced into a pout by both the cage and the tight rim of the rubber helmet’s mouth hole. The pet could open her mouth just enough to get her tongue out. Kara’s pussy pulsed with anticipation, imagining the feel of the tongue and lips before they actually locked on to it.

“So wet!” Ms de Raveneaux exclaimed as she pushed aside the latex triangle of Kara’s thong, tucking it into the groove of her groin. “Maybe your strap was a reward for her after all, she seems to have enjoyed it!”

The lady wiped her hand clean of Kara’s mess on the bound woman’s thigh. Ms Vietz made a wordless noise in response. Then Sweetmeat’s lips eagerly attacked Kara’s pussy, her tongue delving between Kara’s sloppy labia and Kara jolted, hips spasming as it found her clit and the sensitive piercings around it. She sighed as her whole body quivered with pleasure, murmuring in delight. The cool metal of the head cage was jammed tight between her thighs, pressing into her skin.

Ms Vietz’s hand had grabbed the paintbrushes sticking out of Kara’s backside. She began to fuck Kara’s arse with them. In a way, it was a relief, Kara didn’t know how long she would have been able to hold them in place and the friction on her sphincter felt incredible. But on the other hand, the handles of the brushes sunk uncomfortably deep into her bowels and when the thin tops caught the walls of her intestines, it was agonizingly painful.

What Sweetmeat lacked in manoeuvrability she made up for with the force of her tongue, darting out repeatedly to jab at Kara’s clit, to press the metal of her piercings against the so erect, inflamed nub, occasionally roaming deeper inside. Kara shuddered and squirmed in satisfaction, the ache from her bondage and the searing burn from her scalded backside only enhanced the pleasure. She began to pant, it was so hard to breathe. She was so desperate to cum, but at the same time she wanted to last as long as she could, to prolong the moment.

She imagined Sweetmeat’s eyeless, rubber-covered face behind the head cage, unable to see anything that was going on, unable to view the paintings, the result of Kara’s work over the last ten days. Two of the paintings featured the pet and the ponygirl – both her alter-egos – captured for posterity. A young woman in the prime of her life, in full possession of her sexuality. That sexuality and her body under total control by her beautiful mistress. From within the confines of the head cage, the helmet, she drove so enthusiastically into Kara’s pussy.

Kara tugged at her bonds, her helplessness only adding to her excitement, completely at the mercy of these dominant, ruthless women and their toy. It was so exciting. All the events of the last ten days played back through her mind, the intensity of the experience, culminating yesterday in the ordeal of the ducking chair and the keel-hauling around the lake, bound so intimately to that amazing creature Yala. All so incredible.

And panic flickered around the edge of her mind once more. What if Ms Owusu was successful in purchasing her? What would life be like under the full ownership, the discipline, of the pitiless dominatrix?

The thought that it could be true, that at this exact moment her Mistress and Ms Owusu could be discussing the final details of her sale. It was horrific. It was so arousing… She was nothing but a helpless pawn… It was too much for Kara, her orgasm exploded, reaching every part of her, from the top of her head to the tips of her toes. She thrashed against her bondage, yelling, jerking and twitching as Sweetmeat’s tongue continued its energetic work in her pussy.

Smudge

The washing line in the garden behind the house zigzagged across the lawn in a Z shape. However, closer scrutiny revealed that the first zig – the one closest to the house – was of a more robust construction than the other two. An extra post could be slotted into the ground to support the thick rope, while the post at one end contained a hand-winch to enable the rope to be tensioned extraordinarily taut. This allowed weights much greater than clothes and bed linen to be suspended, when required.

This afternoon, it was required. Smudge’s fellow maids were hanging from the line, upside down, feet split very widely apart. They were bound together, facing one another, joined at ankles, thighs, waist and chest. A double-ended pear gag, buckled around each head, pushed their faces against each other, lips meeting in the middle of the shaft, pressed together in a perpetual kiss. But that couldn’t be seen. Suspended as they were, still in uniform, their long, heavy rubber skirts were inverted, hanging down from their waists, hiding their torsos and heads in the thick, shimmering folds.

But Smudge knew the gag was there, she had assisted Miss Ella in fitting it. There had been a bowl half-full of ponyboy semen in which both pears of the gag had been soaked. The insides of the pears were hollow, so filled with the gism as well, and connected to each other by a short tube. Theoretically, the two women could blow the spunk into each other’s mouths, or swallow it. Smudge had no way of knowing which they were choosing.

Each maid’s forearms were bound together across their back. They hung in a Y-shape, the strong breeze rippling their latex costumes noisily, the immaculately polished rubber gleaming, sparkling as the light bounced off it. It was a grey day, overcast and chilly. The two maids swung gently back and forth in the wind. The ankle cuffs holding them on the line groaned with each little movement.

The only part of the uniforms that had been removed were their chastity belts, which lay on the grass just a few feet away, leaving their split peaches open and exposed below their widespread bare thighs and shiny latex thigh boots.

Ms de Raveneaux had been satisfied with their conduct recently and had granted each maid two orgasms. Smudge, still having weeks of her chastity punishment to run, was naturally excluded from this. Her chastity belt was still very much locked in place and would not be coming off any time soon.

