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Chapter 1: New Year Festivities


“Put her in stall eighteen,” I called out to the handler guiding the latest ponygirl contestant into our impromptu stables.

Word of my incredibly successful winter BDSM carnival had spread far and wide, making my upcoming new year’s bash the most highly anticipated social event of the year.  Of course it helped that ponygirl-reindeer races would be taking place on the indoor course I’d built for my hayrides.

Still, I hadn’t expected the entire UK contingent to attend with their star racers.  It was rare for the whole group to show up for our regular ponygirl races, and unprecedented for them to attend an unknown event.  Still, they were here now and it meant a real strain on our resources.

Laste’s fetish club was completely shut down for the duration and was costing him a fortune in lost revenue, but he didn’t really care about the money; he enjoyed playing host far more and absolutely loved having everyone under his roof for the event.

Every staff member from both the fetish club and shop were working twelve hour days trying to keep up with the demands of all our visitors, and still couldn’t manage.  He had to hire additional help from the regulars who attended the public part of his club, and build them barracks style living quarters on the mezzanine above.

All in all, it meant there’d be close to three hundred people attending my party this year, which was unheard of.  This was the largest gathering of ponygirls in over a decade outside of the world class events, and the races would even be broadcast live to at least fourteen different countries!

It was also a huge pain in the ass, since everyone wanted to get their girls out on the rather unique course.  Rather than a conventional oval, our course was closer to something like a rally race with a long switchback and two hairpin turns.  Most ponygirls weren't used to a track like this and needed extra practice.

Every handler and driver also had their own ideas about how to train their ponygirls, and they were used to having complete control over the facilities.  It created problems when someone decided to stop in the middle of the track to administer a punishment or reward.

Things like that forced us to create special sections for the various activities that were part of the ponygirl lifestyle.  We had corrals for both punishments and rewards, free-run corrals where ponies were allowed to mingle and have a little fun, and a dozen private lunging runs.

It was a logistical nightmare, but I’d never had so much fun in my life.  After putting out the critical fires for the day, I decided to check on our own ponygirls and see how they were making out.

Sherri, Maria, and Liddy had one of the larger stable stalls, but all three of them in there together made it feel really cramped.  Sherri could’ve stayed in her apartment, but wanted to submerge herself in the scene to make sure she was completely focused.

It showed both dedication and good training, but wasn’t something I would’ve done myself if I was in her shoes.  It meant she’d been treated like every other ponygirl here, and was kept bound and gagged 24/7.

Jill and Laste were both there when I arrived, and were making the girls practice their high stepping in place.  It wasn’t just a regular routine either, but one designed to increase their strength, stamina, and overall endurance.

Their arms were strapped tightly behind their backs and laced into box tie pouches, under cup corsets were laced extra tight, and while I couldn’t tell from my current vantage, I was sure he’d used larger than normal inserts both front and back.  Laste always went extreme when time was tight.

Each girl wore an oversized bit gag made of soft rubber that was pulled deep into their mouths and made breathing difficult when the excess rubber expanded to fill the available space.  Heavy weights were attached to their heelless pony boots and each girl was standing in a large bucket of thick mud, making each step a real chore.

From the sweat covering their bodies, it was obvious the girls had been at this for some time by now, and Maria in particular looked to be having a tough time of it.  She was fairly new to this and just didn’t have the training and muscle tone the others did.

“How goes the battle?” I asked.

“It’s been up and down more times than a new bride’s pajamas,” he replied.  “Sherri’s still looking strong, Liddy’s doing ok, and Maria might be able to make it around the track once before she keels over.”

“Have you thought about which events the girls will participate in?”

“Sherri will do all of the sprints, of course, and Liddy will be doing both dressage and the blind run.”

“What about Maria?”

“I’m open to any ideas you might have.  She just hasn’t had enough training to be competitive in any category, and she lacks the natural talent Sherri has.”

“Hmm… if she lacks speed, endurance, and finesse, then the only thing she might have a chance in is the blind obstacle course.”

“I’ve never trained anyone for that event since it’s more of a UK thing.”

