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1: Snowflakes and Sleighs

Or the north wind doth blow…

The snow was three inches deep and the ponies were wearing their snow socks. These were sleeves that covered their hooves and metal shoes and had thick rubbery soles with a heavy tread pattern that provided substantial grip. This allowed them to canter through the snow making only the slightest of sounds as they pulled the sleigh across the lower meadow of Cacklebrook Farm.

The sleigh was made of carbon fibre and incredibly light, the runners covered in a tough, shiny sealant that provided minimal friction. It could be adapted to seat one occupant or two. Today it was fitted with a single seat.

Riding the sleigh was the owner of Cacklebrook Farm, Angelina Aella. Her statuesque figure was clad in an expensive ski suit, the hood of the heavily padded jacket was pulled up over her head to protect her from the biting wind. Tinted goggles covered her eyes in case the sun should make an unlikely appearance. She looked like she was snugly warm as she flicked her whip twice, catching a bare buttock of each of the two ponygirls pulling her smoothly through the snow.

They weren’t hard strokes, but each left a red mark and a sharp sting to ensure the ponies kept a positive focus on moving forward at the pace that Angelina required.

It was unlikely that either of the ponygirls would describe themselves as snugly warm if they had been allowed to speak. The still temperature was about freezing point, but the stiff wind blowing across the meadow ensured the real temperature was several degrees below that.

Not that the ponies were naked beneath their harnesses, not even Angelina was that cruel (or was it just a case of practicality – a hypothermic pony was of no use to anyone!)

Both ponies wore bodystockings, a thin membrane of fabric stretched tight across their skin, form-fitting, that provided a very modest amount of protection against the bitter cold. The buttocks (naturally) were left completely bare and circular cut-outs about two inches across, located at the tips of their breasts, allowed their ringed nipples to stick out, rock hard.

Their feet and legs below the knee, sheathed in their pony boots, received more protection, as did their hands which were locked into leather mittens fixed high up their backs and attached to the rigid collars enclosing their necks.

Both the ponies were also wearing helmets fitted tightly around their skulls, made of a thin, supple black leather. Each encased the head completely except for wide cut-outs around the eyes and a third, lower down, that revealed the bottom of their noses and their mouths. Their bridles were buckled in place over the helmets.

Another tubular hole on the top of the head allowed their braided manes to be pulled through. Each mane hung down their backs, one was coloured a vivid blue, the other a brilliant red. Their manes matched the colour of their bodystockings. They were a colourful, striking sight against the white backdrop.

It was normal for the most southern counties of England to only get a couple of snowfalls a year. To have enough to be able to use the sleigh was an opportunity not to be missed.

As the sleigh approached the woodland at the end of the meadow, Angelina pulled sharply on the reins in her right hand. These were connected to the right nipple of each ponygirl via the right end of the bits in their mouths and to the sturdy ring pierced through the nipple. The hard pull tugged at the corner of the pony’s mouth and tugged agonizingly on the nipple, twisting it upwards, instructing the pony to take a hard right turn up the slope of the meadow.

The hill got steeper the higher up they travelled and Angelina needed to use the whip with real bite to keep the ponygirls at the same pace. Both of the ponies’ buttocks were covered in the marks from the whip – old, new and everything in between. The most recent lashes standing out as angry, fiery red lines.

A hedgerow separated the lower meadow from the upper meadow, but there was a gap between the end of the hedge and the woods where there was space enough for the sleigh to pass through. Angelina steered the ponies into the upper meadow.

The hill had taken its toll on the beasts of burden, they were panting and struggling physically so Angelina turned them sharply once more, taking them across the field but no further up the slope. The sleigh glided effortlessly through the snow, but it was not so easy for the ponies as their feet stepped in and out of the pristine whiteness, leaving a mess behind them.

As they reached the end of the meadow once more, the reins were pulled hard, all four of them this time. The ponies’ nipples were tugged painfully again, the bit forced back uncomfortably into their mouths and the port element of the bit that sat above their tongues was lifted up to press against the roof of their mouths, a discomfort designed to provoke instant obedience. Both ponies stopped dead.

The two ponies stood with their feet together, standing up straight and thrusting their chests out. Both were breathing heavily, chests rising and falling significantly, dribble hanging off their chins. Angelina climbed out of the sleigh. The snow crunched under her ski boots as she walked around to stand in front of both ponies.

The world through ponygirl Ruby’s eyes was blurry. Blinking was only mildly effective against tears and she had no way to wipe them away. She stared straight ahead, not even daring to glance at her mistress, large breasts strapped tightly to her chest but still pushing forward with every heaving breath as if begging to be fondled.

It was unavoidable because of the way her arms were bound behind her, folded up in a semi-reverse prayer position. Her lower arms were being trained to meet in the centre of her back, right from wrist to elbows – to be the same as ponygirl Sapphire beside her. But she had some way to go with that. She could feel her elbows pressing against her kidneys as there was still a four or five inch gap between them, despite the strap being pulled tight to draw them as close together as possible. It perpetually hurt her shoulders, forcing them backwards, compelling her breasts to stick out almost comically.

Ruby had been whipped hard up the hill and her buttocks throbbed despite the cold that threatened to make them numb but somehow never succeeded in dulling the pain. The wind cut through the gossamer thin bodystocking causing her to shiver and goosebump, the exertion of pulling the sleigh not enough to warm her up. She couldn’t help but weep.

At the same time, her head inside the helmet was burning hot and she could feel the perspiration trickling along the creases in the leather, across her scalp and face. It was horrible and claustrophobic, exacerbated by the bridle strapped tightly over the top of it. She was constantly dribbling around the bit in her mouth, conscious of it running down her chin and dropping onto her breasts.

Ruby had hated the original bit she had worn at the start of her ponygirl training, little realizing how lucky she was at the time. The bit she wore now was infinitely worse. There was a little tab that projected into her mouth from the centre of the rubber-covered crossbar. It clipped on to the piercing on her tongue, effectively rendering it immovable except when the bit itself moved. It was instinctive to fight the restriction, but that just caused pain and discomfort.

In addition, this bit also had a port – a curved, tongue shaped projection, also from the bit’s mouthpiece - that responded to the rotating spools on each shank of the bit. When the reins were tugged, it pulled the bit deeper into her mouth and also rotated the spools, lifting the port up against the roof of her mouth. It was an abominable sensation.

Angelina was making a fuss of Sapphire. Praising the pony, squeezing her breasts, stroking her head. The two shared a deep bond that had developed over several years. Ruby didn’t resent it, just hoped that she could build such a connection with Angelina over time. Angelina’s hands fluttered all over the pony’s body giving physical reassurance at the same time as reinforcing the possessive nature of their relationship.

Despite the freezing weather and the sting of the whip, the discomfort of her arm bondage, the helmet and the bit, her tired and aching body, Ruby was burning with sexual arousal. Her hips were discretely moving so she could feel the dildo and butt-plug locked inside her flexing. She was trying to continue the stimulation that had stopped when they had been brought to a halt.

Just being tacked up was enough to fill Ruby with lust. Once she was between the shafts of a cart (or in this case the sleigh) and moving, the dildo and butt-plug sent her sexual need into overdrive. She became desperate for an orgasm. And that had been before Angelina had gotten Ruby’s clit hood pierced with a barbell. That added even more exquisite sensations as it vacillated with every step she took. She remained consumed with arousal.

It made no rational sense, but Ruby loved being a ponygirl, was addicted to it. Strangely, it fulfilled some psychological craving as well as a sexual one – in fact, she couldn’t distinguish the two, they were one and the same to her.

Angelina stepped right in front of Ruby, her gloved hand raising to stroke the side of Ruby’s head.

“Good girl, beautiful pony! You did very well, too!”

Ruby had her breasts squeezed too, the flesh bulging out from between the straps of the harness. She sighed with pleasure. They felt so much more erogenous since they had been enhanced – that had to be her imagination, but it still felt real to her.

Kara Lee/ponygirl Ruby had been given her breast augmentation last October and they were fully healed now. Six months ago the idea that she would ever get a boob job was simply absurd, it had never crossed her mind and the thought of going under the knife unnecessarily was horrifying and taboo. Yet two months later that was exactly what had happened. If that was the price to stay at Cacklebrook Farm and be part of its world, she willingly paid it. Such a radical change of thinking in just eight weeks.

She had been transformed from a small-breasted woman to a large-breasted woman at the snap of Angelina’s fingers. She was still coming to terms with such a fundamental modification to her body and her appearance, but she couldn’t deny that they enhanced her sexuality profoundly, both physically and psychologically. She had handfuls that could be cupped and it was delightful when they were, she felt so feminine.

Angelina rolled Ruby’s nipples between her fingers and the ponygirl groaned, leaning as far forward as she could, curving her back to present her breasts as eagerly as she could.

At the same time as the boob job, Kara/Ruby had received her piercings as well so that they could all heal concurrently. As well as the barbell in her clit hood and the heavy gauge rings in her nipples, a ball sat near the tip of her tongue, screwed tightly into place so that she could constantly feel the squeeze on the muscle. As she later learned, that piercing also enabled her tongue to be immobilized when she was bitted. She had also received another heavy gauge ring through her septum that lay prominently on her upper lip. It was used to lead her about and chain her up when she was in the stable and out of her tack.

That first week after all the procedures had been a terrible experience. As well as the pain and discomfort, she had to get used to these big changes to her body and she couldn’t have sex either – something that had become central to her life by that point.

After that she had been subject to another procedure – a lip enhancement. She had been given a permanent pout, puffy bee stung pillows like Lily and Sapphire had. Initially, she had been mortified. They looked so big! But once the swelling had gone down she had to admit that they looked and felt good. Kissing had become an even more sensual experience. A few days later her teeth had been bleached as well, but she had been quite happy with that. They looked good, not too over-the-top bright, even though the idea was alien to her unpresuming personality.

Angelina laughed at Ruby’s desperate, needy response to her handling. She dropped her fingers away from the pony’s breasts, teasing her. Ruby whimpered piteously. Angelina run her hands over the pony’s body possessively, making it clear who was in charge of the helpless, freezing cold yet sexually excited ponygirl. Finally, the back of her hand stroked Ruby’s cheek.

“Pretty pony!”

Then the amazon was gone from Ruby’s blinkered, narrow field of vision. Ruby couldn’t even see Sapphire beside her. The brutal pony collar held her head in a fixed position, slightly tilted back and the blinkers removed all peripheral vision. The sleigh shifted slightly as Angelina climbed back on.

It was beginning to snow again. The flakes were large and the wind blew them horizontally into Ruby’s tightly bound body and face and she shivered, still missing Angelina’s gentle, warm, gloved hands on her breasts.

The reins slapped across Ruby’s shoulders.

“Walk on!”

After three steps the left rein was pulled hard, tugging and twisting Ruby’s nipple painfully, the bit digging sharply into the left corner of her mouth. Ruby immediately obeyed the command, turning hard left until the pressure was released and they had performed an 180o turn. Angelina quickly brought the two ponies to a trot, then a cantor, as they headed back across the meadow, running alongside the messed-up snow that showed their original path. Ruby’s feet were numb, spending nearly all of their time buried in or pushing through the snow.

The dildo buried inside her pussy flexed and shifted with every movement, sending waves of pleasure and lust through Ruby. Since her clit hood piercing she could occasionally climax while running and pulling a cart, but it only seemed to happen when she hadn’t had an orgasm in several days. Last night, in Ruby’s stall, Tosh had fucked her hard up the arse with a strap-on, ensuring that Ruby got to cum as well. There was no way she would be able to climax pulling the sleigh. Her need for sexual relief would not be quenched in the short term, an all too familiar scenario.

At the meadow’s end, they were steered back into the lower meadow and continued down the slope. It was snowing really hard now and the wind was blasting across the hollow in which the farm was sited. Ruby vainly tried to blink away the snowflakes pelting her eyes. The gusts cut through Ruby’s bodystocking, chilling her to the bone. Angelina increased the pace to a gallop, but downhill it was relatively comfortable progress.

Despite Ruby’s breasts being tightly strapped in the harness, they bounced uncomfortably, especially at speed. It was simple physics. She had this weight on her chest now and it was inescapable. Often she was fitted with a nipple bar, the nipples clamped to each end of a sturdy piece of metal. This ensured the breasts moved together as one, rather than bouncing about randomly and independent of each other which looked untidy. This did reduce and control the movement somewhat, but the discomfort was replaced with the pain of clamped nipples. The pony was the loser either way. Angelina had chosen not to fit the device today.

Ruby could feel the sleigh trying to slide down the hill faster than the ponies were running. The traces that connected the shafts of the sleigh to their harnesses were pulled forward, trying to drag them down. If she had been pulling the sleigh on her own, it would undoubtedly have succeeded, but between them, Ruby and Sapphire could hold it back.

As they reached the bottom, Angelina gradually slowed them down. Ruby’s legs were getting heavy now, working through the snow was hard work. Mild tugs on her reins directed her through the gate onto the main drive of the farm. The gate was always left open. Harder tugs turned them right and they were heading into the courtyard, the farmhouse to the right, the stables ahead and to the left.

Angelina circled the yard, keeping the ponies at a trot. Ruby let her concentration slip and stepped too far to the right. Immediately she felt the whip flick across her buttocks and released a little cry of anguish, the instant agonizing pain gradually fading to an intense burning. Tears formed in her eyes once more. They were pulled to a stop right outside the entrance to the stable.

Ruby was mildly out of breath, but her quads were heavy with lactic acid and ached. It was mid-January and in the months since she had signed her permanent contract to work for Angelina she had been subject to a vigorous fitness regimen. She now looked toned and had the stamina required to perform as a pony. Ruby could see the difference and feel it too. She was much stronger now.

Tosh, the small, stocky pony trainer and groom came out of the stable to unfasten the ponies from the Sleigh. She was swaddled in a snorkel parka, her face sunk too deep inside the hood to be seen. Eventually, Ruby was led back into the warmth of the stable block.

She briefly glimpsed Diamond hitched against the wall in full tack and white bodystocking. The racing pony was also wearing a helmet similar to Ruby’s. Ruby guessed the statuesque ponygirl was about to have her turn pulling the sleigh – it could be adapted to be pulled by one pony or two, as required. Diamond was a tall, powerful runner and more than capable of pulling the sleigh on her own, whereas Ruby and Sapphire were primarily show ponies, appearance and discipline were the attributes they required first and foremost.