As an extra twist, she had been given the job of pleasing her colleagues, inducing the climaxes, while herself remaining denied. As an extra incentive, Smudge had fifteen minutes to bring both maids off twice or she would face her own punishment – so far unspecified.

From somewhere had appeared this giant hourglass – or quarter-hourglass – filled with multicoloured sand. It was a foot tall, encased in a dark wood frame. It looked very old, very characteristic of Heron’s Lap, a leftover from a bygone age that still found a use from time to time. Miss Ella was about to turn it over to set the sand falling through the tiny passage between the two chambers. Smudge could watch her fate slipping through the glass if she didn’t get her job done.

The only assistance she had been given, other than her fingers and her mouth, was a short, thin vibrator with a slightly bulbous head. But Smudge had been warned to use it sparingly as it only had five minutes of charge left on full power, a little more if she used the lower speed setting.

“Ready, steady, go!”

Miss Ella needed both hands to turn over the device. Smudge turned back to the hanging maids. She was standing behind Flopsy. The women’s vulvas were pressed together and a contributory factor to why they were swinging on the line was both were jerking their hips in attempt to rub themselves against each other. Their sloppy clefts were just a few inches below Smudge’s mouth.

Both had relatively open pudenda. Flopsy’s was a little like a flower, inner labia pushing through the outer to give a petal effect, the glint of the metal from her piercings visible as her widely spaced feet stretched her apart. Mopsy’s was very fleshy. If she was the right way up, her labia would have hung down a little loosely below her mound. Those folds must have been compressed quite harshly when her chastity belt was fitted, probably both a blessing and a curse. Both maids, having been trapped in their belts for several days, were understandably very wet, pink labia glistening with their excitement.

Smudge had cleaned both sets of genitals with antiseptic wipes when the belts had been removed – it was a standard procedure when they had been locked up for any length of time (all the maids were given medication that stopped their period cycles, so that never became an issue.) She could smell the strong antiseptic still. She knew from experience that it stung furiously in that most sensitive of areas. Gagged as they were, the two maids’ moans of distress had been turned into grunts and squeaks as they squirmed helplessly.

Smudge’s own mouth still burned from the powerful mouthwash she had used a while ago, having had her tongue inside Chef’s bumhole for quite some time just after lunch.

But there was no time to waste. After days without any sexual release, inducing the first orgasms was straightforward. Her fingers burrowed into the slick folds of the labia. They were pressed so close together she could get her digits into both sexes simultaneously. As both maids had the same piercings as Smudge herself, she had a good idea of how to manipulate them to best effect, plus having serviced both with her mouth relatively frequently, she had a good idea what worked on both women.

Her thumb was inside Mopsy, right on her clit and her piercings, while two fingers were inside Flopsy. Both spasmed repeatedly, uncontrollably as they responded to her touches, hips reflexively twitching. Muffled noises could just be heard from their stuffed mouths under the layers of heavy rubber. Smudge’s talon-like nails scraped across engorged clitorises. It didn’t take long before both maids were writhing in pleasure, the latex of their uniforms crackling noisily as they bucked against their bonds, climaxing.

That was the easy bit.

Caught by surprise, Smudge started as Miss Ella came up behind her, pressing her body against Smudge’s back. The maid had been so focused on her job, and the headdress of her uniform did restrict her peripheral vision, that she hadn’t noticed the woman moving. The leather-clad figure ground herself against Smudge, the full size and weight of her breasts rolled across the maid’s back, hips and groin mashing the maid’s bottom. Smudge’s mouth opened in a silent sigh… It felt so good.

Miss Ella’s hands came around from the sides to slide under the maid’s apron and cup her breasts. They gently massaged them, thumbs rubbing her nipples.

“Are you horny, Smudge?”

“Yes, Miss Ella.” The maid gasped.

“Is your cunt creaming?”

“Yes, Miss Ella.”

“Ms de Raveneaux wants you to fully appreciate your punishment, your denial of sexual release. The Maîtresse wants you desperate to cum, but unable to do so. To participate in the sexual joy your sisters of service are experiencing for their exemplary behaviour, while no such opportunity is going to come your way for some time. The consequences of your dereliction of duty, your lack of dedication to your role here.”

Miss Ella was handling Smudge’s breasts so gently, so erotically, the maid wanted to swoon back into her arms, but the quarter-hourglass was still spilling its sand into the lower chamber and she couldn’t afford to succumb to the deliberate distraction, she had to get her colleagues to cum one more time each. Miss Ella pulled Smudge harder against her body, hips grinding even more forcefully into the maid’s bottom.

“I understand, Miss Ella.” Smudge sighed.

Having given the two suspended women a few moments to recover from their climaxes, Smudge’s fingers slipped back inside their squelching, sopping clefts. Initially, she caressed them with a featherlight touch to spark them back into arousal again, but concerned about the time, she dropped her head down to use her mouth as well, fliting between both genitals. She used her tongue skilfully, satisfied when she drew renewed animated responses from both maids.