“If I could borrow the gimp to help me out, and some of your special toys, I might be able to come up with a workable plan.”

“Gary’s all yours if you think he’ll be of any use,” Jill replied.

“Anything in my arsenal is yours as well, and if you need something customized I’ll make the time somehow,” Laste offered.

“I have some free time right now, so let’s go up to the apartment and talk about it.”

“Ok.  Jill, can you have the gimp clean her up and escort her upstairs?”

“Consider it done.”

It would be a lot of work to get her ready, but since she was trained very well in simple obedience, we might have a shot.

***

To say I was nervous about being under Mistress Grey’s thumb was an understatement, but if it got me out of my sixteen hour days of Master Laste’s grueling training schedule, then I’d do my best for her.  An obstacle course sounded like it would require more timing and obedience than strength and endurance.

My first day of training was simple; I had to navigate around their apartment while blindfolded, trusting her to guide me around the obstacles littered across the floor.  It wasn’t easy at first, but she was quick to correct any errors I made, and I learned that listening to her commands was far preferable to the cattle prod.

Master Laste had spent the last day customizing a special suit for me, and I hoped it meant the prod would be shelved now.  After getting my head shaved, my body scrubbed to within an inch of my life, and receiving a double enema, it was time to try it on.

The first part of my outfit was a form fitting latex catsuit in a pale brown color.  I didn’t like it much when I first saw it, but it was semi-transparent and looked pretty hot once I was wearing it.  The number of electrodes embedded in it worried me, especially since there were a high concentration of them around my tits, pussy, and ass.

They painted my hands and wrists with some sort of thick gel before putting cloven reindeer gloves over them.  My fingers went into individual slots and were forced into a tight fist inside the hoof.  The glove went all the way to my elbow and had a buckle every two inches, making the whole thing very restrictive.

D-rings embedded near the end were clipped to an overhead winch and used to pull me up to my tiptoes so they could start on the corset.  It was covered in brown and white felt, and looked to be both thick and heavily boned.  It also went all the way from my crotch to my chin.

I’d never worn a corset like this one before, and I knew I’d have trouble with it from the moment they pulled the front busks closed.  Not only did it compress my waist, but it also squashed my tits flat and forced my chin upwards.

They did one quick pass tightening the laces, and by the time the laces were tied off at the neck corset part, my whole upper body was completely rigid.  They let me get used to it for a minute and moved onto the boots.

The boots were covered in the same type of felt as the corset and covered my legs completely.  They used the same gel on my legs and even poured some directly into the boot.  I felt it squish around as my toes were forced into a strict en pointe position inside it.  They took care to lace them up evenly and tight.

Once the boots were installed to their satisfaction they gave the corset laces another pass, leaving me gasping for air by the time they were done.  It felt tighter than any of the times I’d been mummified for the night by an order of magnitude.

The butt plug they used had a cute fluffy reindeer tail attached to the end, but it was the inside portion that held my eye.  It had twin metal strips that could shock me, a hole in the tip for enemas, and an inflatable bladder to make sure it filled me completely.  I suspected I’d be wearing it for much longer than just today’s training session.

At least they used plenty of lube before ramming it home, so its insertion was merely uncomfortable rather than extremely painful.  Moving to my pussy, I was told as they slid it inside me that the soft rubber dildo they used was cast from Master Laste’s penis.  It had multiple electrode points and two separate vibrator motors built into it, as well as a finger that mashed against my clit.

A wide leather strap was attached to the bottom of the corset and pulled tight between my legs to hold everything in place.  After a slight adjustment to make sure the tail was positioned properly through the hole in the back of the strap, they pulled it another notch or two tighter and gave the corset laces a final pull.

With the last adjustment they were finally able to close and lock the lace cover in place.  It meant I wouldn’t be getting out of it anytime soon, but I also wouldn’t have it tightened any more.  My hands were lowered and I was allowed to sit for the next phase… the helmet.

They used a dental spreader gag to hold my mouth open while they prepared my mouth guard gag.  Custom molded from my teeth, it would be glued in place and could only be removed with a special solvent.