As she was led across the tack room, Ruby also caught a quick sight of herself in the mirror fixed on one wall. It was incredible that the figure was her. An anonymous, brutally bound, fetishized woman presenting a striking sexualized image, the creation of the warped imagination of Angelina made real. There seemed no possible relation to the Kara Lee who had trespassed onto the farm last summer.

How much of that old Kara Lee was left? Remnants, that was all. She was a young woman transformed outwardly and inwardly, her mind liberated by her submission, discovering fulfilment and contentment in the most bizarre of scenarios. Though others would be shocked, she had no regrets. She straightened up a little bit more, curved her spine, pushed her breasts out even further. She had found her true self, completely by accident. She was now alive in every sense of the word, that couldn’t have been said of the old Kara Lee.

Tosh gripped Ruby’s reins close to the bit, this allowed her to effortlessly control the ponygirl even though she was more than a foot shorter than Ruby was in her hooved boots. Ruby was tightly hitched to a ring in the wall, her rock hard nipples pressed against it, her nose only inches from touching it as well.

Since signing her permanent contract, Kara had spent more time as Ruby than as Kara. Most nights she slept in her stall in the stable. She still didn’t have her own bed or sleeping quarters, though Angelina had furnished her artist’s studio with a fridge, microwave, sofa and TV. But unless there was something specific she was working on for Angelina, Kara was kept as a pony and trained hard every day.

Tosh ran her hands over Ruby’s harnessed body. She pressed on the crotch strap between the ponygirl’s legs, pushing the dildo deeper into Ruby, causing the pony to twitch and a soft girly sigh to escape from her bitted mouth. A rush of pleasure spread out from Ruby’s pussy, she desperately wanted to cum. But Tosh was only teasing her. The groom rubbed her palm across the ponygirl’s sore, whip-marked buttocks and pleasure turned to pain. Then Tosh was gone and Ruby could do nothing but stare at the white wall and wait.


2: Penthouses and Mini Coopers

Or London calling

Kara was never allowed to choose what she wore. Either her clothes were laid out for her or one of the maids dressed her (usually Lily.)

Angelina had quickly worked out that Kara had some inner struggles coming to terms with her new breasts and so always dressed her to emphasize them to the upmost. Push-up shelf bras or half-cup corsets, low cut dresses and tops – she was always presented so eyes went to her bosom before they looked up to her face, maximizing her discomfort and embarrassment.

So, though she had lost the ignominy of her school uniform, it had been replaced with clothes equally intended to humiliate and denigrate her.

It was the week after the first snowfall of the year and while the grass still had a patchy coating of white, the paths and roads were now clear. Kara had been released from the stable two days ago after a ten day stint as ponygirl Ruby.

She always found it hard to adjust to becoming Kara again, to think like a person once more. To proactively do her job she had to use parts of her brain that were effectively closed down when she was a pony. The longer the period she spent as a pony, the tougher it was to be Kara when the pony hooves were finally removed. She also had to adjust from living in a perpetual state of arousal to focusing on work, pushing back her unquenchable lust to concentrate on something else.

Since Christmas, Kara had been overhauling the branding of Cacklebrook Farm and various other businesses that Angelina owned. Updating or changing logos and a few other items of graphic design. Once the initial phase had been completed, she had been returned to the stable, now she was back out for the final implementation, which she had been working on for the last two days. All that remained was to apply the changes to the investment company that Toby Jordan managed for Angelina in London.

There was absolutely no need for her to travel to London, it could all be completed effortlessly online as far as Kara was concerned. Nevertheless, she had been sent to Toby’s London base in the first week of the year, nominally to discuss the plans with him and the IT guy who managed their systems. In reality, it was just a pretence to make her sexually available in a new location.

Kara had decided she very much preferred girls over boys, but no matter how many times she was screwed with a strap-on, it was never quite the same as having Toby’s big cock inside her, so she didn’t mind that Angelina made her available to him (not that it would have mattered to Angelina whether Kara minded or not – you followed Angelina’s rules or you walked away, that was the deal.)

Being ordered to seduce the IT guy was another matter. Kara hated that idea, but Angelina was testing her. She was always pushing Kara beyond her comfort zone. Kara didn’t know what her limit would be, but seducing a computer nerd wasn’t it.

Though the men objectified her, she also objectified them. Toby was just a penis to enhance her sexual satisfaction. He was merely a proxy for Angelina, it was she Kara was obeying when fucking him or sucking off the IT guy. That was how she rationalized it and she wasn’t losing any sleep over it.

Today, Kara had to return to London to implement the branding changes.

She had spent the last two nights sleeping in the servants’ quarters, snuggled up with Lily on her narrow bunk under the sloping roof of the farmhouse. The downside of that was neither of them had permission to cum and the punishment for disobeying that diktat made it impossible to contemplate, no matter how aroused Kara became there was no relief to be had. Kara hadn’t orgasmed in four days now and she was desperate.

She was actually looking forward to the trip because she knew Toby would give her a hard fucking and she was more than ready for one.

Kara studied herself in the big mirror in the servants’ quarters. Lily had dressed her this morning and she looked like a total slut – albeit a punk-rock alternative slut.

Shortly after Kara had recovered from her breast augmentation surgery and piercing, she had been given her ponygirl mane. She had been surprised. She had thought the mane was reserved for full lifestyle ponies – those who spent 24/7 365 days a year as ponies.

It had been a traumatic experience for her. Feeling her hair dropping from her head in clumps onto the floor, the clippers buzzing as her red dyed locks were reduced to stubble. Then the razor. She had a gleaming smooth scalp, except for a three inch wide strip of hair down the centre of her skull.

She had wept at the time and even now, months later, had an unresolved ambivalence to it. She both hated and loved it at the same time. It was extreme by any measure. It made her look like a freak, intimidating, even frightening when she wasn’t ponygirl Ruby. Aesthetically she detested it. Yet she also considered it an honour that Angelina thought her to be worthy of it, and when she was Ruby she loved the authenticity it projected. She was so proud of it. Real ponygirls had a mane, therefore she was a real ponygirl. As a ponygirl she wanted it, as a person she didn’t.

This morning, Lily had woven the mane into a thick braid that hung halfway down her back. It was the practical thing to do with the bright red hair when Kara was working. Loose it tumbled everywhere, getting in the way.

After that, the maid had shaved Kara’s bare scalp (she was shaved every day, even though she couldn’t see that there was actually anything to shave.) Her skull had to be smooth as silk. Afterwards it was always oiled as well, partly to moisturise and sooth, but partly to ensure her scalp shone. Appearance meant everything to Angelina.

Kara’s eyes were heavily made up – dramatically so! False lashes, heavy eyeliner and mascara. The eyeshadow blended right up to her brows. With the mane it made her look very exotic. Her plump pout gleamed with lip gloss over a stunning vivid red lipstick. She looked fierce, the complete opposite of her actual personality.

All traces of her old self were gone. No one from her old life would have recognized her if they passed in the street, but thankfully so far she hadn’t had to present this look in the streets (except from within the safety of a car.)

Mercifully, her nose ring was removable – the piercing in her septum was actually grommeted to stop it from closing up. She only wore it when she was Ruby, much to her relief.

As usual, Kara had been laced into a corset until her waist reached the eyewatering measurement of twenty inches. The corset had half-cups that lifted her breasts and pushed them together, giving her a massive cleavage that looked significantly bigger than it already was. The compression of the stays also ensured that every restricted breath she took, that cleavage rose and fell dramatically. It looked astonishing. She couldn’t blame people for looking at her breasts before her face.

I would as well if I met myself!

Boy, did they take some getting used to! Yes, they made her feel more feminine, but they were also a heavy weight on her chest and restricted her downward vision that she had always taken for granted. Not to mention that any violent or sudden movement could see them pop out of their holsters. Without the pony harness to strap them down her lithe manoeuvrability was gone, another thing she had always taken for granted.

Today’s corset was of red latex. Kara was always dressed in red. Over the top of it she was wearing more rubber. The dress was sleeveless but had a high collar that fitted close around her neck to right under her chin, where it laced up at the throat. There was a large cut-out across her chest, revealing everything from her collarbone down to her barely concealed areola. The dress just about managed to contain her breasts, but she needed to move with care to avoid the possibility of them spilling out.

The heavy, thick rings through her nipples were clearly visible, the latex shrink-wrapping the metal. With every step she took both breasts wobbled and bounced obscenely. The hem of the dress came to mid-thigh and a matching wide belt was buckled tightly around her waist to emphasize how narrow it was in relation to her bust.

Her arms were sheathed in a pair of latex gloves that extended all the way up to her armpits. They displayed how toned her muscles were but were also acutely uncomfortable to wear. They fitted so tightly there was no way for the skin to breath underneath the membrane, causing a low-level burning sensation that made Kara want to tear them off.

All the latex was polished to an immaculate shine by Lily.

On her legs she wore wide-mesh fence net stockings and her over-the-knee boots with a chunky heel (the first gift she had received from Angelina all those months ago.) Apparently, five-inch stiletto heels weren’t safe to drive in – who knew!

Yes, she looked like a walking fetishist’s wet dream, a totally sexualized woman, an attention-seeking extrovert.

When Kara was dressed like this, she had to sell the look and the persona, no matter that it was the polar opposite of her real personality. She had to strut, swing her hips, keep her chest and backside thrust out. She had to pout and smoulder with her heavy-lidded sultry eyes. She had to display charisma. She had not been good at it at all initially, receiving two mild punishments before Angelina lost patience and gave Kara a dozen strokes with her cane and another five hundred lines to write. That had ensured Kara found the diligence and attention-to-detail to project this persona successfully.

Kara posed in front of the mirror, hands on hips. Then she turned sideways, gazing over her shoulder at the reflected image. She had spent hours practicing like this so she could move with the grace and confidence that looked natural and easy. She couldn’t afford to let the image slip for a second. She hated how effective Angelina’s corporal punishment regimen was. It really kept her focused.

As she left the servants’ quarters, Kara grabbed the only coat she had been allowed so far. As with everything else, it was bright attention-attracting red latex. She didn’t think it had any padding, but at least it had a warm fleecy lining inside. It was slightly shorter than the dress she was wearing and it belted at the waist, being worn in one of two ways, either with the lapels turned back, thus revealing her cleavage, or the lapels laid flat and fixed in place by a press-stud fastening. Then it covered her right up to the neck. She was only allowed to wear it that way in the rain or snow.

Kara hadn’t been allowed to keep her car – in truth she no longer had need of it anyway. She had given up her own place and become resident at the farm. She hardly ever left Cacklebrook and then only by order of Angelina. Angelina herself had two vehicles – a large SUV and a sleek convertible – neither of which Kara had been allowed to drive up to this point in time. For staff use there was an electric Mini Cooper, which seemed to be in the possession of Angelina’s PA Tatyana, but Kara was given the key for both of her trips to London.

It took a little over an hour to get to Toby’s on a good journey, longer if there was heavy traffic. He lived in a penthouse overlooking Regent’s Park that he also used for his office. It must have cost megabucks. Kara still wasn’t sure what the exact nature of the relationship was between Angelina and Toby and she would never dare to ask. She didn’t know who of the two the penthouse belonged to.

The apartment building had underground parking and even had a charging point for the car. Kara strutted from the Mini to the lift like she was some kind of catwalk model, relieved that she didn’t encounter anybody else. A four digit security code was required to reach the penthouse.

Kara checked herself out in the mirrored wall of the lift (she had already touched up her make-up in the car before getting out.) The pressure on her to be constantly scrutinizing her appearance was relentless. Any perceived fault would be punished so she had to be obsessive about it. She tugged her skirt down, smoothed the wrinkles out of it. She adjusted her feet so her pose looked more sexy, automatically sticking her chest and bottom out further.

I look so fucking hot! I am so fucking hot!

She had never felt more like a sex object than at this moment. Presented as a slut, being sent to service men like a hooker. Angelina had transformed Kara into a sexual entity entirely to her own design – one day a human pony, the next a whore. Kara would play whatever role she was assigned. Allowing Angelina to define her identity thrilled her, giving up all control was deeply erotic.

Toby’s maid Missy opened the door to the penthouse, as she had on Kara’s first visit. She wore a very formal uniform, but the more outlandish attributes of the maid’s uniforms at Cacklebrook Farm were absent. This was a place that had regular vanilla visitors and a sense of conventionality, even conservatism, was required. But the fetishistic cues were there if you looked closely enough.

The dress was stereotypical, tight-fitting black satin with white trim at the collar and wrists. The skirt almost reached to her knees, below which she wore smoky dark stockings and black stiletto-heeled court shoes. A small, frilly white apron was tied around her waist. She had long blonde hair scraped back close to her scalp and fixed in a tight bun at the back of her head. There was a little white lace confection pinned to the top of her head that couldn’t quite be called a cap.

Kara guessed the maid was in her mid-twenties. She was slightly shorter than Kara and had a pretty, soft-featured face that was impeccably made-up. Several things gave away that she wasn’t a conventional employee. Her small waist told Kara she was corseted under the uniform and her breasts (although they were fully covered) were large for her slim frame. The collar of her dress came a little higher up Missy’s neck than was normal. It was also stiff, unnecessarily uncomfortable to wear – a classic Angelina touch.

On her last visit, Kara had been queened by the maid while Toby had been fucking her, front first, then her backdoor. The redhead could still remember the distinctive taste of the maid. She had a lot of piercings in her pussy and had been very excitable. Toby had also got them both to make-out in front of him. Missy was a very good kisser. Like Kara, she had a pierced tongue, though the barbell was set further back than Kara’s – designed for pleasing men rather than women.

Missy took Kara’s coat, not blinking an eye at how Kara was dressed. The penthouse was huge – Kara hadn’t seen all of it. The living quarters were to the left, the offices to the right. The lounge had full-length windows looking out over the park and a terrace beyond the glass – nice in the summer but not much use in January.

Kara followed Missy to the outer office, where Toby’s PA was sat behind a bank of LCD screens. Tori was wearing the same burgundy coloured leather dress as Kara’s last visit, it was form-fitting, long-sleeved, high necked and knee length. Was it a uniform? Either way it was expensive, classy and sophisticated, perfect for the office with a touch of kinky.