Finally, Miss Ella’s hands left Smudge’s breasts, roaming down her body, slipping inside the slit in her skirts to cup her buttocks instead. Now Smudge’s hips were rotating as well. She squirmed as her butt-cheeks were squeezed, sticking her backside out further, harder into Miss Ella’s grip. She moaned into Flopsy’s drenched sex, feeling the sound vibrate through the labia against her lips.

Lifting her head for a breath, her lower face now coated in the copious cream of both women, she started to use both of her hands on them, fingers and thumbs inside each woman, caressing their most intimate parts energetically, rubbing the metal against the tumid clits. Both were responding fiercely again, squirming, trying to hump against each other and Smudge’s hands.

Meanwhile, one of Miss Ella’s hands had moved between Smudge’s legs, caressing the sensitive skin at the top of her inner-thighs, teasing along the line of the chastity belt. Fingers pressed into the groove either side of her mound, flitted up to stroke her lower belly either side of the metal band. A palm cupped the shallow dome that covered Smudge’s sex, grinding on it. Smudge had tried that many times herself during her most desperate moments, it had no effect at all. Miss Ella was just teasing her, reminding her that she had lost control of that most intimate part of her body, of the ability to experience that most exquisite physical pleasure.

It was also succeeding in distracting Smudge from the urgent job at hand. For the first time she employed the little vibrator, sliding it into Flopsy’s channel, looking for her G-spot and then finding it. Flopsy bucked, murmurs coming out from under the layers of latex hiding her head. Holding the tip of the vibrator on the spot, Smudge dropped her head again, her tongue finding Flopsy’s clit.

Miss Ella’s attempts at distraction continued. Spreading apart the back of Smudge’s skirts, she began to spank the maid, alternating between buttocks. They weren’t hard slaps, an erotic spanking that stung but only served to arouse Smudge further, causing her hips to dance. Smudge glanced up at the hourglass. It was past halfway. As she transferred the vibrator into Mopsy, she continued to use her mouth on Flopsy in an attempt to keep both maids on the boil.

Now Miss Ella was caressing Smudge’s burning backside with her fingertips, dragging her nails across the inflamed skin. Miss Ella was succeeding. Smudge was so horny, she needed to cum so bad… But Miss Ella’s next trick was to return to Smudge’s breasts, grabbing her nipples through the rubber apron, squeezing and pulling gently on them, rolling them through her fingers. Smudge groaned again. Her nips felt so hard and swollen. She writhed. She was so short of breath she was struggling with her cunnilingus.

Giggling, Miss Ella withdrew her hands completely. Smudge didn’t know what was worse – being erotically handled or not being erotically handled… She whimpered. Miss Ella walked away, around the three maids, in her distinctive, abbreviated gait, restricted mincing steps, the sound of her leather hobble skirt snapping taut with each movement of her thighs.

Smudge switched the vibrator onto full power, alternating between her two colleagues, placing it directly on their clits, moving it, varying the pressure. She had her thumb inside Mopsy and fingers inside Flopsy, fucking them both. They were so wet, both were making squelching noises, their cream splattering around. She glanced again at the hourglass – Miss Ella was standing beside it once more – and there was hardly any sand left in the top chamber.

Both the hanging maids were twisting and jerking, trying to clench on Smudge’s fingers and thumb, trying to rub their slick genitals against each other. Smudge pressed the head of the vibrator harder against Flopsy’s clit, trying to push the hood out of the way, trying to keep contact with both the piercings. Flopsy’s muffled squeal came from under the latex as her body started convulsing and shuddering.

Keeping her finger rocking on the clit, Smudge moved the vibrator onto Mopsy’s hidden jewel, but seconds after it made contact, the device died. Smudge dropped it onto the grass and resorted to using her fingers and mouth, burrowing both into Mopsy’s sloppy pink sex. She used her tongue forcefully and crudely, her fingers spreading everywhere inside the hot cleft, everything moving as fast as she could in her desperation. Mopsy started to jerk spastically and a rush of liquid suddenly appeared, seeping everywhere, including into Smudge’s mouth, as the maid wriggled uncontrollably. At that point, Mopsy froze as her climax crashed through her.

Smudge looked up at the hourglass with wide, panicked eyes just in time to see the final thin strand of sand slipping through the narrow gap into the lower chamber.

Kara

“If you could only see how wonderful Kara’s paintings of you are, you would be so impressed!” Ms de Raveneaux teased her pet.

Sweetmeat was back on her ballet-booted feet, tip-tapping on the wooden floor as she constantly adjusted them to keep her balance. Once more she was following her mistress on the end of the leash connected to a piercing inside her pussy. As the two were currently standing in front of Kara’s portrait of Catnip, Kara could see both women from the hips down through her widely spaced legs, see how Sweetmeat had to constantly judge her mistress’ position to minimize the leash snapping taut.

The Maîtresse’s dark-stockinged knees were framed by the black leather skirt above and the boots sheathing her lower legs, arching her feet so elegantly, polished to perfection. A polish matched by Sweetmeat’s latex ballet boots, silver with a black marble effect, the same as the catsuit wrapping her legs. The rubber rippled and flexed with every tiny movement the woman made.