This one was different from the regular mouth guards they’d used before.  It had a large one inch oval breathing tube in the middle which I was relieved to see, but that also meant it was a jaw stretching appliance.  My teeth were dried and the dental gag removed for just a split second before the mammoth mouth guard was crammed into place.

The taste of the glue as it overflowed the grooves almost made me gag, but I was able to force it down and bite hard on it like they wanted.  A minute later the glue had set and the mouth guard was stuck there for the duration.

The gel they used in it made me think of my arms and legs… it looked similar, and sure enough, I found my fingers and toes to be completely immobilized.  Shit… how would they get any solvent inside to break down the glue?  Surely they wouldn’t leave those things on me permanently, would they?

Miniature receivers were stuck inside each of my ears, and after a test to make sure they worked properly, either wax or more of the gel were used to cover them completely.  I saw them take a thick leather helmet out of a bucket of water and hang it up to drip dry a little before putting it on me.

It was a scary looking thing and must’ve been over an inch thick, but it seemed to have a padded layer inside of it.  It also had cute reindeer antlers attached, but that was par for the course with this getup.

Cotton pads were taped over my eyes and hard inserts were placed inside my nostrils, but I didn’t feel any of the gel being applied, so at least they weren’t going to glue the thing to my head.  It was a small mercy, but I’d take it.

When they put the waterlogged hood over my head, it wasn’t just laced down the back, but was also laced to the top of the neck corset.  For all practical purposes, the suit was basically one solid piece from my crotch to the top of my head now.

Once the helmet was fully laced as tight as they could make it, I felt something connect to the clips on my shoulders.  I was pulled upright by it and my arms were brought around my back.  It felt like three or four straps were used to fuse my arms together, which added even more restriction on my poor chest.

I heard a crackle in my earpieces as they turned them on for a final systems check.  She had me stomp in yes/no pony-code as they activated all of their devices one by one to make sure everything was working properly, although I didn’t know what they could do at this point if something was broken.

Once they’d tested every electrode combination they could think of, the vibrator was activated at a low speed and left running.  I was told everything would take a full day to completely dry, so I needed to keep as still as possible, other than my knees which needed
 to be worked constantly.

I was to raise each leg in turn and hold it as high as I could for two seconds before lowering it back down and raising the other one.  If I stopped, didn’t raise a leg high enough, or even took longer than five seconds per leg, I got the shit shocked out of from the anal plug.  It was a good motivator.

It made for a long, grueling night, especially as the helmet dried and began squeezing my head hard enough to give me a headache.  Luckily I got used to it fairly quickly and the foam padding also helped absorb some of the pressure.

It was impossible to keep track of time and after a while I began to wonder if they forgot about me and I’d be stuck like this until I was dead and desiccated.  In reality, they’d only left me for about fourteen hours, but it felt like a week to me.

I was given a few hours to rest and then my training started for real.

***

Knowing what I know now, if given the choice I would’ve picked the sixteen hours a day with Master Laste than endure Mistress Grey’s training regimen.  She worked me just as hard, if not harder, and the remote controlled shocks meant she didn’t even have to chase me with the cattle prod.

It was a fiendishly clever system, and she could control me almost like a robot using the proper combination of shocks and commands.  By the end of the first day I knew how far to turn based on the intensity of the shocks to my buttocks and sides, how much to speed up from rear jolts, and how much I needed to slow down from zaps to my nipples.

Once those were mastered, I learned how high to raise my legs when I needed to step over something and I began running a sample course.

I could negotiate the simple course in the apartment in less than five minutes by the end of the third day, and was able to do so without any voice commands by the fifth.  I was actually feeling pretty good about how fast I was progressing and would’ve been happy if it wasn’t for the buzzing intruder between my legs.

She left it running 24/7, yet not fast enough to let me have an orgasm.  For someone who had the nickname of fuck-toy, I was used to plenty of vigorous sex, and not being allowed to cum was driving me insane.  She told me I’d be allowed to cum if I did well on race day, but would be kept in denial for months if I embarrassed her.  That pronouncement motivated me far more than the shocks did.