Tori was North American (Kara had never been able to tell the difference between a US and Canadian accent) and had the figure of a supermodel. Her dark hair was worn short, just brushing the collar of her dress but was very stylishly cut. She had an angular face, lots of sharp curves – the complete opposite of Missy. She oozed confidence and competence – Kara thought she was a class act.

Occasionally Tori visited the farm, usually at weekends and off duty (she seemed to have use of all the facilities, including the maids and the ponygirls.) A couple of times Kara had been driven by her in a sulky. Kara thought she used the whip a bit too much and a bit too hard but the PA was wonderfully assertive and Kara creamed at the memories of being sexually used by her. She felt very submissive in her presence.

Kara received a warm smile.

“Miss Lee is here, sir!” Tori informed Toby through her headset.


3: Pricks and Gutta-Perchas

Or a man and his antiques

Five minutes later, Kara was bent over Toby’s desk, her skirt hiked up to her waist. Her latex thong had been tugged down and was wrapped around one of her booted ankles. Her feet had been kicked wide apart.

After four days without an orgasm Kara was urgently in need of some satisfaction and was already wet at the prospect of being fucked by Toby. She wasn’t attracted to him (she didn’t even like him) but he had a significantly bigger cock than she had experienced before (albeit that experience had been pretty limited) and he certainly knew how to use it. Even without any emotional connection he could easily get her to cum harder than any of her old boyfriends ever had.

Toby had each of Kara’s buttocks cupped in his hands, squeezing them hard. It was three days since they had last felt the whip, so while they were still sore, his crude grabbing was uncomfortable rather than painful. Fingers slipped between her thighs and found her wet pussy. He grunted and chuckled. Words weren’t necessary.

Then the hands were gone and when he spoke he had moved back behind his desk and was opening a drawer.

“I’m going to screw that tight arse of yours!”

This wasn’t really news to Kara. Toby fucked her bumhole at least as much as he fucked her pussy. He definitely had a thing for anal. In fact, everyone seemed enamoured of her bumhole. Tosh and Tatyana regularly fucked it with a strap-on since Angelina had taken Kara’s anal cherry last September.

She hadn’t been able to shake her innocent and prissy image of that first weekend when she had been caught on the farm. Defiling her bottom, corrupting the naïve and inexperienced nerd was a vicarious thrill to them, even now – five months on and despite how she looked today. That was how Kara saw it, anyway.

Maybe they were right! She did find it humiliating. Kara had a love-hate relationship with anal sex. No doubt it was uncomfortable, often downright painful, yet some part of her found it psychologically satisfying and she found her sphincter to be highly erogenous. The friction of a penis - preferably real, but fake would do – sliding back and forth through it as she was fucked was exquisitely pleasurable. She had been able to climax from being sodomized without any additional stimuli, but only infrequently. She normally needed stimulation to her pussy at the same time.

Toby held up a rubbery implement in front of Kara’s face. It looked like the insole for a shoe, only it was twice the size. Curvy and bendy, it looked like a thick lump of latex.

“Do you know what this is?”

“No, sir.”

“It’s a gutta-percha. It was used to chastise naughty schoolchildren in the nineteenth and early twentieth centuries. They don’t make them anymore. This one is more than a hundred years old. Cost me a fortune! I’m told it stings like the blazes.”

Toby slammed the implement down onto his desk, causing Kara to jump. He grinned at her, the kind of grin that made her shudder. He was a good-looking man but there was a cold, cruel aspect to his features that Kara found unattractive. Tall and lean, he was in good shape, his dark hair swept back from his forehead and wearing an expensive black suit with a black shirt and a white tie.

“Made with a whalebone spine! You wouldn’t get away with it today, very politically incorrect!”

He stroked the gutta-percha lovingly.

“It’s one of my most prized possessions. Brought many a tear to a girl’s eye has this, and you’re next, Kara!”

The man moved out of Kara’s eyeline. A few seconds later she felt the gutta-percha pressed against a buttock.

“Why do you need a dose of this, Kara?”

“Because every slut should have a burning backside when she’s fucked up the arse, sir.”

“And why would that be?”

“It heightens all the sensations, sir, to make sure I really feel it!”

“So I’m told! So, is there something you would like to ask me?”

“I would be most grateful, sir, if you could warm me up with the gutta-percha before fucking my arse hard?”

“Splendid!”

Two seconds later, the gutta-percha slammed into Kara’s right buttock. Kara gasped and twitched. The initial strike hurt, but instead of falling away the pain slowly got worse. She gasped again, moving her hips in a vain attempt to alleviate the sting.

“How was that?”

“Very instructive, sir.”

“Excellent! So you wish me to continue?”

“I would be most grateful, sir.”

Three more hits to her right buttock followed in quick succession, spaced apart to cover as much of the cheek as possible. Kara squeaked, tears formed in her eyes as the pain escalated, she couldn’t prevent her hips from swivelling.

She was getting better at accepting corporal punishment, but she had a long way to go before she would be able to match the stoicism that Lily could display, or even Polly for that matter. She found it so hard handling the pain.

One, two, three, four.

Her left buttock this time. The tears spilled onto her cheeks and she squirmed. Toby pushed his hand down in the small of her back to hold her in place.

“Be still! We’ve only just started!”

“Yes sir. Sorry, sir.”

The blows rained down, a couple on one cheek, a couple on the other. Toby had to press down harder to hold Kara in place. She squealed and sobbed as the pain grew. Her fingers grabbed onto the end of the desk, holding on desperately to stop herself from rising up – an instinctive reaction she tried to curb.

Toby continued unabated, the smack of the gutta-percha on her flesh was like the tick of a metronome, rhythmic and relentless. Kara thought it was never going to end. When it did, Toby was panting just as hard as she was.

Kara’s nose was running. She wiped it with her latex gloved hand, continuing to sob. Toby’s fingers and palm stroked her throbbing bottom. His touch felt like salt into a wound. She moaned and writhed as her flesh was pushed and squeezed.

“Be still! I shan’t warn you again!”

Kara was already aware that Toby had a short temper.

“I’m sorry, sir. I’m trying my best.”

“Well, it’s not good enough! Anyone would think I’d really hurt you the way you are carrying on! Do you need some more?”

“I don’t think so, sir.” Kara knew she was taking a chance with that answer – she had trouble following the mind games sometimes.

“I believe your thighs could do with a bit of colour too, actually. What do you think?”

“I would be very grateful, sir. Thank you, sir.”

Toby attacked Kara’s legs above her stocking tops, one thigh, then the other, alternating between the two. She had to fight hard to keep her feet in place, the urge to move her leg away almost overwhelmed her. He worked from the outside inward until he was swinging the gutta-percha back and forth between her thighs, striking each leg fast and hard, moving up and down and right into her groin until he was catching the bottom of her mound.

Kara shrieked, both feet momentarily leaving the floor. In response, Toby smacked the implement fully on her labia. Kara choked, left momentarily breathless. Then she snorted, shooting a large lump of snot out of her nose and onto the desk in front of her.

The implement stung so much from relatively little force, it felt like her pussy had been set on fire.

“Felt that one alright, didn’t you!”

Toby struck her pussy again, harder this time. He was leaning right over Kara, using his full body weight to hold her in position. Kara screamed. Again he smacked the gutta-percha onto her labia, but then needed both his hands to keep her down. He didn’t yield at all, keeping Kara’s hips pressed to the desktop until she stilled.

A hand rubbed gently over her sex lips, pain and pleasure battling for supremacy as she squirmed, confounded by her physical feelings.

“Good girl! Now, let’s screw this arsehole!”

Four more times the gutta-percha slapped down, twice on each buttock. Kara continued to weep and wriggle. She heard Toby’s fly open. Heard the wrapper of a condom peeling open.

Once more Toby’s hands cupped her buttocks, squeezing them.

“Not sure I’ve seen a nicer arse than yours, Kara, now that you’ve got some tone in the muscles!”

“Thank you, sir.” Kara sniffed.

“Do you have something you want to say to me?”

“Thank you, sir, for introducing me to your gutta-percha. I’m grateful for the experience, sir.”

“You’re most welcome, Kara. Perhaps you would like to renew your relationship with it at a future date?”

“I would be grateful for the opportunity, Mr Jordan, sir.”

Excellent! Good girl!”

Toby spread her labia apart and thrust his cock into her pussy. He was never one for subtlety and preamble. He just pushed straight in and started to fuck her vigorously. Kara groaned as her sore, still stinging labia were stretched wide open. There it was again, the infernal pain at the same time as euphoric pleasure gripping her, his penis stretched her open and sank into the hilt. He was so well-endowed and after so many days without a climax she was especially sensitive. It was ecstasy as he pushed in and out of her hard.

She pushed back to increase the sensations, but she knew it wouldn’t last, he was only using her pussy to lubricate his prick. After five strokes he pulled out. His fingers pushed inside her labia and scooped out some of her vaginal fluid, which he rubbed into her bumhole, pushing through to lube her sphincter fully.

“As you responded so poorly to the gutta-percha, I shan’t allow you to cum. You have to learn to accept punishment with dignity and self-control. I can’t reward you for such a poor show.”

Kara’s heart sank.

I’m so horny I could explode!

“I understand, Mr Jordan, sir.”

Kara’s burning buttocks were spread wide and she felt the tip of Toby’s cock press against her rosebud. He pushed through it slowly but firmly. It was a repeat of a minute ago, hurt and gratification at the same time – only this time the pain was worse and the pleasure less – as her sphincter stretched to accommodate his wide girth, and then as his penis pushed further in, her bowels expanded to fit tightly around him.

Would she ever get used to having her arsehole plundered? There was something about it that felt like she was being penetrated to the core of her being, an ultimate act of submission, that there was nothing private left for her to give. Every part of her could be objectified.

Toby’s hips pressed against her backside as he became fully embedded in her. It was uncomfortable. He felt so deep everything inside her seemed to be shifting about. Part of this was caused by her corset, which forced her innards downwards and greatly magnified the sensations. She had noticed the difference when she was buggered as a pony without the restriction of the corset.

“Man, you’re tight! There’s nothing like fresh meat!”

Slowly he drew back until only his glans was still inside her. He grabbed her hips and thrust in once more, harder and faster this time. It was disconcerting as her bowels flexed and expanded again. It tickled and hurt at the same time. He quickly got into a rhythm, very hard and urgent, giving Kara painful cramps, but the friction on her rosebud felt wonderful and his domination of her fuelled her lust.

She began to push back against each stab, her body rocking from the strength he was using. That movement stimulated her nipples as they rubbed against the desktop and at that moment she loved the weight of her new breasts underneath her.

Toby always lasted a long time before he climaxed. When he fucked her arse she would be sore for days afterwards. He had never fucked her gently in either hole. She was rocking quite violently now as his thrusts became increasingly intense and forceful. As his excitement built up, his restraint receded. Kara gripped the edge of the desk once more. Everything below her waist and above her knees felt swollen, her bottom felt like it was half her body mass and the rest of her was just peripheral.

Eventually, Toby cried out, roaring with pleasure as he orgasmed. But he continued to pound into her until his climax had completely passed, then he collapsed onto her back still buried deep inside her. He was gasping for breath and she could feel his pants blowing on the back of her neck.

Desperate for an orgasm of her own, Kara wanted to slide her hand underneath her hips and finish herself off, but she would never dare.

As Toby finally vacated her bowels, she felt the eery sensation as her bumhole remained open and fresh air seeped inside her. Toby went to clean himself up, leaving her laying bent over the desk. It was a few minutes before he acknowledged her presence again, smacking her tender backside.

“Up you get, there is work to be done!”


4: Geeks and Reboots

Or shooting fish in a barrel

“Billy’s in the server room, you can finish the online branding with him. Be nice to him, like you were before. He’s very conscientious and deserves to be rewarded. You understand me, Kara?”

Toby’s face had a cold smile of satisfaction. The cat that got the cream.

“Yes, sir. I do.”

What Toby meant was she should instigate sex with him again, like she was told to do the last time she was here.

“Make sure you clean yourself up first, your face is a mess!”

“Of course, sir.”

“And Kara, you are still not allowed to cum yourself. Fake it if you have to!”

Kara was always being pushed further. It was one challenge after another. Furthering her development, Angelina called it. But being told to effectively seduce a shy young nerd was so difficult for her. Until a few months ago she was the shy young nerd! It required all the skills she had never had and the projection of a personality that was against her nature. It was one thing to passively obey, initiating sex required her to take charge of the situation and control it.

Billy hadn’t been a virgin last time, Kara was sure. But he was at least as inexperienced as she had been the day she had found herself on Cacklebrook Farm. She had taken it very slowly the first time she had sucked him off, but still he had shot his load in a couple of minutes.

She couldn’t blame him. It was one thing fumbling around in the back of a car with an equally inexperienced and geeky girl, being presented with this image of sexual voraciousness, a fantasy dream-come-true who was throwing herself at him. He probably pinched himself to make sure he was still awake.

She had blown him again an hour later and that had been more successful, at least she had been able to take him down her throat.

But Angelina hadn’t been pleased. She had expected Kara to fuck him. She had worked over Kara’s breasts with a strap before leaving her in suspension, fully encased in heavy rubber, for the entire night. Beyond the physical punishment, it hurt that Kara had disappointed Angelina. Kara’s life was centred on earning her approval.

So Kara was under no illusion as to what was expected of her this time.

“Hello sir, great to see you again!”

Kara bent over and kissed Billy on the cheek as she entered the server room. She didn’t think it was actually a room at all, more like a closet. There was barely space for the two of them to fit inside.

“I wish you would call me Billy!”

“Unfortunately, it’s not allowed, sir. The bosses are very strict about things like that here.”

“Yeah, this is one of the strangest places I have to visit… but it does have its benefits!”

He immediately flushed with embarrassment as he realized the implication of what he’d said.

The IT was outsourced. Billy didn’t actually work for either Angelina or Toby, but some consultancy. He only visited the office occasionally and for emergencies, but she knew he was the only one authorized to work on their system. She didn’t know any specifics, but Billy was being groomed by Angelina and Toby for something, there seemed to be an understanding between him and them extra to the consultancy that employed him. It was all above her pay grade.

Sat close together – there really wasn’t enough space for them not to be – they discussed the project for a few minutes. Billy was nervous, clearly disconcerted with her presence and appearance but unsure how to handle it, but he was super bright and really knew his stuff.