Kara’s thong hadn’t been replaced after Sweetmeat had finished eating her out. It was still twisted, furled up in the groove where her thigh met her mound. Her sopping wet pussy was leaking, two strands of her pussy juice drooped down, gradually getting longer until one of them broke off and dropped to the floor. The ache in her back was atrocious, she had been in this extreme position for too long. She blinked back a tear.

Ms Vietz was still fucking Kara’s arse with the paintbrushes, but nowhere near as vigorously as she had earlier. The gentle back and forth was almost absentminded and didn’t hurt at all, in fact it was quite pleasant. It also relieved her of the effort to keep them in place.

Ms de Raveneaux had turned to face Sweetmeat. Kara could hear the squeak and snap of the pet’s catsuit as the lady’s hands ran over it. Ms de Raveneaux was murmuring to her sub, her voice too low for Kara to hear the words.

The Maîtresse had been very specific about the location for the portrait of Catnip, having clearly put a lot of thought into it. It was on the slope, not far from the stables, in a position that enabled the stable building to be incorporated in the background on the left-hand side. Its distinctive 18th century Georgian architecture an impressive backdrop, while through the carefully planted willow trees the lake could be seen to the right. It perfectly captured the quintessence of Heron’s Lap.

The two paintings of Sweetmeat/Catnip were half the size of the portrait of Ms de Raveneaux herself. The one of Catnip was full-length, displaying her hoofs upward, not quite face-on but at a slight angle. Her reins passed over her shoulders, looping gently down and up again before disappearing out of the frame. While Catnip had been posing for Kara, a groom had been standing holding the reins, ensuring the ponygirl was under control the whole time.

Catnip had been very passive and obedient, not acting up at all despite having to stand motionless for several hours over two sessions. She had held herself so proudly. Behind the metal half-mask, half-bridle, her striking green eyes sparkled through the curving, oddly-shaped cut-outs and Kara was confident she had captured the intensity, the passion that radiated from them, as well as the dignity with which Sweetmeat carried herself irrespective of which alter-ego she was occupying at the time.

Kara had impressed herself with how she had reproduced the texture and sheen of the dramatic, glass-like material of the ponygirl’s outfit, how it fitted Catnip’s curves so precisely. It actually looked unreal, that Kara had taken too much artistic licence and produced something over-stylized and hyper-erotic, like a Boris Vallejo artwork. Unless you were actually there to compare the picture with the reality, you could not appreciate just what an erotic vision Catnip presented in real life, the thought (and money) that had been invested in turning her into such a breathtaking ponygirl.

The second painting was of Sweetmeat in her pet persona, enveloped in form-fitting latex from head to toe – though for the occasion Ms de Raveneaux had chosen to put Sweetmeat in a helmet that had eyeholes. In Kara’s experience, that was rare. The rubber sheathing her head usually didn’t accommodate her vision. As a pet, Sweetmeat spent most of her time blind.

Apart from this difference, the outfit in the picture was the same as Sweetmeat was wearing today. It was simply gorgeous, such an authentic silver colour with the black marbling, clearly a favourite of the Maîtresse because Kara had seen the pet in the ensemble several times during her stay. The woman looked stunning. The cat’s eye shape of the helmet’s eyeholes perfectly suited her face and emphasized those beautiful, expressive eyes that burned so intensely. It was a shame that they were hidden so much.

The pose Ms de Raveneaux had chosen for her pet was kneeling, her thighs spread very widely apart, her gloved hands spread wide and resting on top of them. Sweetmeat was staring straight at the viewer, shoulders back, head held high. For those sessions it seemed to Kara that the pet’s corset had been laced extra tight (though maybe that had just been a flight of fancy on Kara’s part – it seemed improbable that the garment could be drawn any narrower at her waist.) Whatever, it produced a stunning hourglass figure that Kara had faithfully reproduced on the canvas. Of course, her head was locked into the head cage.

The location for those sessions had been the bed in Ms de Raveneaux’s tower bedroom, with Sweetmeat positioned to display one of the posts of the bed just to her right. The bed was incredible – another example of no expense spared – with all four posts and the headboard featuring intricate and beautiful carvings in a very dark wood, depicting erotic scenes of women bound in various sensuous ways. The craftsmanship was exquisite. It was a work of art, literally.

The post depicted in the painting showed a woman’s curvy back. She was wearing thigh-high stiletto boots. A broad band around her ankles held them together. Her plump bottom swept out, a real bubble-butt, so finely detailed. Kara had to resist a constant desire to caress it. The female form had excessively long hair, its texture wrought in the wood sublimely, so elaborate. The hair had been used to bind her hands behind her back, hanging about halfway down her spine. More of her hair had been wrapped around her upper face, blindfolding her, the two ends meeting at the back of the head in a knot.

That was what Kara was most dissatisfied about out of all three paintings. The size of the post in the picture was just not big enough to do the amazing carving justice, to convey the level of detail. It probably wouldn’t matter to anyone else, they would be drawn to the figure in the centre of the picture. But to Kara it bugged her. She wished she had the time to experiment, she knew she could improve on what she had produced, but she wasn’t permitted that luxury.