When I was informed race day had finally arrived, I was eager to begin.  I hoped they put some money on me, because I was determined to win!



Chapter 2: Race Day


My event was scheduled for early in the day, since it wasn’t considered as exciting as the races.  Mistress Grey left my earpieces active so I could hear what was going on, and I wished I could’ve seen it.

The day started with a parade, each girl wearing her finest set of tack and whatever reindeer costume their handlers designed.  It sounded like there were some pretty elaborate outfits today.  From the parade they went straight into dressage, and it sounded like the Euro groups cleaned up there.

Liddy finished second to last and I felt sorry for her.  The competition must’ve been really stiff since she seemed to do really well when I saw her practice before.  After a short break to put the obstacles in place, it was time for my event and I found out I’d be competing against fourteen other girls.

Each competing team got to place one obstacle of their choice on the course, and there would be a wide variety of house-designed ones as well.  I wish I’d been able to practice on the real course, but going into it blind was the whole point of the competition.

To keep things fair, each team was sequestered until it was their turn to run, otherwise the last team would’ve had too much warning about the obstacles causing the most problems.  She wasn’t even allowed to see the scoreboards until we’d posted our time.

On a brighter note, my vibrator was finally shut off so I could run without the extra distraction.  We were running somewhere in the middle of the pack, but to me it seemed like it took forever before we were called to the starting line.

Maybe each run was taking longer than anyone expected, or maybe it was just my time sense fucking with me again.  Either way, it was a relief when I was finally led onto the course.

“Listen up,” she said.

Her voice seemed loud after the complete silence my earplugs and helmet caused.

“The UK teams must’ve banded together when they selected their obstacles, since it’s almost impossible to pass them without drawing a penalty.  Four of the seven teams never even finished the course.”

Holy shit, what did they come up with that was causing so many problems?

“You’ve been responding well to my commands, but now it’s critical you obey me without even a second’s hesitation; I’ll never forgive you if you fuck this up, so look lively… we’re about to begin.”

I pawed the ground once to indicate my readiness and waited for the command to go.  Her command was punctuated with a harsh shock to each butt cheek and I took off running.  I felt a light shock on the right cheek and made a gentle course correction.

Twin blasts of fire lanced through my nipples and I immediately put on the brakes.  I felt something bounce off my leg and then I was jolted forward again.  I continued with the stop-start commands for the next ten or so yards and suspected someone was rolling balls across the road to try and make me lose my footing.

I got to jog for a short way after that, getting powerful turn signals without much in the way of advanced warning.  It felt almost like a complicated maze, although I’m sure it wouldn’t be difficult if I could see where I was going.

Just before the last corner of the maze was a short wall I had to step over, and I came close to tripping over it in my haste.  I recovered in time, but my forward momentum propelled me headfirst into a taller wall.  I was glad of the extra padding in my helmet now.

Two rows of thin, slippery ledges were my only way to climb it, and I had to do a belly flop on top of it in order to stop myself from falling off.  I got lucky on my roll off the far side and landed on my feet.

Again, the elaborate precautions they used when putting the suit on me was the only thing that saved me.  The rubbery glue gave me the extra support my feet needed to keep me from making a face plant.

I rounded the corner onto the switchback and picked up speed.  There were a series of small jumps to make, but nothing that required me to even slow down and I gained some confidence back at each one I successfully passed.

I had to slow down to practically nothing for the hairpin turn, as the ground was extremely rough and uneven.  Have you ever tried walking across broken ground while blind and wearing what was basically heelless ballet boots?  It’s even harder than it sounds.

After the hairpin turn was another maze, but this time I was being pelted with snowballs as I made my way through it.  The thick corset and padded helmet saved me on this part, and I now saw there was a method to Mistress Grey’s madness.

I made it past the second hairpin turn and into a series of sawhorses blocking the path.  I probably could’ve hurdled them if I wasn’t so tightly restrained, but my outfit wouldn’t allow that today.