About her own age, Billy was skinny and lanky with long dark hair down to his shoulders. She didn’t find him attractive but he wasn’t ugly, just unremarkable. His best features were his green eyes that were quite pretty and betrayed hidden depths. Kara suspected he was a closet submissive, possibly not aware of it himself yet.

He was the kind of person who was uncomfortable being the centre of attention and had developed multiple strategies to avoid it – something Kara could identify with. Angelina was currently in the process of unravelling the same personality traits in her.

The poor kid was trying to keep his eyes on her face, but not succeeding. Her huge cleavage, nearly spilling out of her dress, ringed nipples tenting the latex, sat right under his nose.

“You like my tits, sir?” She teased, making him blush furiously. “You can feel them if you want?”

His eyes were like a deer’s caught in the headlights of an oncoming car. He smiled nervously and shook his head.

“This is a workplace. We can’t do things like that here!”

You were quite happy to let me blow you twice last time!

“Like you said, this is a strange place to work, sir. The bosses really don’t mind. Having some fun boosts moral and increases productivity.” Kara hoped she wasn’t blushing herself from the stupidity of that line. “You won’t get into trouble, sir, I promise!”

She reached over and grabbed his hands, then placed them cupping her breasts, her own hands over the top of his holding them in place. She leaned forward and kissed him. He was a terrible kisser. She tightened her grip on his fingers, compelling him to squeeze her tits. She groaned.

“Oh that feels good, sir!”

She pressed his palms against her nipples and moved them up and down, enjoying the stimulation. Finally he started to grope her of his own volition, pressing harder, squeezing firmly.

“Ooh, yes, sir!”

He glanced nervously about them, as if looking for the camera that Kara knew was there – did he know too?

“It’s OK, sir, we won’t be disturbed.”

She gently pushed his hands down and then lowered her dress, revealing her nipples thrust up by the half-cups of the corset.

“Would you suck my nipples, sir?”

Her latex gloved hands locked behind his head and pulled him down until his mouth sucked in her left nub.

“Ahh!”

His tongue attacking her nipple was really quite pleasant.

“You’re part of the family now, sir! These are the fringe benefits.”

His mouth moved across to her other nipple. His hands were back on her breasts, caressing and squeezing. She pressed a hand to his crotch. He was rock hard already. She knew she needed to get him to cum before she fucked him, otherwise he wouldn’t last ten seconds.

“I really enjoyed sucking you off last time, sir. Would you like me to do it again?”

A barely perceptible nod.

Kara pushed back the wheeled office chair she was sitting on. The space was so small it banged against the wall. She dropped to her knees and Billy reluctantly let go of her breasts. Her gleaming rubberized hands undid his fly and reached inside. She had some difficulty getting his cock out, it was so stiff. She giggled to break the tension.

“You’re so big! I can’t get it out!” She giggled again.

His penis was like his physique, tall and thin. It had no bend to it at all and it wasn’t circumcised. She gently caressed the shaft with one hand while her other ferreted around in her bag for a condom.

They were regularly tested at the farm for STDs, but Kara doubted that Billy was part of that programme. Toby and Billy were the only two men Kara had sexual contact with since finding the farm. It seemed completely random as to whether Toby bothered with a condom (except when he fucked her arse, he always did for that) but in Billy’s case she would have to, even though blowing a condom covered dick was particularly revolting.

Like she was some kind of expert at fellatio! Toby had fucked her mouth a couple of times, she had blown Billy twice the last time she was here (plus an aborted attempt with an old boyfriend that had finished in an argument.) That was the extent of her experience with real cocks. All her training had been with dildos and strap-ons.

She rolled the condom down Billy’s rock hard erection, thinking she would rather have him ejaculate in her mouth than suck a lubricated rubber again. Toby had ejaculated straight down her throat the first time, but the second he had filled her mouth with his spunk. None of the options were pleasant for Kara.

Kara pumped Billy’s cock with one hand while meeting his excited wide eyes with her sultriest smouldering look and pout, then dropped her mouth over his glans and caressed it with her tongue. He gasped. She could feel how twitchy his cock was and knew he wouldn’t last long again. She took him deeper into her mouth, closing her lips tightly around his shaft and sucking hard. Billy made a wordless noise and his hands spread around the back of her head, fingers rubbing her bald scalp either side of her mane.

Kara didn’t like being in control, she wanted him to take command of the situation, but he was too timid to do that. She took a deep breath and pushed her lips right down to the bottom of his shaft so her mouth was buried in his pubic hair and he was deep in her throat. She held there for a few seconds, then pulled back up.

Having practiced for hours on oversized dildos and taken Toby’s big tool into her throat, Billy’s slimline dick was a piece of cake and a much more comfortable experience. The computer geek was panting already. She swallowed him down once more, holding there longer this time. When she pulled his head back into her mouth she sucked hard again, her tongue pressing into the groove underneath his glans. That was enough. He cried out gently and she felt the penis pulsing as he ejaculated violently.

There was nowhere to put the used condom. She knotted it and dropped it on the floor, tucked him back inside his jeans and zipped him up.

She giggled again to try to break the embarrassing silence.

“That was cool, sir! Did you enjoy it?”

He made an exclamation.

“You’re amazing!” His voice sounded hoarse.

She cupped his cheek with a gloved hand and caressed it.

“We better get back to work!”

She put her breasts back inside her dress and got back onto her chair. Her backside was so sore! There was a bottle of mineral water in her bag and she took several long swigs to try to wash the taste of the lube from her mouth, with only partial success. Then, as Billy checked over her plans, asking the occasional question, she took out her vanity mirror and repaired her lipstick and lip gloss. She felt every bit the superficial, vain, nympho whore she was portraying.

The atmosphere was sexually charged after that. Every tiny movement Kara made was accompanied by the crackle and squelch of her rubber dress. Billy continued to glance into her cleavage. At one point, she took his hand and pressed it against her thigh, passing his palm across the shiny smooth latex of her skirt.

“I love wearing rubber, it feels so great. Do you like it, sir?”

“It looks amazing. Very sexy.” His voice was thick. He cleared his throat.

“Would you mind if I squeezed your cock, sir?”

He glanced at her wide-eyed once more, still disbelieving this was actually happening.

“Sure… I mean… Of course you can!”

She pressed the heel of her hand into the crotch of his jeans, grinding it against his penis. He was already semi-erect again despite climaxing only a quarter of an hour ago. She felt him growing bigger under her touch.

“Looks like you’ll be ready to go again in a little while, sir! Shall we finish the upload first?”

“Yeah.” He swallowed hard.

She kept gently manipulating his cock through his jeans for a couple of minutes, then slid her hand down to rub his thigh. As they finished the work she kept touching him, an arm, a leg, several times she put her latex clad hand on top of his, but always returning to his groin.

“We’re about ready to go. I just need to tell the others that we are rebooting the system.”

“Great work, sir! Thanks so much for your help!”

Kara leaned across and kissed his cheek once more.

While he was gone, Kara hiked her skirt up and removed her thong. Everything was still hurting from her earlier encounter with Toby’s gutta-percha. The rubber dress was so tight fitting it gripped her backside, applying constant pressure to her tender skin. Her thighs were still red and blotchy and her insides felt like they had been shafted with a red hot poker – Toby had been particularly forceful this morning.

When Billy returned, she dropped to her knees in front of him and unzipped his fly.

“I thought you might like a quick fuck while the system updates and reboots, sir?”

She flashed her eyes and teeth at him, her best attempt at being seductive.

“Are you sure?” He was nervous again.

“I’m very sure, sir. I’d love to feel you inside me!”

She extracted his cock, which had deflated somewhat while he was away from her. She shuffled forward slightly so her breasts were pressed against his crotch and then pushed his cock into her cleavage. She grabbed her breasts and smothered them around his rapidly enlarging member.

Billy gasped and his hips thrust forward. She massaged his penis with her breasts until it was bolt upright again and bouncing on her chest. She looked up at him, simpering and giggling.

“I know I’m very forward, sir.” She said quietly. “Sex is important to me. I like to have a lot of it!”

He looked at her in amazement, but didn’t say anything.

“Set the reboot off while I get a condom on, sir!”

That sparked him back to life. She rolled the condom on and got back to her feet. Once he finished clicking the mouse and turned back to her she acted fast – she wanted to avoid explaining why her thighs were so marked-up and hoped not to give him the chance to notice. She hiked her skirt up again, falling back against the wall, pulling him against her and kissing him while she lined up his cockhead against her pussy.

He just wouldn’t take the initiative. Kara found it so frustrating. She had spent so much time being subordinate to people who knew how to take charge and she loved it; this was like the bad old days with hapless men who didn’t have a clue.

“I want you inside me, sir!” She gasped.

Finally, he pushed his cock into her. This time he was the one gasping. She squeezed him as hard as she could, gyrating her hips.

“Oh, that feels so good, sir!” She lied, looking him in the eye as intently as she could, her lips parted, pouting.

Putting her arms around his neck, she lifted herself off the floor and wrapped her legs around his waist. She sunk right down on his cock until she could feel his pubic hair tickling her labia. For a moment she thought Billy was going to topple over. He staggered back two steps, bashing into one of the chairs, then he staggered forward again, slamming her back hard against the wall.

At last he came alive, his hand grabbing her corseted waist, pinning her to the wall as he thrust into her. Arms tight around his neck, she assisted, lifting herself up on his cock and then letting herself drop again in synchronization with his humps.

They coupled frenetically, and both of them were soon panting from the exertion. The friction of their rutting was moving her clit hood piercing, rubbing her exquisitely. She loved its effects sometimes, other times it could be a torment, teasing her mercilessly without granting her the final satisfaction.

“Oh, yes! Oh, yes!” She whispered into his ear.

She continued to play the role prescribed for her, even as she felt a certain guilt for her duplicity. The thrill came from knowing she was obeying Angelina, performing for her mistress, trying to gain her approval. But she had been spoilt. She was used to feeling stuffed and Billy just wasn’t big enough for her anymore. She was also used to being fucked skilfully and the IT guy was too inexperienced. It felt good, just not good enough.

Having cum less than an hour ago, Billy had staying power this time, but this was also an energy sapping way of fucking. Kara’s level of fitness was so high now she could cope, but Billy began to flag, starting to gasp for air. She tried to help him more, wriggling her hips, manipulating the cock inside her, thrusting down on to him harder and harder.

“Don’t stop… Please don’t stop, sir!” She encouraged him.

He responded, picking up the pace again and Kara really started to bounce up and down on the prick inside her. Their movements became frenzied. Billy was really pressing her hard against the wall, hips pistoning. At last she felt him freeze, crying out as he ejaculated inside her. She timed her faux orgasm to match his, writhing and squealing.

They became still except for the heavy breathing. She pulled his head down so his face was buried in her cleavage. He was sighing and humming with pleasure.

“Thank you, sir! That was wonderful!” Kara gasped.


5: Cats and Twirls

Or everyone has to work late

It was the evening and Kara was hanging above the king sized bed in Toby’s bedroom. Missy the maid had suspended her there at least an hour before the others had arrived and in some discomfort. The fact that the maid was now tied spreadeagled across the bed underneath her was of no consolation at all.

Kara was still wearing her corset and full-length opera gloves, but the rest of her clothes had been removed and replaced with matching latex stockings and a helmet encasing her head. There were holes for her mouth and her nostrils and a tube on the top of her head through which her braided mane had been pulled. Over her eyes the latex was perforated, dozens of tiny pinholes giving her notably restricted vision. It was a hazy, strange world she was looking at, designed to disconcert and unsettle her. It had succeeded in its function.

Her legs were bent fully at the knee and bound in place, her arms had then been fixed to her ankles – it was a sort of bastardized hog-tie. She was strapped into a harness that she had been told was designed for filming stunts on a movie set. The network of cords holding her to the ceiling were slightly elastic and flexible and allowed her to be pulled around the bed as required. It was also designed to allow the occupant to spin and twirl – or if you were bound tightly, to be spun and twirled.

Toby had added some extra features to meet his needs. Straps from her doubled-over legs were fixed to two of the cords, keeping her thighs spread uncomfortably wide apart and curled behind her, curving her form into a bow shape. To exacerbate this, the end of her braided mane was tied to the back of a belt around her waist, pulling her head painfully up and back. The end result of this – other than being extremely unpleasant for Kara – was her crotch and breasts were prominently accessible. She was helplessly exposed.

The harness enabled her body to be spun a full 360o or to any point in the revolution that was wanted. Currently she was hanging upside down, her legs and pussy her highest point, her breasts her lowest point.

Missy’s bound form underneath her was also corseted and helmeted. She was still wearing her stockings and stilettos as well. Currently, she was being queened by Tori, the PA’s thighs wrapped close around her head. Tori was just wearing a corset, but in her hand she held a little leather strap, slightly bigger than a bookmark. It was stiff, with no bend when held horizontally, and stung abominably when it contacted Kara’s skin.

Tori was slightly out-of-breath. She had spent the last couple of minutes raining blows onto Kara’s perfectly presented breasts and her hips were squirming as Missy’s tongue delved expertly into her pussy.

“Remind me again why you’re punishing her baps?” Toby’s voice came from behind Kara, out of her very restricted vision.

“Because she’s been strutting around my office showing them off like she’s something special when in reality she’s just a cheap, fake-titted tramp, sir!”

“Can’t argue with that!”

Tori’s breasts weren’t quite as big as Kara’s, but they also looked too good to be real.

“Plus they mark-up beautifully with this. Her nipples look like they’re about to explode!”

The strap landed hard twice more, one on each of Kara’s nipples. Kara squealed and writhed, her tears inside the helmet had nowhere to run and were causing her to blink repeatedly.

Tori’s palm stroked Kara’s rubberized face.

“Anyway, she knows she deserves it, don’t you, Kara?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“You wouldn’t possibly object, would you?”

“No, ma’am.”

“And you’re happy for me to continue, aren’t you?”

“If it pleases you, ma’am.”

“Isn’t she just adorable, sir!”

Tori grabbed Kara’s shoulders and pulled her in close for a kiss. The PA tasted of whisky (they had brought drinks with them when they entered the bedroom.) Tori was a great kisser, she really dominated Kara’s mouth and the suspended woman’s arousal surged at the intimate contact, it was so different from kissing Billy earlier.