Ms de Raveneaux had sauntered over to view the Sweetmeat painting, leading her pet behind her. They were now both out of Kara’s restricted eyeline.

“Kara’s captured you so well, Sweetie! These portraits are to treasure… I’m so pleased… We will mount them in the space where Frenchie’s portrait used to hang. But I want some more of these for the bedroom… At the very least… I have so many ideas! we are going to need Miss Lee’s services again in the future, whoever she belongs to!”

Kara shuddered at the prospect of returning to Heron’s Lap, even if Ms Owusu’s attempts to buy her failed. She felt the hairs standing up on her neck and the fire reigniting in her pussy. Her heart raced once more. What did the fates have in store for her? She was distracted from her thinking as Ms Vietz’s fingers started to probe her excoriated bottom again.

“I think this impudent little arse can take a few more licks of my lovely strap, don’t you, Miss Lee?”

Now Kara had more immediate dilemmas to deal with. It was a trap, of course. If she objected, it would be treated as insolence and bring an even greater punishment upon herself. She swallowed hard, eyes filling with yet more fresh tears.

“If it would please you, Ms Vietz.”

Still rubbing her gloved hand across the livid marks on Kara’s backside, Ms Vietz leaned over the bound woman. Kara could feel hot breath on her right butt-cheek.

“Oh, it would please me greatly, you delightful little slut!” Her voice was quiet, just above a whisper.

Seconds later, Kara heard the hum through the air, the crack as the evil strap wrapped itself across her buttocks and the blazing pain swamped her consciousness.


Day Eleven

The sky is grey and there is a cold wind rustling the leaves in the trees. It doesn’t seem ideal weather to have the fabric roof down on a convertible car, but the Mini parked up the side of the characterful, gothic house has its top down, nonetheless. A maid in a bizarre latex uniform that almost mirrors a nun’s habit is carefully lowering a suitcase onto the back seat. As she leans forward, her backside sticks out and the long, heavy skirts of her outfit split apart right down the centre of the back, falling forward to reveal her dusky, bare bottom, the individual cheeks separated by a shiny metal band that curls between her legs.

There are a series of oval shaped red marks scattered across the buttocks and the back of the thighs, which are also bare above form-fitting black boots that terminate mid-thigh. As the maid straightens up again, the skirts fall elegantly back into place and the woman is completely covered in rubber once more except for the oval of her face and the tops of her fingers, which are tipped with long, blood red nails, the colour matching her lip gloss. The latex is immaculately polished to gleam, shimmering with every slight movement she makes. It appears as if the uniform is fluid or alive, alluring to the eye.

The maid turns and bobs a curtsy to an approaching figure, then starts to make her way back up the slope toward the back of the house, passing the figure that is heading down. She moves with incredible grace, like she could be floating, while the multiple layers of her heavy skirts swirl around her bewitchingly, like a magical liquid shapeshifting through the air. From behind, she looks ethereal, otherworldly.

The figure coming down the slope is another young woman dressed fully in rubber, but unlike the monochrome maid, everything that she is wearing is an attention-grabbing bright red, such an extrovert outfit. She makes for a striking sight. The knee-high boots have towering heels and her skirt, which reaches to just above her knees, is so narrow and tight that she is forced to take shortened steps, carefully placing one foot directly in front of the other, which causes her hips to sway in an exaggerated fashion.

Like the maid, her waist is reduced to a startlingly small size, the result of being tightly laced into a corset which is visible underneath the jacket she is wearing, which isn’t zipped closed. It is a full corset, cupping and lifting her breasts, pushing them together and outward, designed to amplify their size, which is already very large. They look too big for her slight frame, giving her a cartoonish, hyper-sexualized profile. The cups are cut so low the pimples of her areola are visible, nipples barely covered.

A wide strip of latex is wrapped around her neck, covering her throat completely from her collarbones to right up under her chin. Her hair, coloured a vivid red to match her clothes, is a punkish mohawk. Just a three-inch wide strip down the centre of her skull. The rest of her scalp is bare, smooth as silk, only the faintest of shadows indicate that her natural growth would be dark. The mane of hair is long and loose, billowing in the wind.

Her face is heavily made-up, full lips glossed to match her hair and outfit. A mixed lineage of white European and Far Eastern adds to the exoticism of her appearance even further. She presents quite an astonishing spectacle, exuding confidence and pride.

In one hand she is carrying a make-up case. She leans over the car to drop the case onto the passenger seat, then opens the driver’s door. She lowers herself into the seat gingerly and as she settles, her beautiful, composed face briefly crinkles in pain. Her skirt is so tight she has to keep her knees touching and swing her legs in together. She pulls the door shut.

The maid is out of sight. Alone, the redhead sits in the car for a couple of minutes without moving, staring at nothing through the windscreen. It is the loud cawing of the ravens that breaks her contemplation. There are two, perched on the gargoyles incorporated into the walls of the gothic tower that sits slightly anachronistically at this end of the house. She has to tilt her head right back to look up at them. They are both looking back at her. Again, the woman momentarily loses her poise, appearing to shudder, to shift in her seat.