I had to swing one leg wide to get it over, pivot with the top board grinding into my crotch, and swing the other leg over.  There were ten of those in a row and I knew I’d be walking funny for the rest of the course after that.

I had to crawl through a curved tunnel to make it around the next corner, which was almost impossible to do since the tunnel was incredibly slippery.  I managed a scant inch at a time, but it seemed like it took forever and it really sapped my strength.

She gave me the double zap to the ass which meant I could run again, but I couldn’t get up to full speed this time, no matter how powerfully she shocked me.  I was given another stop command, inched forward slightly, and then given full power blasts to make me move forward fast again.

A few seconds later I felt something hit my arms and almost send me flying.  If I didn’t know better, I’d say I just ran through a revolving door.  I had to do that twice more before I rounded the final turn.

I walked without hindrance for a few yards and then got what seemed to be a conflicting set of commands.  My ass, nipples, and feet were all jolted at the same time and I didn’t know what to make of it.

I decided to try stepping forward slowly and with steps as high as I could make them.  On my second step I almost fell on my face as I hit something tall, yet giving.  I expected it to be another wall, but what it felt like was a snow bank.

Sure enough, I was now slogging through knee-deep snow.  It was slippery, it was tough to move in, and if I didn’t get maximum lift on my feet, it was deep enough to trip me up.  To make matters worse, the ground was also uneven and I couldn’t even be guided around the obstacles since the snow obscured them from Mistress Grey’s view.

It was something of a miracle that I made it through the obstacle, but I somehow managed.  I was given the full speed run command and figured it must be clear to the finish line.  I gave it everything I had left and ran full out to the end.

As a final trick for me and for the entertainment of the crowd, the finish line was covered in another snow bank and I was made to run full tilt into it, causing me to do a sliding nosedive through the thick, fluffy snow.

It covered my face and packed into my gag, sending me into a panic when I couldn’t breathe, but I was quickly helped to my feet and the blockage cleared before I was in genuine distress.  It was probably funny as hell to watch, but not from my current point of view.

I was led to the side where I was cleaned, dried, and given something to drink.  The laces on my helmet were cut away and I was soon able to see for the first time in ages, although it was several minutes after the pads were removed before I was able to tolerate the light.

The first thing I looked for once I could see again was the scoreboard.  The giant screen was showing highlights from my run, and although I couldn’t hear it the commentary, I saw the crowd going wild when I crossed the finish line.

After two slow motion replays of my nosedive, they replaced it with the leaderboard.  It took me a minute to comprehend what I was looking at, since it wasn’t what I was expecting.  My time was 18:02, with second place having a time of 25:50.

I didn’t just finish the impossible course, I obliterated it.



Chapter 3: Rewards


“Congrats, dear,” Mistress Grey said once the earplugs were finally pried out.  It looks like you’ve done more than well today.”

I wanted to acknowledge her praise, but was still gagged and couldn’t even nod due to the neck corset.  I stamped my foot once and hoped she got the picture.

“Rest here for a few minutes so we can make a good showing as we make our way to our seats.  As a special treat, I decided to let you watch the rest of today’s events.”

When we emerged onto the course this time I was able to hear the roar of the crowd and see the dozen or so video cameras vying to get a shot of us.  I put a little more spring in my step now that I could see how much attention we had, and practically pranced all the way to our seats.

I didn’t actually have a seat, but my arms were released from behind my back and I was allowed to kneel on all fours beside her.  I felt the vibrator come back to life and slowly begin to increase in power.  I guess I was about to be rewarded for my efforts out there.

I guessed right, and as the first of many orgasms exploded within me, didn’t pay much attention to the rest of the girls running the course.  When she finally shut it down and let me recover, I found that nobody had come close to my time and nine out of fifteen weren’t able to finish.

With such a resounding victory, it turned out my reward was only the warm-up and I was in for one wild night.  The crotch piece, vibrator, and tail were removed and I was bent over a hitching post in the center arena.

Six of the hunkiest guys I’d ever laid eyes on were escorted into my pen and given instructions to reward me until I couldn’t take it anymore.  I was a little frightened, but also excited; each of the guys was hung like a horse, which was fitting for a ponygirl show.