At the same moment, Kara felt fingers on her spread-open labia. They were big fingers and the touch was crude. Toby was behind her at the foot of the bed. One hand grasped her waist to hold her steady, while the fingers of the other slipped inside her pussy, twisting and pulling on her clit hood piercing. Kara’s high pitched cry was lost in Tori’s mouth. Her hips twitched uncontrollably and euphoria radiated out from her crotch, her helplessness turning Kara on even more. She was so, so desperate for a climax.

“She’s so hot and bothered she must be enjoying it!” Toby said.

Tori finally ended the kiss. She pressed a finger against the tip of Kara’s rubber covered nose.

“Ask me for more!”

“I would be grateful…ma’am…” Kara struggled to speak as Toby’s fingers continued to play inside her pussy. “If you would tan my tits some more, ma’am.”

“With pleasure, Kara!”

The strap recommenced its attack on Kara’s mammaries, Kara immediately gasping and yelping as each was smacked alternately.

“Don’t be too hard on the slut.” Toby piped up. “It was a very successful boob-job, she really does look fantastic. One can’t blame her for being proud of them. Turned her into a really hot piece of skirt!”

“She’ll need to be more circumspect the next time she steps in my office, sir, or she’ll get the same treatment again!”

“You girls are so catty!”

Far from heeding Toby’s words, Tori appeared irritated and the strength of her hits on Kara’s breasts increased, not decreased, smacking into the sides of the plump flesh, the pain quickly becoming unbearable. They had already slipped out of the half-cups of the corset and were starting to swing, knocking into each other. Kara pulled at her cuffed wrists instinctively, struggling to break free, her head trying to drop forward but held in place by her tethered mane.

Then Tori returned her attention to Kara’s nipples, swinging up from underneath the suspended woman, landing the strap flat onto the tips of Kara’s breasts, flattening each nipple with each slap. Kara writhed in her bonds and howled.

Eventually, Tori run out of steam and dropped the strap, turning her attention back to Missy lying underneath her. She was panting and flushed.

“Finish me now, Missy! Now!”

All the while, Toby’s fingers had been working inside Kara’s labia, giving her heavenly pleasure. The only reason she wasn’t fighting off an impending climax was the atrocious pain being inflicted on her breasts. But as soon as Tori was finished, the fingers pulled out and Kara found herself being spun around in the harness until her head and breasts were facing upwards.

The heat inside the helmet was stifling, the sudden movement leaving Kara disoriented. She felt Toby grab her cheeks either side of her mouth, forcing it open.

“Clean your muck off my fingers!”

She felt the sticky fingers on her tongue and closed her lips around them, tasting her own excitement.

Meanwhile, Kara could hear Tori cumming on Missy’s face, squeaking and gasping.

Toby removed his fingers from Kara’s mouth. His hands grabbed her scalded breasts, lifting their weight in his palms. He squeezed them, rubbed his thumbs across her ultra-tender nipples. She whimpered, 40% in pleasure, 60% in pain.

“You’re a real woman now, Kara, with these tits. A real hottie! Man bait!”

Kara barely had time to decide she didn’t want to be man bait before she was twirling around once more, finishing up horizontal, breasts and mound facing downwards. Through her hazy vision she could see Tori climbing off the bed. The splayed figure of Missy was directly under her about eighteen inches below. Then she was pulled backwards, the cords from which she was suspended stretching, Toby’s hands using her doubled-over legs as handles.

She felt the head of his penis rub against her labia, then he pushed into her and immediately started fucking her hard – he only ever seemed to have one mode: full on. His wide girth stretched her vaginal walls, the friction against them was divine, she moaned with pleasure, squirming in her bonds to increase the sensations even more.

He moved his hands to wrap around her narrow, corseted waist, using it to pull her onto his cock with each of his thrusts. Despite the stinging of her breasts, the discomfort of the way she was bound, the claustrophobia and heat of the helmet, she was in heaven. She had been waiting days for this.

Toby was never quick, he fucked like a machine. As the copulation went on Kara was getting more excited, she had been madly aroused before he had even entered her. Soon she was approaching an unstoppable climax, she held on for as long as she could.

“Please, Mr Jordan, sir! I beg to be allowed to cum!”

There was a long pause as he teased her.

“This time, you may, you ravenous, wanton slut!”

“Thank you, sir! Thank you, sir”!

Kara screamed as the orgasm burst through her, writhing like a crazed person, tugging on all her restraints, unintentionally hurting herself more. Ecstasy enveloped her. For a few moments she became apoplectic, frozen in time and space, then she was squirming again, savouring every second of the climax, aware of nothing else.

As the euphoria slowly dissipated, she was still being pounded hard by Toby’s cock but she was on cloud nine, relaxed now in her bondage, feeling complete, fulfilled and at peace with herself and the world. It was a couple more minutes before Toby bellowed, holding her fully embedded on his cock as he climaxed himself. This time he hadn’t worn a condom and she could feel the pulsing of his penis as he fired into her.

He collapsed on top of her, pushing her backside down and raising her head and breasts. He ruffled her latex clad head like she was his pet dog.

“Good girl! You’re a great fuck!”

“Thank you, sir.”

As he got his breath back, he stood back up and let her go. The cords that had been pulled tight instantly contracted, centring Kara over the bed once more and sending her spinning helplessly around. It was an awful sensation as Missy’s body flashed by twice before Toby caught her and held her still. She was upside down again. Kara felt a sharp, painful tug on her mane and then her hair was free and she was able to bring her head forwards for the first time in an age. Her neck was stiff and achy, she moved it from side to side, groaning.

She heard the motor of the winch that was holding her suspended a split second before she started to descend. It stopped with a jerk. Her head was pressed against Missy’s belly. Holding her thighs, Toby adjusted Kara’s position, tilting her slightly, until her mouth was over Missy’s mouth. Missy’s full, pouty lips were thrust forward because of the tightness of the latex helmet squeezing around them – the same as Kara herself. They were coated in Tori’s vaginal juice, which was smeared across the rubber in all directions.

“Lick up Ms Mardini’s pleasure juice, Kara. Make sure you swallow it down. A little treat for you!” Toby ordered.

Kara instantly obeyed, even though it didn’t taste good. It had cooled in the minutes since Tori had vacated Missy’s face and it was starting to dry out. Her tongue swept across Missy’s latex cheeks, pulling the congealing mess into her mouth. Kara had to fight not to shudder as she swallowed it down. She worked from outwards in, until she was licking Missy’s lips. Missy responded and they began to kiss each other energetically.

Toby laughed and spanked Kara’s backside, pulling them apart.

“You absolute insatiable sluts!”

Kara found herself tipped fully upside down again, her head now between Missy’s thighs, her mouth touching the maid’s labia.

“Missy deserves her reward now, Kara. Make sure you do a good job for her!”

Toby walked away, leaving Kara hanging, the blood rushing to her already burning hot head. She thought she heard the door to the en-suite close. She ran her tongue along the length of Missy’s slit, Missy lifted her hips to push back and increase the weight of the drag.

Missy had multiple genital piercings, Kara couldn’t imagine what it was like to live with them. The barbell through her own clit hood increased her arousal dramatically, but Missy had the same piercing, plus another horseshoe shaped bar that seemed to go under her clit. In addition, her outer labia had three large studs embedded equidistantly down each lip mirroring each other. There was a further, smaller stud in each of her inner labia. It must have kept her in permanent raging need!

The inner labia studs pushed the outer lips a little wider, allowing the gleam of the inner metal to be visible and giving Missy an unusually open vulva. Kara had eaten her before, on her first visit to London, and she knew the maid was very sensitive and excitable. Just dragging her tongue over the inner piercings sent Missy wild.

The maid began to squeal and squirm as soon as Kara’s tongue delved inside. Kara could hear the rattle of her ankle and wrist chains as she pulled repeatedly at the cuffs holding her spread open on the bed. Kara tried not to bring Missy off too quickly, even though she desperately wanted to get the job finished in the hope that she would no longer have to hang upside down. She curled her tongue as close into a tube as she could manage and thrust it up Missy’s tunnel, caressing the maid’s vaginal walls. Missy was moving so much it was hard for Kara to direct her tongue with any accuracy.

Missy was panting already, whining in a plaintive plea to be finished. Kara teased her for a bit longer, avoiding the top part of her pussy completely until Missy’s whimpering could no longer be resisted, then Kara moved on to the maid’s clit and the piercings around it, tickling them lightly with her tongue, locking her lips on them and sucking. Finally, she started pummelling the area with her tongue tip as Missy thrashed about increasingly violently.

The maid screamed as she climaxed, the frenetic reaction of her hips causing her vulva to bruise Kara’s lips, Kara being unable to move her mouth away from the pussy. Eventually, Missy lay still, gasping for breath.

“Hot little thing, isn’t she!” Tori spoke.

Kara hadn’t been aware that the PA was still in the room. She felt Tori’s hand stroking her head affectionately, then a tighter grip was used to return Kara to a horizontal position, breasts facing down. Tori’s hands cupped those breasts, her fingers pinched Kara’s nipples causing the bound woman to instinctively flinch.

Tori chuckled.

“Still sore, eh? Something to remember me by for the next few days! Don’t dress so trashy the next time you visit, understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Kara’s lips were thick with Missy’s juices, she ran her tongue around them, pulling as much of the fluid into her mouth as she could.

“Ms Aella wants you back at the farm ASAP.”

“Damn! I was going to keep her for the night!” Toby was evidently back in the room, too. “Turn her upright over Missy’s mouth and let my seed drain out of her cunt before you let her go!”

“Yes, sir.” Tori immediately obeyed.

Kara found herself twirling around once more.

“Waste not, want not! Keep your mouth open wide, Missy!” Toby declared.


6: Spurs and Cold Porridge

Or leaving Las Vegas

Kara had lost count of the number of days in a row she had been ponygirl Ruby this time. Two weekends had come and gone and she was still resident in the stable. Tosh was relentless in her training, having Ruby spend hours on the various fitness machines in the training room. All the devices – treadmills, multi-gyms, rowing frames and other things she didn’t even know the name of – all of them had electrodes that shocked the pony if they didn’t (or couldn’t) keep to the schedule that was programmed. Tosh never made it easy, always pushing the ponies to their limits.

Ruby particularly hated the electrical punishments. The whip and the crop at least had some erotic frisson about them, while the immediate pain and nagging ache left from an electrical punishment held no eroticism for Ruby.

But she couldn’t deny it worked. She was in amazing shape after nearly six months under the regimen. Plus she received a vigorous massage from the groom every day and was much more limber. Tosh would push Ruby’s leg up vertically so it touched her breast with her foot ending up above her head.

Her arms and shoulders were worked similarly. This was the part of her training designed to enable her to accept prolonged periods with her arms in the reverse prayer position behind her back. For the last few days, Tosh had been pulling Ruby’s elbows together in the small of her back, achieving the straight forearms down the spine position that was considered the aesthetic ideal for a pony.

It was agonizing. Initially, Tosh only did it for short periods a couple of times a day. But yesterday Ruby had spent several hours strapped that tight. Today, her arms had been fixed like that from the moment she was tacked up.

Tosh had given Ruby a massage before she was tacked up – which had never happened before – and then instead of being taken into the training room with Sapphire and Diamond, Ruby had found herself tied close to the wall in the tack room and left there for a long time.

Her reins were tied to a head high ring on the wall, pulled so close to her bit that the shanks that protruded several inches below her chin scraped the bricks occasionally and her nipples were pressed firmly against the rough brickwork. The hateful pony collar held her head rigid and with the blinkers as well, Ruby could see nothing but the white painted wall.

For many months now Ruby had been wearing the full pony boots – the front of the hooves were spring-loaded to point downwards whenever she lifted a foot clear of the ground, forcing her to take an exaggerated pony step to ensure each hoof landed flat every time. This bestowed a perfect pony gait on Ruby for every step.

Hours on the treadmill had taught her to walk and run in them as second nature. It had a profound effect on Ruby’s pony conversion. Moving in this way, fully tacked up, was powerfully dehumanizing. She really felt she was a pony, and when she became Kara again and walked normally once more, the difference was stark. She had no trouble switching her persona physically, but mentally was slightly more complicated.

Ruby didn’t think she was going to be taken out – she wasn’t wearing her bodystocking – but she wasn’t told what was going on (she never was as Ruby.) So she stood and waited (there was an awful lot of waiting around when you were a pony.)

Occasionally she shifted her feet slightly to get more comfortable. She regularly moved her hips to make the dildo and butt-plug buried inside her flex and stir, sending gentle ripples of sexual pleasure out from her groin. She had to be careful, though. If it was too blatant and she was seen, she would be on the receiving end of the crop.

Her breasts were coated in her dribble and she could feel the drool hanging off her chin. She chewed on the rubber covered bit lodged between her teeth, her tongue constantly fighting uselessly to free itself. Her tongue piercing was fixed to the bit rendering the muscle immovable.

The pounding on the stable door came out-of-the-blue to Ruby and she jumped out of her skin. She hadn’t heard any other noise outside, but the building was well insulated. She felt her heart racing. Who knocked on the stable door? It hadn’t happened before. She was pretty sure Tosh was in the training room with the other ponies.

Again the thumping, harder and louder.

“Mozzy! Good to see yer again!” Tosh was at the door now.

“Hey Tosh!” A female voice.

Very few strangers had seen ponygirl Ruby and she had to admit she still felt a trace of embarrassment to be seen as a pony by someone she didn’t know.

“Is this the filly?”

“Yep. Ready and waiting.”

Ruby heard footsteps behind her.

“She’s a handsome beast! Can she be trouble?”

“Na, placid as they come.”

A gloved hand grabbed one of Ruby’s buttocks – they were always tender from the whip.

“What a great arse!”

“Wait till yer fuck it! Tight as a glove!”

“I look forward to the pleasure!”

The hand left Ruby’s buttock, squeezing her thigh, then slid over her skin to her hip.

“No brand?”

“She’s not a contracted pony yet. Got time for a cuppa?”

“Sure!”

The hand was gone, then the voices. Ruby was alone again.

Not a contracted pony yet! Tosh’s words bounced around Ruby’s head. Did that mean they intended her to be? Angelina had never spoken to Kara about that before. What would she do if they wanted that from her? With those thoughts, and the presence of this stranger indicating something was about to happen to her, Ruby felt genuinely agitated for the first time in a very long while. Being a pony was so easy, sheltered within Cacklebrook Farm and its routines, a low stress environment. She had been taking it for granted.