She then zips up her stylish latex jacket, but only a short way, leaving her mammoth cleavage on display. She goes even further, adjusting the jacket, widening the gap so that even more of her breasts are on view. She plumps them, resettling them in the cups of the corset so that they bulge out even more.

Leaning closer to her rear-view mirror, she checks her make-up carefully. Satisfied, she finally pulls the seatbelt across her, locks it in place and starts the car. She reverses down the slope, swinging the Mini around onto the cobbled square in front of the house, then pauses again, once more looking into her mirror.

At that moment there is a loud clatter of pony hoofs on the cobblestones. A cart is crossing the square, a little sulky pulled by a woman dressed as a pony. The ponygirl is at full pelt, galloping. Her incredible outfit shines like mirrored glass, contoured to her figure, catching the light and reflecting it in all directions. She looks spectacular as she passes by the car. Her face is largely hidden by a half-mask and a confection of chains and bands encompassing her head, matching the shiny tack that clads the rest of her body, the mesh of hexagonal holes revealing her naked skin underneath.

Her long mane is attractively braided into a thick rope with a leather bow at the end, coloured a bright blonde with striking black streaks running through it. It is swinging back and forth behind her and perfectly matches the tail spilling out from between her buttocks, bouncing against the back of her legs. Arms bound severely behind her back thrusts her chest out provocatively, large breasts rippling as her costume fights to contain them.

In the seat of the sulky is a beautiful young woman dressed completely in black leather. From beneath her protective hard hat, coal dark shiny hair cascades down her back, billowing as it is caught in the wind. Glancing across as she passes the Mini, she raises her hand in a discreet acknowledgement to the driver. That gloved hand is holding a carriage whip. At the end of the long handle the short lash flails in the breeze, two knots perceptible toward the end of the leather strip.

Then the ponygirl and cart have passed by. As they leave the cobbles, moving onto the tarmac of the driveway, the sound of the hoofs changes markedly, less of the sharp clash of horseshoes on stone, replaced by a more muted, traditional clopping.

Slowly, the Mini moves off to follow the bizarre pair up the driveway. To the left, a long lake is glittering despite the dull skies, the wind making the waters choppy. Behind that, the tree filled hill is showing the first browns and oranges of the beginning of autumn. The car follows the cart until the driveway curves sharply around, rising up the slope toward the estate gatehouse. Ponygirl and driver head straight on, staying parallel to the lake, shifting on to a dirt track. The convertible steers around the bend, heading noiselessly up the hill until it eventually disappears into the woodland.

High above, in the sky, the two ravens are circling in a broad arc, riding the wind. Both are still cawing loudly.
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An Occurrence at Cacklebrook Farm


Out in the countryside on a sunny summer’s day, struggling artist Kara Lee carelessly trespasses…and makes a shocking discovery…finding a place where dark sexual fantasies are brought to life. Ponygirls are trained to pull people around in carts, maids serve in elaborate rubber uniforms under strict discipline and erotic excess is celebrated, all under the iron authority of the charismatic Angelina Aella.

Kara finds herself ensnared in this world of leather and latex fetishism, BDSM rituals and power exchange and is stunned to find her own repressed sexuality unlocked. Her life will never be the same again!

Share Kara’s tumultuous experiences as she learns the truth about what occurs behind the walls and gates of Cacklebrook Farm in this 49,000 word novella…if you dare!

Main theme is lesbian domination, some male domination, with bondage, use of whips and canes, body modifications.

[Excerpt]

“Tuck in, you must be hungry!”

Kara needed no second bidding, reaching for a croissant. Her eyes were constantly and covertly glancing back at Sapphire. Lily had removed the bit from her mouth. A fearsome looking device made of rubber, about ½ inch wide, with a spoon shaped attachment in the middle that had been pressing her tongue down inside of her mouth all the time she had been wearing it. Now the maid was holding a bottle of water to her mouth.

“Do you like my pony?”

Kara dropped her eyes guiltily to the food as she ate.

“I don’t understand it, everything here.” She said eventually.

“No, I’m sure you don’t.”

Kara glanced shyly at Angelina.

“You’re fascinated though, aren’t you?”

The question hung in the air. An answer wasn’t coming, but it wasn’t needed either.

“Sapphire is my show pony. She’s not suitable for racing or endurance, she is trained for display and dressage. You would love to see her in her show tack, she looks amazing!”

Kara thought Sapphire was a pretty amazing sight as she was, perched high on the steeply raked, heel-less hoof boots which wrapped her legs tightly to the knee. A band cinched her waist (was it a big belt or a small corset?)  A strap connected to the front of this passed between her legs. Also connected to the band was a whole network of straps that covered her upper torso and breasts. Her arms were pulled behind her – Kara couldn’t see how from where she was sat – but this served to draw the pony’s shoulders right back and thrust her chest out. Her head was also encased in a web of straps that held the bit – when it was fitted – and a pair of blinkers to restrict her vision to forwards only. Kara shuddered at the thought of how claustrophobic it must feel to wear such a thing.