One of them sat beneath me and began playing with my clit, while a second lubed himself up and slid slowly into my folds.  His cock filled me to capacity and felt infinitely better than the lifeless rubber intruder I was stuck with for the last week.

He started off slow but picked up speed as the dual assault brought me close to the edge.  I thought he might tease me for a while, but I guess my teasing was done with now that I’d won.  I screamed as much as I was able to with the restrictive gag, and shuddered with the pure ecstasy of the orgasm.

He didn’t stop, he didn’t even slow down.  If anything he picked up the pace, as did the guy diddling my clit.  He hadn’t cum himself, but he swapped out with another guy and I knew I was in for a good long session if they kept taking turns like that.

The second guy plunged into me and immediately started pounding away, making me cum again a few seconds later.  The guy below me switched from his finger to an eroscillator and the powerful vibrations not only extended the orgasm, but intensified it and sent me straight into a third.

The guys would rotate out every two or three minutes, keeping the action going non-stop and driving me to heights I’d never even imagined before.  They weren’t only well hung, but they were very, very experienced.

By the time they’d finished two rounds each, I was cumming almost non-stop and could barely even breathe from the extreme sensations they were forcing upon me.  I think they kept me going for close to an hour, but it could have been a year for all I knew… my brain stopped working after the fifth or sixth orgasm.

By the time the first guy exploded inside me, I was a gibbering wreck.  Still, his hot load filling me was enough to trigger yet another massive orgasm and I tried milking him dry with my pussy muscles.

They each pounded away until they came, one after another, each one managing to make me cum along with them.  From my bend over position I could see what looked like a river of semen running down my legs, and wondered how long it’d been since these guys had any release.

They left me tied over the hitching post, but left me mostly alone to recover.  Once cum stopped leaking out of my snatch one of them cleaned me up and rubbed a soothing cream over my swollen lips.  It felt heavenly, yet was somehow making me horny all over again.

Which was a good thing, since after a thirty minute break, they started all over again.  The guy below me resumed working on my clit with the vibrator and informed me that this was their specialty.

Their personal record was six rounds, but they were hoping to break that today.  He said a few more things, but I lost it when I began cumming again.  I hoped I’d be able to survive my reward, but if not, what a way to go!

This was the best day of my life.

###



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



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


The Laste Chance Bondage Inc. Series

Volume 1: The Bondage Contest

Volume 2: The Ultimate Bondage Device

Volume 3: The Longest Bondage Weekend

Volume 4: Dominatrix Submission

Volume 5: The Master’s Price

Volume 6: The Academy

Volume 7: The BDSM Party

Volume 8: Ponygirl Training

Volume 9: Ponygirl Challenge

Volume 10: Breaking Lidia

Volume 11: The Fetish Club

Volume 12: The Fetish Auction

Volume 13: The Fetish Dungeon

Volume 14: The Fetish Shop

Volume 15: Fetish Plus

Volume 16: The Fetish Models

Volume 17: Fetish Conversion

Volume 18: Fetish Domination

Volume 19: Fetish Submission

Volume 20: The Fetish Wedding

Volume 21: Self Bondage Gone Wrong

Volume 22: Bondage or Dare

Volume 23: The Bondage Predicament

Volume 24: Bondage Ménage

Volume 25: Bondage Poker

Volume 26: Bondage Service

Volume 27: Bondage Revenge

Volume 28: Winter BDSM Carnival

Volume 29: The Reindeer Ponygirls

Volume 30: Wrapped Tight For Xmas

Also:

The Billionaire’s Bondage Club Series

Volume 1: Bondage and Power

Volume 2: Bondage Auditions

Volume 3: The Bondage Brat

Volume 4: Trained to Obey

Volume 5: For the Love of Bondage

The Bondage University Series

Volume 1: The Submissive Sorority

Volume 2: The Kinky Frat Party

Volume 3: The Taboo Teacher

Volume 4: Cheers and Cuffs

Volume 5: College Brats in Bondage

Questions?  Comments?  Concerns?

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

cover.jpeg