There was another interminable wait before Tosh and Mozzy returned to the tack room. Tosh untied Ruby’s reins and pulled her into the centre of the room, holding the reins close to the bit, tugging on Ruby’s nipples enough to remind the pony what could be done to her.

The port on Ruby’s bit pressed against the top of her mouth. She hated this bit beyond words, it was cruel. Ruby was so heavily strapped up in the harness – unable to move anything above the waist – that the short groom controlled the pony effortlessly. Ruby didn’t think she would ever get used to the helplessness of being fully tacked up and so easy to manhandle. It fuelled her lust perpetually, although in this moment with the uncertainty of what was happening, it was fuelling her fear as well.

Tosh stepped to the side, still gripping the reins, to allow the visitor access to Ruby.

Mozzy was a few inches taller than Tosh, but in her pony boots Ruby was still several inches taller than her. She looked to be about forty, with long blonde hair pulled back into a ponytail, a cheery rosy-cheeked face and kind blue eyes. Underneath her duffle coat, Ruby could see Mozzy was wearing jodhpurs and riding boots. Clearly not fazed by seeing a ponygirl, she stepped up to Ruby and grabbed her breasts, squeezing them gently, grinding her palms onto Ruby’s hard nipples.

“Hello Ruby! Aren’t you a pretty pony!”

Ruby hummed with pleasure as her breasts were petted (she so loved having her new breasts handled.) She experienced a surge of arousal between her legs. All the time, Mozzy held Ruby’s gaze.

“Frisky?”

“Very!” Tosh replied. “Yer need to keep a watch on her, always looking for physical gratification.”

“Pretty common, we’ll have no trouble managing that.”

One hand dropped from Ruby’s breast to press on the crotch strap of her harness, pushing the dildo deeper into her. Ruby’s hips twitched reflexively and she gasped.

“Yes, you are a hot one, aren’t you!”

The remaining hand left Ruby’s breast, much to her regret, and rose to stroke her cheek, then moved up again to caress her bald scalp.

“Good little pony! We’re going to get along just fine, aren’t we!”

Then Mozzy pushed closed the blinkers on Ruby’s bridle. They snapped shut over the pony’s eyes, blinding her completely. She felt her plaited mane being lifted. It was threaded through something and then a hood was pulled down over her skull. It was tight-fitting and had to be tugged repeatedly to bring it down over Ruby’s bridle. At the back it covered her to the collar. At the front it covered her eyes and part of her nose and cheeks.

Ruby found the bridle confining enough in itself, the hood only served to increase her claustrophobic feelings, but that was surpassed by her anxiety over her fate. Her heart thumped in her chest.

“Take good care of her, she’s a sweet little thing!” Tosh’s voice.

“You’ll get her back good as new, maybe even better! Come on, Ruby, walk-on!”

Ruby’s reins were tugged gently, different from the way Tosh did it. She high-stepped forward, obeying, but her reticence must have been obvious. She didn’t want to go, didn’t want to leave the farm and the people she knew and trusted.

A blaze of pain erupted on the back of her thigh as she was cropped, causing her to squeal, and the reins were tugged harder, hurting her nipples and lifting the port to the top of her mouth.

“Knees up higher, Ruby! Be proud!” Tosh barked.

Ruby thrust her chest out, prancing forward, drawing her thighs horizontal to the ground with each step, her horseshoes clanging onto the concrete floor. She was led outside into the bitter cold February day, her exposed skin instantly goose bumping. She was trained to run blind, so walking blind was no problem for her.

“See yer!”

She heard the stable door shut. Her shoed hooves rang off the cobbles of the courtyard, echoing across the small square. She was turned 180o, then her shoes were clashing metal on metal as she was led up a ramp. The floor beneath her was flat again, she guessed she was in a truck.

“There’s nothing to worry about! Good girl!” Mozzy’s voice was soothing.

A hand stroked Ruby’s head once more, then her shoulder and finally a breast were squeezed again. She was manhandled gently, turned, pushed backwards until her back was against something soft and padded. She heard the click of metal, felt the vibration on the back of her collar and knew she had been fastened in place.

“Legs apart…further!”

Ruby felt each ankle shackled, then a wide belt was passed across her body underneath her breasts and pulled tight, forcing her against the padded surface behind her. Her stringently bound arms were squeezed uncomfortably between her body and the padding.

Then the reins were tensioned so that they were pulling her nipples slightly forward – not enough to hurt, but to be uncomfortable and unforgettable. Her breast received another squeeze, her head was stroked again through the hood.

“All done, good pony!”

Something closed against her front, heavily padded again. She felt it cover her body completely except for a space for her breasts and her head. She heard steps receding, the loud crash of metal as the ramp was retracted. The doors slammed shut and then there was silence.

Ruby briefly fought her bindings, which was completely ineffective and only put more strain on her tensioned nipples.

Her nervous breathing gradually slowed. Did she trust Angelina? Without a doubt! She calmed herself down.

It was some minutes before the vehicle’s engine started, but once it did they were quickly moving.

Or what happens in Vegas doesn’t stay in Vegas

Ruby pushed her tongue as deeply as she could up the vagina, the tip curling to caress the vaginal wall, trying to find the G-spot. Both her tongue and her jaw were aching – her tongue acutely. This was the fourth pussy in succession she was eating out. Her mouth was heavy with vaginal juice, she could taste and smell nothing else.

Hips spasmed and the owner of the pussy gasped. Ruby guessed she had found it. She worked the tip of her tongue back and forth over the area, causing a squeal. The hands wrapped around her hooded head tightened their grip and pulled her mouth harder against the vulva. The depth of her tongue sucked even more juice into her mouth and she was forced to swallow.

Ruby’s arms were still bound in the severe, full reverse prayer position behind her back and aching abominably. She pulled uselessly at the straps holding them there, something she did regularly, almost addictively, to confirm she was unable to move them.

When the strain of holding her tongue that deep became too much, Ruby focussed back on the clit. This woman - whoever she was – had a small clit, but a large clit hood. This gave Ruby the opportunity to create a lot of friction and movement to increase the stimulation. Mercifully, she would be able to bring the woman to climax quite quickly.

The pony was on her knees, still blind. Her ankles had been hobbled and there was a horizontal strap attached to her collar on either side of her neck, holding her in that position. At least there was something soft and loose underneath her knees so they weren’t bruising and chafing. Before the aroma of excited pussies had overwhelmed her, she had smelt sawdust.

Ruby had been in no position to gauge how long she had been on the truck beyond it hadn’t been a short journey and neither had it been a long one – an hour or two at a guess. The trip might not have been comfortable but at least it was warm, something quickly brought home to her when she was led back down the ramp, the cold and the wet still a shock even though she had been expecting it (the chill at least, not so much the rain.)

Her hooves crunching on gravel, she had a short walk before she was inside in the dry again and somewhat warmer (though still cool enough for goose bumps.) The sawdust muffled her horseshoes. She kept prancing forward to the gentle pull on her reins. Wherever she was, it was a lot bigger than the stable at Cacklebrook Farm.

Suddenly there had been a lot of excited female voices and Ruby had been brought to a stop. The voices were all around her.

“She’s beautiful!”

“Lovely!”

“Look at the arse on that!”

Seconds after the words came the hands, too many for Ruby to count. She was grabbed and petted everywhere. One buttock grabbed firmly, while the other was softly caressed. Hands on her breasts squeezing, a thumb grinding on her nipple. Someone was running her mane through their hands.

“What a bold colour!”

Another hand on her cheek, another stroking her scalp, another on her hip. Ruby was used to being touched casually and intimately, but the number all at once was intimidating and a stark reminder of how her body was property, the total lack of privacy and autonomy that was the price for being a ponygirl.

A hand on the small of her back. A hand between her legs, pressing on her crotch strap, moving the dildo deeper inside her. She squirmed, her arousal swelling. She pushed her chest out even further.

“What’s she like?”

“Is she sweet natured? She looks very placid!”

“Can we try her mouth?”

“Later, she needs to be fed and watered first.” Mozzy’s voice was louder than the rest and had an air of authority.

Ruby was tugged forward again and recommenced her high stepping. One by one, the hands left her body, but not before someone managed to pinch her buttock hard. Eventually the pony was turned around, manoeuvred easily and assertively by Mozzy and put on her knees.

Drawing her tongue up the entire length of the pussy, using the metal of her piercing to increase the sensation, Ruby attacked the clit and hood one final time. There was a cry and the thighs surrounding Ruby’s head closed in tight, holding it in a vice. The hips thrashed violently, spasming as the woman climaxed. Ruby’s face took a pummelling as she was helplessly caught up in the woman’s paroxysms of pleasure.

The ponygirl dutifully kept her lips glued to the pussy, more juice seeping into her mouth which she swallowed down. At last the woman released her head and stepped away. Ruby took in some deep breaths, inside the hood she was sweltering. She licked her lips, trying to clean them up as much as she could, they felt bruised and swollen.

“Good girl! Good pony!”

Her head was ruffled once more. She waited patiently for the next pussy to jump on her mouth, but nothing happened. She could hear voices but they seemed quite far away. She rocked her hips. She was so turned on, but the movements only sustained her lust, they would never sate it.

Before her mouth had been made available to anyone who wanted to use it, Ruby had been watered using a bottle with a teat – as if she were an infant – sucking the lukewarm liquid through a hole in the bulb. She wished she could have more now to wash the taste of multiple pussies away.

The meal she had been given was different to that she received at Cacklebrook. It wasn’t dry, but mushy, soggy and tasted horrible. It was like cold porridge made with water and no sugar or salt. But she had been told to lick the bowl clean and she complied.

Ruby was left for quite a while before Mozzy returned to her.

“Very good girl! Good pony!”

Her breasts were squeezed, her nipples played with. Ruby groaned in forced pleasure, pushing forward to increase the sensations.

“You have very sensitive tits, don’t you!”

All too soon for Ruby, the fingers were gone. Mozzy wiped the ponygirl’s face clean and then replaced her bit. She briefly stroked Ruby’s cheek and then she was gone again.

This time, Ruby was left even longer. She couldn’t shake the taste and scent of pussy from her mouth or nose – no matter how much she was exposed to it, she didn’t get to like it any better. Her shoulders were killing her – for the second day in a row she had spent long hours in the full reverse prayer position. She could hear a lot of activity around her, it was a busy place, but she was ignored.

Then, quite abruptly, things quietened down. Loud voices became murmurs. It was so frustrating being blind, so debilitating. What was happening?

She heard rhythmic metallic clinking, getter louder and closer with every second. She recognized the noise but struggled to name it. It was really loud now, really close. Then it stopped. Ruby finally place the sound. It was spurs, like you saw in a cowboy film.

Fingers grabbed her breast and made Ruby jump. It wasn’t the gentle, erotic touches she had received from Mozzy earlier, but a strong grasp, fingernails biting into her flesh, possessive.

“Hello ponygirl Ruby! Are your tits still sore from last time?”

It was the voice of Elektra Aella, Angelina’s sister. The night Kara had spent with her was forever etched into Ruby’s memory, that January night when Kara had returned from London three weeks ago.


7: Bootlicks and Chastity Belts

Or welcome home

Arriving back at the farm shortly after 11pm, Kara immediately noticed the amazing car parked in the courtyard. It looked like something from a sci-fi film. The mini’s headlights revealed the italicized letters on the back of the vehicle: Lamborghini. Did Angelina know any poor people?

Kara carefully touched up her make-up and checked herself over before leaving the little car. She didn’t think there was a single part of her that wasn’t hurting after her day in London. As she made her way to the front door of the farmhouse her phone pinged:

Drawing room

She dropped her bags and her coat in the hall. The drawing room door was ajar. Kara knocked anyway.

“Come, Kara.” Angelina’s voice.

Both the armchairs were occupied. For a moment she thought she was seeing double – two Angelina’s to be precise.

“Good evening, My Lady.”

Kara dropped her best curtsy.

“All sorted out in London?”

“Yes, My Lady.”

“Did you fuck the IT guy this time?”

“Yes, My Lady.”

“Did you make it clear to him what a complete slut you are?”

“Yes, My Lady.”

“I look forward to reviewing the footage! Come closer! Kara, this is my sister Elektra.”

Kara dropped another curtsy.

“It is an honour to be introduced to you, ma’am.”

There was a strong resemblance between the two sisters, but now that Kara was closer, she could see that Elektra was significantly younger than Angelina, still in her twenties. But they had the same raven hair, straight nose and remarkable violet eyes. Kara felt a thrill, a frisson to be under her gaze almost identical to that she experienced with Angelina. It was remarkable.

“You will refer to my sister with the same honorific as you use for me, Kara!”

“Yes, My Lady. I apologize to My Lady.”

“If you belong to me, you belong to my sister too. You obey any instruction from Elektra with the same earnestness and zeal as you would me!”

“Yes, My lady.”

Elektra stood up. She was wearing a catsuit of yellow leather with knee high, low heeled, heavily padded black boots (they looked like motorcycle boots.) The leather clung to her every curve. Her hair was loose, falling around her shoulders and down her back. She looked genuinely stunning.

For the first time, Kara realized that the queening chair Elektra had been sitting in was actually occupied and that the zip around Elektra’s crotch was undone. Whoever was inside the chair had been pleasuring the woman until she had stood up. Her red, puffy labia looked like a blooming flower, glistening wet and Elektra showed not the slightest sign of self-consciousness exposing it to a complete stranger.

Elektra’s eyes ran up and down Kara’s form, examining every inch of her. For the weeks Kara had been dressed in her fetishistic school uniform, she had found meeting new people humiliating at times, humbling at the very least. Despite her training, there was still a vestige of that left. She felt some shame to be dressed like a hooker or porn star in front of such classy women who just oozed authority and power.

Maybe a couple of inches shorter than her sister, Elektra was still tall and statuesque, naturally imposing and intimidating. Kara felt small and submissive in her presence, as well as incredibly turned on.

“Pleased to meet you, Kara! Looking forward to getting to know you much better!”

Her eyes flashed. There was a sparkle of mischief and fun in them that was absent in Angelina’s, like she was the naughty one to Angelina’s sensible one. She held out a black gloved hand towards Kara, palm down, fingers pointing down, making it very clear what Kara should do next.