The feathered plume that matched her blue hair sprouted from a thick strap across her forehead. That hair was braided into a single ponytail, her bare scalp either side gleamed with perspiration from her run. The collar she wore was probably the most remarkable part of the costume. High at the sides, with a cut-out at the front, it curved to completely shape itself to her neck, a tongue under her chin held her head immobile with a slight backwards tilt so she could not turn it in the slightest.

Lily had finished the watering and was unhitching Sapphire from the traces of the cart.

“Bring her here, Lily!” Angelina called.

As with the other ponygirls, Sapphire’s reins were attached to her nipples, then passed up through the bridle to provide control of the bit – when inserted. Lily pulled gently on them. Sapphire offered no resistance.

“Down!”

Sapphire dropped to her knees at Angelina’s command, at the edge of the rug. Her movements were so graceful it was hard to believe, given the strict bondage in which she was held.

Lily passed the reins to Angelina, curtsying again. 

“My lady.”

Kara wondered how many times she must curtsy each day.

“Pour the juice.”

“Yes, my lady.”

This close, Kara could now see Sapphire’s eyes between the blinkers. Blue and placid. The ponygirl returned the stare, not a trace of shame or embarrassment evident, displaying herself proudly.

“She likes you!” Angelina remarked.

“Orange or grapefruit juice, Miss?” Lily asked.

Kara swallowed her mouthful of croissant.

“Orange, please.” 

Kara glanced shyly to Angelina again. 

“How do you know?”

“Because her eyes should be on her beloved Mistress!” 

Angelina laughed.

“Can she not speak?”

“Don’t be silly, Kara. Ponies don’t talk! Give her some titbits from your plate and she’ll like you even more!”

Kara glanced once more at Angelina to see if she was joking. One artfully shaped eyebrow rose in response.

Kara stabbed her fork into a slice of banana in the fruit salad bowl and then leant forward to be able to reach the fork to Sapphire’s mouth. Her lips were full and pouty, looking suspiciously as if they had been artificially enhanced, and as they peeled back to accept the offering, they revealed perfect small white teeth.

As her tongue curled out to slip the banana off the fork, Kara just stared, mesmerized. There were several bits of metal embedded in the organ. A large ball sat close to the tip, similar to Lily’s, but twice the size. It even had a ring at the top that lay to one side. Further back, two smaller balls sat next to each other, the three piercing points forming a decorative equilateral triangle.

She held eye contact with Kara as she chewed and swallowed the fruit.

“Strawberries are her favourite.”

Kara fed her a strawberry, then another.

“You can touch her. She likes to be petted as well. She’ll take all the attention she can get.”

Kara didn’t know what to do – where do you pet a ponygirl? Bound the way she was, her breasts were the most prominent and exposed part of her, the flesh bulging from between the gaps in the harness straps, the nipples thrusting straight at Kara.

Angelina laughed.

 “Give them a squeeze, you know you want to!”

Kara hesitated. Sapphire was showing no reluctance to the idea, quite the contrary, her eyes glistened with excitement. She seemed to be leaning even further forward to present the bulbous mammaries.

Kara couldn’t help herself. She reached out and gently rubbed the back of her left hand on the side of the ponygirl’s right breast. Sapphire made a sound, like a small whine, and pushed her breast harder against Kara’s hand. Her brow was creased in a frown, her lips closed in a pout, her eyes pleading.

Emboldened, Kara cupped the breast in her palm, applying pressure with her index finger and thumb.

A low moan escaped Sapphire’s lips, which curled back in a smile.

Kara released her grip, then applied it again, firmer this time. The breast felt wonderful in her hand. A sexual thrill shot right through her. The warm, soft skin oozed out from the cooler, tougher straps of the harness, her slim fingertips disappearing into the mound.

Further emboldened, she pressed her palm against the nipple, flattening Sapphire’s breast against her chest, still squeezing with her fingers. Kara felt the hard nub, with the even harder cold metal ring and the attached rein. This was so barbaric! She had never been so turned on in her life.

Kara put down her fork and cupped her right hand under Sapphire’s other breast, feeling the delicious warm weight. Her thumb rubbed across the nipple, inducing another noise of pleasure from the ponygirl. Kara increased the pressure.

Sapphire’s lips parted and her eyes briefly closed, only to open again, still looking directly at Kara. The nose ring was huge when viewed this close, heavy and industrial looking, the dull metal glinting only occasionally in the sunlight and sitting right on her top lip so that Sapphire must be permanently reminded of its presence. With a sigh of pleasure, sapphire closed her mouth and Kara had an overwhelming, irresistible desire to put her own lips onto that mouth.

It was the first time she had kissed a woman. The lips were soft, smooth…feminine and delicious, with the cold, unyielding ring a brutal juxtaposition that couldn’t be avoided. Their tongues briefly met.

Suddenly self-conscious, Kara pulled back. Had she really just done that? Her loins were on fire and she really wanted to do it again, but the thought that Angelina was sat alongside her watching had become too much. She felt her face flush.

“Doesn’t she taste wonderful!” Angelina smiled. “Lay back and relax, Kara.” 

Her hand pushed gently on Kara’s chest until her head rested on the cushions behind her. Angelina leant over so their faces were close.

“I bet you taste delicious too, Kara! May I kiss you?”

Kara drank in Angelina’s perfume. Her presence this close was electrifying. Below impeccably styled, arching eyebrows, those violet eyes flecked with green mesmerized with their hypnotic depths, doing nothing to quell Kara’s rampant lust. She could only nod in response.

Angelina’s mouth was bigger, stronger, and more assertive. Her tongue forced itself passed Kara’s lips and took her breath away and Kara had to restrain a whine when she briefly withdrew.

“Hmmm…Wonderful!” Angelina smiled, before her mouth renewed its plundering. 

Kara squeaked as Angelina’s hand found her left breast and tweaked the nipple.

So lost in the moment was Kara that she was slow to realize that her skirt was being lifted. There was a rush of panic but her raging desire was so great that she couldn’t move. Her lack of control over how events were unfolding turned her on even more, as if all responsibility had been removed from her as she reached a level of sexual excitement she didn’t know was possible.

Gently, her legs were drawn apart, the knee of her undamaged leg raised. She felt fresh air on her exposed vulva.

Angelina withdrew from the kiss, tugging at Kara’s lower lip. She laughed.

“Thank you, that was wonderful!”

Kara was too overwhelmed to respond.

Angelina glanced languidly down Kara’s body.

“Sapphire would like to thank you for being so nice to her, is that OK?”

Kara just nodded again, still feeling Angelina’s lips on her own, her fingers on her nipple, even though both had been withdrawn.

“She is very skilled with her mouth, just enjoy her!”

As Angelina lay back, Kara’s view cleared once again. Lily knelt next to the ponygirl and she was unclipping the feathered plume from her headdress. Next, she lifted Kara’s skirt where it was bunched around her thighs. Without thought, Kara raised her hips to allow Lily to push the dress up to her waist. Sapphire’s head immediately bobbed down under the dress, disappearing from sight.

Kara cried out as Sapphire’s mouth made contact with her vulva, a fusion of sensations radiating from that part of her body. Her hips leapt up instinctively, pushing harder against the lips and tongue. Kara moaned and closed her eyes, savouring the most exquisite feeling she had ever experienced. 

She opened her eyes again to see Sapphire’s bound arms and bottom nestled between her legs, the ponygirl’s tail gently swaying with her movements as her tongue moved through Kara’s labia, first probing her vaginal opening, then attacking her clitoris. Occasionally, the metal of the pony’s tongue piercings would press against a sensitive spot, the extra hard pressure causing Kara’s hips to jump in reflex. 

Kara was so turned on her first orgasm came quickly. She gave a cry and covered her face with her hands as the euphoria crashed through her. She squeezed her thighs together, trapping Sapphire’s head, rocking her hips.

Kara lay still. She wasn’t sure if she had blacked out or not – for long moments nothing had existed but her genitals – but Sapphire’s mouth was still at work and now her teeth were nipping at Kara’s clit, then her tongue was pushing into Kara’s vagina and renewed waves of ecstasy flared.

Kara opened her eyes again, glancing to her left she saw that Angelina lay beside her, her jodhpurs pulled down until they snagged around her boots, her legs held up in the air by Lily’s hands and Lily’s head was buried deep in her crotch. In fact, Lily was nothing more than a ball of shining black, glistening like oil in the sunshine. Angelina’s hands had hold of Lily’s head, directing and controlling it.

She looked again at the woman between her own legs. Her hands moved down, pulling her skirt further up so she could see Sapphire’s head. Now she could properly see how Sapphire’s arms were held behind her back. The elbows pulled together and strapped so tight they were touching. Her forearms were folded, pointing upwards towards her head, the palms of her mitten clad hands facing each other, another strap at her wrists holding them there and a short chain from her collar linked to rings at the top of the mittens so she had no possibility of moving the limbs at all. It was like an extreme prayer position, only behind her body instead of in front of it. The sight both horrified and excited Kara. It must have been agonizingly painful for the ponygirl.

Her fingers touched the bald scalp either side of Sapphire’s mane, her hands briefly holding the braided hair, then she grabbed the straps of the head harness and pulled Sapphire tighter into her crotch. Kara gasped as the ponygirl responded by attacking her clitoris with even greater zeal. Her eyes closed again as she savoured the new sensations she was discovering.

The rise to her second orgasm was calmer and more luxurious. It felt like slow motion after the desperate first one. Each separate climb and plateau could be appreciated and as Sapphire sucked, licked and bit - sometimes all three seemingly at once – Kara felt the eruption begin deep in her core. Higher, higher, ever higher to a crescendo.

She screamed, clamping her thighs to Sapphire’s head without any thought to the woman’s comfort and lifting her legs, thrashing them, dragging the pony’s head roughly from side to side while her hands still held the head harness, ensuring the mouth remained locked to her crotch.

Kara lay back, finally releasing her holds on Sapphire.
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