Kara bowed her head and pressed her lips to the soft, shiny kidskin as fervently as she could until Elektra withdrew the hand. The woman then circled around Kara. Kara thrust out her breasts and bum as far as she could, glancing shyly at Angelina who lay back languidly in her chair sipping a drink.

Behind her, Elektra ran a palm over Kara’s buttocks, then grabbed her waist.

“Further to go with this corset!”

“We’re getting there.” Angelina replied.

A hand still on the corset, Elektra completed her circuit of Kara. Then slid the hand up to cup one of Kara’s breasts. Kara’s nipples were pushing forward, tenting her dress, rock hard. They ached after their earlier punishment.

“Someone’s worked over these tits!”

“Kara?” Angelina asked.

“Ms Mardini, My Lady.”

“Why?”

“Because I was strutting around her office showing them off like I was something special, when in reality I’m just a cheap, fake-titted tramp, My Lady.”

Both women burst out laughing. Elektra squeezed the breast in her hand.

“So you deserved what you got, then?” Angelina asked.

“Yes, My Lady. I’m very grateful to Ms Mardini.”

With a final rub of Kara’s nipple with her thumb, Elektra released Kara’s breast.

“I like her! She’s cute! And very exotic!”

“She’s half-Korean.”

Elektra retook her seat, shifting slightly until the lips protruding from the seat cushion were positioned where she wanted. Still looking at Kara, she pointed a finger downwards and Kara immediately and gracefully dropped to her knees.

“Can I take her for a spin tomorrow?”

“Of course, she has nothing important scheduled. You can keep her for a pet while you’re here!”

Elektra’s eyes and mouth both smiled at Kara, sending thrills of terror and desire through the kneeling young woman in equal measure. Elektra crossed her legs, dangling a booted foot out. A black, leather covered finger pointed once more.

Kara edged forward and put her lips onto the toe of the boot. Then started working her tongue across the foot.

“You can do better than that, Kara!” Angelina admonished. “Worshiping my sister’s feet is one of the greatest honours of your life. You must show us that you understand that!”

Kara pressed her tongue harder against the leather, licked faster, eagerly.

“Much better!”

After that, Kara was ignored as Angelina and Elektra resumed their conversation. At one point, when Kara had worked her way above Elektra’s ankle, the woman recrossed her legs the opposite way, allowing Kara to start on her other foot. This time, when Kara was halfway up Elektra’s calf, she was pushed back and Elektra presented the sole of the boot to Kara’s mouth. Kara ardently licked the dirt and grime from the zigzag tread pattern. It tasted foul and gritty.

Or putting it where the sun don’t shine

An uncomfortable day had turned into an even more uncomfortable night for Kara. She lay on the bed in an upstairs room she had never been in before, the room being used by Elektra. She lay waiting for her to return – Angelina’s sister was showering. Lily had prepared Kara to Elektra’s requirements.

Kara had been laced into a waspie corset down to a nineteen inch waist (an inch smaller than normal.) Lily had kept measuring her and then tightening the stays further until the exact measurement was reached. Kara was reduced to little gasps of breath, unable to more than half-fill her lungs. Her waist and ribs were aching unrelentingly.

For the first time she found herself locked into a chastity belt. It was fixed in place over the corset. It was made of some heavy metal and the panel over her mound pressed hard against her labia, pinching them. When it had first been fitted, she had tried desperately to get her fingers under it to try to shift the lips to a more comfortable position, but it was a hopeless exercise and Lily had got cross with her and spanked her, before fitting her into a mono-glove.

Lily had laced the glove especially tight, drawing Kara’s shoulders back and her elbows close to touching. Wide straps criss-crossing Kara’s shoulders held it inescapably in place, her hands squeezed flat together in a pouch at its tip.

The chastity belt also had a metal butt-plug attached, the ball-shaped probe had been extremely painful to accommodate, not least because of the soreness remaining from Toby’s butt-fuck that morning. Even when it was in place, Kara could feel the hard cold metal pressing against her bowel walls, causing her to shudder.

A latex helmet covered her head except for her face. Sitting quite low on her forehead, an oval cut-out curved across her cheeks and covered the bottom of her chin, leaving all her facial features visible. Her mane was pulled through a short tube on the top of the helmet.

Around her neck was a thick rubber collar. It had a padded lip at the top and the bottom. At the top it pushed right into the curve where her neck became her chin. To relieve some of the discomfort she had to tilt her chin up, letting her head drop became progressively more uncomfortable.

Kara had looked at Lily with dog eyes, but despite the intimacy between them, Lily remained her usual impassive, dutiful self when obeying orders.

Laying on the left side of the bed, Kara’s head was on a pillow – she would rather it wasn’t as it pushed her chin down against the collar. Her mono-gloved arms were underneath her, which was also very uncomfortable and also pushed her breasts up prominently, the highest part of her.

Lily threaded Kara’s plaited mane through the bars of the bedhead and tied it tight, fixing her in place by her hair. Kara felt the usual mix of terror and burning arousal as she was made increasingly helpless and her imagination ran riot about what was about to happen to her.

Finally, Lily placed Kara’s feet and legs into a thick rubber mono-sock that zipped up its entire length, which was to midway up her thighs, drawing the limbs tight together. Kara couldn’t move at all and ached absolutely everywhere. She swallowed hard.

Elektra strolled into the room naked, her hair still damp and hanging around her like a curtain. She looked breathtakingly beautiful.

Those were some genes running through the family!

“Great job, Lily. She looks perfect!”

The naked woman wrapped her arms around the maid, grabbing her buttocks through the multiple layers of latex skirts that made up Lily’s uniform, sliding her hands under the bustle that gave the maid such a dramatic figure. Elektra gave Lily a long kiss, which did nothing to halt Kara’s fiercely burning lust.

Lily dropped her deep, immaculate curtsy.

“Will that be all, My Lady?”

“Thank you, Lily. Turn the light out as you leave.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

The crackle, snap and slither of Lily’s latex uniform abruptly ended as the bedroom door shut behind her. There was a period of silence. The room was now only lit by one small bedside lamp and most of it was in shadow. The big iron bedstead took on an even more malevolent presence in the half-light, the bars resembling a prison cell. Kara was so turned-on and yet so scared as she watched Elektra approaching.

Her eyes were mesmerizing, just like Angelina’s. Kara knew she would let the woman do whatever she wanted to or with her just to see approval in their depths.

Elektra stroked Kara’s rubber-covered scalp. Kara inhaled her gorgeous scent, soap and perfume.

“You look so sexy! All tits and no waist! I knew we could get you smaller!”

Hands circled around Kara’s waist.

“A bit more work and we could get you even smaller still!”

Elektra bent over and kissed Kara – thankfully Kara had been given the opportunity to clean her teeth and wash her mouth out since it had taken in the dirt from Elektra’s boots. It was a very forceful kiss, bruising Kara’s lips, tongue exploring and dominating Kara’s mouth. Kara squirmed in delight, tugging on her bindings to reaffirm her helplessness.

As she pulled away from the kiss, Elektra held Kara’s bottom lip trapped between her own, stretching it out until it slipped free and snapped back.

“It’s so nice to have a new girl to play with! I really want to hurt you, Kara! You don’t mind do you?”

“I am at your disposal, My Lady.”

“Wonderful! Angie said you try so hard to please! It’s going to be cool making you cry!”

A hand slid down to cover the crotch plate of the chastity belt.

“Now, here’s the ground rules! You’re locked up to remind you that we are here for my pleasure, not yours. Focus on what I want, we don’t care what you need, do we?”

“No, My Lady.”

“Because you have only one wish, don’t you, Kara? What is that?”

“To please you, My Lady.”

“Good girl!”

Elektra’s hand moved down further, onto Kara’s bare thigh. Her fingers stroked the skin at the very top of the leg, brushing against the lip of the chastity belt, then they slid down between Kara’s thighs, gently rubbing the baby soft skin of her inner thighs, pressing against the band of metal at her crotch that separated them.

“I knew you would be clever, even though you looked like a dumb bimbo slut downstairs earlier! Do you like looking like a dumb bimbo slut, Kara?”

“If it pleases my mistress, I am glad to be her dumb bimbo slut, My Lady.”

“Everybody thinking your tiny brain is in your cunt and your every thought is motivated by a need for sexual gratification. Showing everyone you are sexually available all the time. A pure sex object! That is how you like everyone to see you, to think of you?”

“If that is what pleases my mistress, I like it very much, My Lady.”

Elektra’s hand withdrew from Kara’s crotch. Her other hand stroked Kara’s cheek.

“Such a darling! So eager to please! I can see why Angie is so taken with you, But I’m not a soft touch like my sister. This you will understand soon. When a slut shares my bed I don’t like to be disturbed, so no fidgeting. The same for noise; not a peep out of you. Are you understanding me, Kara?”

“Yes, My Lady.”

“So this belt has a trick or two to ensure your obedience, to keep you in line.”

Elektra’s hand left Kara’s head and picked up something from the bedstand.

“This is one of my favourite toys! The wonders of modern science!”

She waved it briefly in front of Kara’s face. It looked like a mobile phone

“It has a wireless connection to the butt-plug in your belt and it can give you an electric shock in your rectum!”

Elektra pressed the touchscreen.


8: Pinwheels and More Pricks

Or global attack

Kara shrieked, her hips reflexively lifting off the mattress as the rounded end of the plug inside her bottom fired a shock into her bowels. It was one of the most terrible things she had ever experienced, not just the initial excruciating pain, but the ache and tingle left behind that very slowly dissipated. Immediately, tears formed in her eyes. She gasped, struggling to overcome the restriction of the corset to get enough air.

“Fantastic, isn’t it!” Elektra’s eyes were sparkling, she had a huge smile on her face. “That was the medium setting, it goes both higher and lower than that, depending on what I decide you deserve.”

A hand returned to the bedstand to pick up something else.

“And already you have broken one of my ground rules, Kara! That didn’t take long, did it! What did I tell you about noise?”

“Not a peep out of me, My Lady.” Kara’s voice cracked.

“So you knew the rule and just chose to disobey it?”

“I beg your forgiveness, My Lady.”

“I know you don’t know me, we only met a couple of hours ago, but I don’t forgive and it irritates when a slut pleads me to, so don’t do so again.”

For the first time, Elektra’s tone was curt. But once more she gently stroked Kara’s head

“I’ve used this belt and device on a few girls and none of them obeyed my order to remain quiet, imagine that! So I also have this optional extra!”

Elektra held something else in front of Kara’s face. It was a little metal tube, a little thicker than a pencil, three inches long with a clip on the bottom.”

“It’s a vibration sensor and it fits…right here!”

Pushing Kara’s head back, Elektra clipped the tube to the top of Kara’s collar so that it sat along the top lip, pressing uncomfortably into the place where throat met chin.

“When activated, it detects any significant vibration and sends a message to my controller.” Elektra indicated the device in her hand once more. “And then guess what the controller does?”

Kara thought the question was rhetorical, but Elektra waited expectantly for an answer.

“It sends a message to the butt-plug to shock me, My Lady.”

“And not just that! The louder the vibration the harder the shock! The longer the vibration, the longer the shock! So what is likely to cause the sensor to detect a vibration, Kara?”

“Any noise I make, My Lady?”

“See! Not as dumb as you look! You’ll be amazed how much silent suffering you will be able to take once you figure out the cost of making a noise!”

Elektra tapped some more on the controller.

“Now, the reward for good behaviour is that the plug also vibrates. So if you go…let’s say…two minutes without activating the shock, the vibrator will kick in, very gently at first, but the longer without a shock, the more powerful the vibrations will become. That’s a lovely little incentive for you!”

Elektra put her controller back down on the bedstand and then loomed over Kara, her hair partially hiding her face.

“Tonight, I want to finish what Tori started earlier and really workover these beautiful tits that you like to flaunt so much. Just look at you laying here, thrusting them up so everyone will notice them like a shameless show-off! One could even think you were begging for attention for them!”

Elektra’s hands cupped each of Kara’s breasts, still sore and tender from Tori’s ministrations earlier in the evening. Her eyes sparkling with mischief, she began to gently fondle them, her thumbs caressing Kara’s nipples. Elektra was very skilled. Despite the hurt, her manipulations felt wonderful, delicious sensations overcame the discomfort, giving Kara more pleasure from her breasts than she had ever experienced before. She sighed and groaned, pushing her chest up to increase the feelings. Elektra laughed.

“Very sensitive, aren’t they! Have you ever cum from tit and nipple play alone, Kara?”

“No, My Lady.” Kara’s voice was rasping.

“Only a few women can, it might be worth a try sometime, but I have other plans for tonight! Do you like your new tits?”

“Yes, My Lady.”

“Even though they make you look like a fake-titted porn star?”

“They make me feel more feminine, My Lady, and give me more pleasure when they are handled, and they please my mistress, My Lady.”

Elektra smiled cryptically.

“How big were you before?”

“A B cup, My Lady.”

“That’s a big increase, but if you were mine I would have gone just a little bit bigger still to reinforce your sexual identity and removed any doubt that they were fake.”

Elektra’s fondling continued. Kara wanted to squeal with pleasure but dared not. She began to pant. The corset was so tight, as soon as she got excited she couldn’t get enough air. Then the vibrator on the butt-plug buzzed to life – very low key at first. That felt bizarre and not all pleasant as the vibrations spread through her bowel walls. It was very unsettling.

But as the buzzing increased, as well as the perturbing feeling it generated inside her, her sphincter began to vibrate as well and that felt delightful. Also, the tremors passed through her bowel wall into her vagina, titillating and stimulating. It felt so good. Elektra’s fingers continued to work magic. She began to squirm as her pussy got increasingly hot and wet, trying to get some extra stimulation.

“You’re breaking another ground rule, Kara, No fidgeting!”

Kara was immediately still.

“Sorry, My Lady.”

“Too late for that!”

The hands were gone. Elektra had turned and gone, moving off into the shadows. Kara’s arousal was raging. She lay still, panting, terrified.

“How quickly you stopped trying to please me and put your own needs first! I’m disappointed, Kara, but not surprised. Let’s see if we can train you to be more dedicated to obedience and less self-serving!”

Reappearing beside Kara, Elektra vaulted effortlessly onto the bed, landing on her knees, one either side of Kara’s bound body. She sat back onto Kara’s thighs. She looked so strong, commanding and beautiful Kara was overwhelmed with awe for the woman. Her breasts were smaller than her sister’s, but beautifully shaped teardrops, the nipples thick mini-doorstops. She had a carefully groomed patch of pubic hair above her labia.

“We’ve heard enough from you tonight!”

Elektra picked up her controller, her thumbs bouncing off the touchscreen.

“The vibration sensor is now switched on. No more noise from you for the rest of the night.”

Dropping the controller onto the mattress besides Kara, Elektra’s hands grabbed Kara’s hips. Slowly the hands slid up to wrap around Kara’s tiny waist. They paused there for a moment, before continuing up her body to cup her breasts once more, gently fondling again.

“So much to work with! We will make these so tender you will remember me for days afterwards.”

Elektra had brought a bag with her when she returned to the bed. It was made of canvas with a drawstring top. She dangled it above Kara.

“My bag of tricks! You wouldn’t believe the hours of agony the contents of this bag have inflicted on insubordinate little sluts like you! Time for a lesson!”

Opening the bag, Elektra peered inside. Finally, her hand dipped in and pulled out what looked like a strap.

“I think we shall start with this!”

She discarded the bag, unfolded and held up the implement for Kara to see. It was less than a foot long including the handle, about two inches wide and made of thick, supple leather. The bottom half of the blade was split down its length into two parts. The whole blade was littered with little round holes. Kara shuddered.

“My special mini-tawse, perfect for plump tits like yours! The little holes are serrated, they will leave nasty little spots all over your baps that will smart so!”

Elektra pressed the blade against Kara’s lips. Kara eagerly kissed the oiled leather.

“Good girl. I see the underside of your tits were neglected by Tori earlier, so we’ll start there.”

There was an excitement in Elektra’s eyes that Kara found chilling. The bound woman pulled futilely at the mono-sleeve holding her arms underneath her and which pushed her breasts up to form such an easy and exposed target. Elektra hooked a finger into one of Kara’s nipple rings to hold the breast in place.

Snap!

A backhand stroke slammed right into the underside of the breast. It was Kara’s nipple that hurt first as it pulled sharply on the ring under the force of the impact, an agonizing tug. A split second later the sting from the impact hit her which rapidly grew in intensity. Then the itchy, fiery burn caused by the serrated holes built on top of it. Somehow, Kara managed to stay silent as tears flooded her eyes.

Elektra smiled at Kara like she had just won the lottery, her violet eyes sparkling with delight.

Snap!

A forehand stroke, catching the inside of Kara’s breast. Kara kept her jaw closed tight. She hissed through her teeth. Elektra’s fingers rubbed the areas she had just struck. Kara flinched.

“I knew this would mark you beautifully!”

Elektra began to swing her arm back and forth, forehand then backhand, continual strikes without any respite, all initially attacking the underside of Kara’s breast. Kara held silent for as long as she could, maybe ten seconds, but the pain just escalated and it felt like her nipple would be ripped off. A moan escaped. Within a second the butt-plug shocked her. The jolt was about half the intensity of the original shock Elektra had inflicted on her, but lasted much longer. Kara’s hips lifted up off the mattress – it was a spasm beyond her control. The pain was awful, disconcerting.

Still Elektra worked the tawse relentlessly onto the underside of Kara’s breast. Kara’s mouth was wide open now in a silent scream and she was breathless. There was no escape, nothing she could do. Gradually Elektra started to move the zone of attack, working her way around, ensuring every inch of Kara’s breast was struck multiple times before she stopped. She massaged her aching wrist, at last releasing the finger from Kara’s nipple ring. Kara writhed. She couldn’t help herself.

They were both panting, Elektra deep heavy breaths, Kara short, rapid and shallow gasps. The split end of the tawse had trapped thin lines of her skin between the two tails multiple times, leaving livid raised marks all over her breast. The pain was atrocious.

This time, when Elektra handled Kara’s breast, she wasn’t so gentle, squeezing the burning flesh hard. A cry escaped Kara’s mouth, she couldn’t hold it back. Immediately her rectum was shocked again and she squealed, receiving another stronger, longer shock. Her hips rose once more, then dropped back. It felt like she was being impaled on a hot poker. She was gasping, struggling to breathe, feeling light-headed, her world nothing but agonizing pain.

Elektra bent over Kara’s face, such a big smile stretching her mouth wide. A finger wiped the tears from Kara’s cheek.

“I knew you would look cute when you cried! The best sluts always do!”

She dropped her mouth on to Kara’s lips and kissed her again. Kara responded desperately, trying to appease the sadist any way she could.

Elektra sat back up.

“Let’s get started on the other one. There’s a long way to go yet before I’m done!”

A finger looped into Kara’s other nipple ring. Again starting on the underside, Elektra worked the tawse up to the sides of Kara’s breast, pulling the nipple from one side to the other so that she could attack the inner slope – another area that Tori had neglected earlier. Kara quickly learned to perfect the silent scream, she found it the least difficult way of staying quiet, but every lapse received its ruthless punishment.

Kara’s breasts felt like they were swollen to twice their normal size, but she could look down through her tear-filled eyes and see that they weren’t. Elektra’s arm was raising higher as she focused above and around the nipple, but not actually striking it. Kara could see the breast turning scarlet but peppered with little white spots from the holes in the tawse, darker pinstripe lines from the split tail. Soon both breasts had the same hue.

She was unable to keep still, squirming and wriggling, her arms wrestling against the armbinder underneath her, all of which just served to present a higher and easier target as her breasts rose up with her chest.

Elektra just continued raining down the strikes, Kara sobbed and shook her head, but that tugged painfully on her mane. Kara closed her eyes tight and concentrated on staying silent and breathing, consumed with pain, so she wasn’t actually aware when Elektra stopped – but at last it registered that she couldn’t hear the smack of the tawse landing on her skin.

“Open your eyes, Kara. You’re not allowed to hide.”

A hand on Kara’s cheek, gently stroking. Kara opened to see Elektra’s happy, smiling face, flushed from her exertion. With her other hand, Elektra dragged the end of the tawse over Kara’s breast. Kara sobbed and squirmed.

“Now for the nipples!”

Elektra took a nipple between her thumb and forefinger, rolling it between the digits, gradually increasing the pressure. Despite the agony, the fire of arousal continued to burn within Kara, assisted by the vibration of the butt-plug.

“These will be hard and will hurt, but you know you deserve them! You will hold my gaze. Don’t dare to look away!”

Lifting her hand high above her head, Elektra brought the tawse down right on top of Kara’s nipple and areola.

Kara shrieked and received the heaviest shock yet to her rectum. Her hips rose up and she thrashed, hurting her scalp as she tugged at her mane. Gasping for breath again, her wide, wild eyes pleaded for mercy and were ignored. Elektra waited for Kara to settle down and then repeated the strike. This time Kara kept quiet, but thrashed as wildly. One more to that nipple, then Elektra moved back to the other breast for the same.

Again Elektra stroked Kara’s head. Then she put the back of her hand to Kara’s lips to watch her fervent kisses.

“This is submission, Kara. Putting aside your own needs, sacrificing them to satisfy those of a mistress, whatever the cost. Maybe you shouldn’t flaunt your tits so if you don’t want them to attract such attention.”

Elektra dragged the tawse back and forth over Kara’s throbbing, stinging breasts, humming a little tune to herself. Kara gasped and struggled. Her skin was so tender, the tiniest of touches bringing fresh tears to her eyes. Her breasts felt like the centre of her being, the rest of her body just an appendage.

Eventually Elektra got bored of that and climbed off Kara to lay beside her on the bed. From the corner of her eye, Kara saw the woman pick up her bag of tricks and rummage inside it again.

“You didn’t think I was finished, did you! With such a beautiful pair of tits to play with and such a wonderful opportunity to educate a naïve little slut on the consequences of surrendering her autonomy! This is a treat for me and a lesson for you!”

Elektra was holding a device that looked like a pastry cutter, only the wheel was sprouting a row of thin spikes from its edge and had a big, heavy handle of black plastic.

“One of my favourite toys – an electrified pinwheel. See how you get on with it!”

She placed the wheel onto Kara’s skin just to the side of her breast. She pressed firmly and Kara’s eyes and mouth opened wide. It felt like needles penetrating straight into her, the electrical charge passing deep into her flesh. Kara’s body became rigid, there was both a sharp pain and a spreading nagging ache at the same time. With a chuckle, Elektra pushed the wheel forward onto Kara’s breast, the pins sinking into the tender flesh as they travelled over the scarlet, heavily marked skin. Somehow, Kara managed to keep silent.

Back and forth the wheel moved, leaving dotted lines of fire, sheer agony as the shocks seared through Kara. It felt like her breast was being deeply pierced dozens of times. Kara fought her bonds helplessly, watching the device effortlessly torment her and every movement just presented her chest more prominently, like she was begging for more.

Elektra continued across to Kara’s other breast. As she reached the areola she pressed the wheel harder, the pain increased dramatically and caught Kara by surprise. She shrieked and initiated the heaviest shock yet to her rectum. Kara registered nothing but pain, her body rigid, hips in the air. She couldn’t help making a noise in her throat, the shock continued. She prayed for this hell to end.




It was dark. Elektra sleeping beside Kara. Kara remained exactly as she was, bound arms underneath her, mane tied to the bedstead, legs encased in the latex mono-sock. The corset still cutting her in two, restricting her breathing to small, short breaths. The burn and sting of her breasts continued relentlessly.

When she had finished with her pinwheel, Elektra had wiped-down both of Kara’s breasts with antiseptic – in places the pins had actually pierced her skin. The liquid had been a torture in itself, burning ferociously, reigniting the agony from all that had been done before.

The whole experience had been as painful as anything Kara had suffered before. And it continued. There would be no reprieve in the darkest hours of the night. Still anguished tears were slipping from Kara’s eyes. She had been shocked by the intensity of the session and Elektra’s cruelty.

The butt-plug vibrator was on a random setting. It would come on for a short while and then switch off. It was enough to keep Kara’s arousal simmering, but did little to distract Kara from her breasts that felt both physically and psychologically gigantic, the centre of her existence. Even if they had not have been hurting, the way she was bound, completely exposing them, displaying them, she would not have been able to be anything other than acutely conscious of them and how they had been weaponized by Elektra.

She would be alert to them now in a way she never had been before, aware of both the pleasure and distress they were capable of producing, what an important part of her they now were.

When she had finished with Kara’s breasts, Elektra had strapped a double-dildo into her mouth. The short, stubby phallus was very realistic, the glans a mushroom head, even the veins were detailed on the shaft. Kara explored it with her tongue. It was long enough to reach the back of her throat and continually trigger her gag reflex. But the dildo protruding out of her mouth was three times the size, pointing straight upwards.

Elektra mounted herself on the big one and slowly sank down until she had accommodated its length completely inside her. Her buttocks enveloped Kara’s face and momentarily Kara couldn’t breathe. But Elektra was very excited and quickly started fucking herself vigorously, her bottom pounding onto Kara’s features. Kara just had time to open her eyes and see the buttocks coming back down between each thrust.

Her head was bouncing on the pillow, her lips bruising under the assault, but her arousal had surged at being used this way, her hips twitching to try to increase the sensation of the butt-plug buzzing in her anus. It was frustrating, not enough to satisfy her.

Afterwards, Elektra had Kara lick the big dildo clean, deep-throating it several times. Elektra tasted very similar to Angelina, a distinctive tang. This ensured that Kara’s mouth would be full of the taste of Elektra all night.

Then Elektra had climbed inside the duvet, but Kara was left lying on top and by the early hours, with the heating off, she was cold and shivering to add to her woes. Her nipples throbbing and erect, aching. Very little sleep was had. It was a night Kara would never forget – but for the wrong reasons.


9: Lakes and Ponyboys

Or seeing the sights

Finally, for the first time since she had left the stable at Cacklebrook Farm, Ruby’s hood was removed, her blinkers opened. It took a while before her eyes adjusted to the light, and even then the blinkers offered her only tunnel vision.

She was fixed between the shafts of a cart, still inside, but there was no heating here and she was shivering. Ahead she could see a large ornate archway that led outside. It was very grand, something you would see on a BBC costume drama with a carriage being drawn by four real horses passing through. Even as she looked a real horse actually appeared, clopping under the arch to enter the building. A small woman was riding it, swathed in a huge coat that made Ruby very envious.

The thick sawdust on the floor immediately muted the sound of genuine hooves shod in authentic horseshoes. Ruby saw the rider dismount, but both were quickly gone from her restricted view.

A few moments ago, Ruby’s reins had been swapped over. The new ones had sharp points, like tacks, on the parts that lay over her shoulders, pricking her whenever they moved. Luckily, the straps of her harness offered some protection from this.

Elektra stepped into Ruby’s eyeline, stopping right in front of the pony. Those baleful, brightly sparkling violet eyes fixed on Ruby, full of mischief and the promise of foreboding, causing Ruby to experience a shiver of terror and arousal at the same time.

“Don’t worry pony, a long brisk run will warm you up in no time!”

Whether it was the shiver or the goosebumps that prompted the remark, Ruby would never know.

“But first we need to stop those big baps of yours flopping around like a dying fish. You want to look your best, I’m sure, in front of so many strangers. First impressions are so important!”

Ruby could see that Elektra was holding a nipple bar. It was thicker and heavier than the one she normally wore. The woman pinched and twisted each of Ruby’s nipples, which was unnecessary, the cold and her arousal ensuring that they were already rock hard.

Elektra slid the holes at each end of the bar onto Ruby’s nipples after first lifting the nipple rings so the bar wouldn’t interfere with rein control. Screws at each end of the bar could be tightened so the nubs could be clamped. Ruby gasped as the mini-vices closed around her nipples. As the tightening continued, the ponygirl whimpered and squirmed, her hands writhing behind her neck. She was so helpless and vulnerable, chest thrust forward with no possible means of defence.

“Nice and tight, don’t want it slipping off on the run, do we!”

As Elektra let go, the full weight of the bar was made clear, tugging Ruby’s nipples downward, adding to the strain on them. The pony blinked back tears.

Next Elektra turned her attention to Ruby’s crotch, pressing the crotch strap before unbuckling it.

“Are you nice and excited and ready to perform for me, Ruby?”

Elektra pulled back the strap, tugging down the dildo until only the head was left inside the ponygirl. Ruby quivered at the movement of the phallus – she was so turned-on.

“That’s a good girl! Creaming like the slut you are!”

A finger found its way to Ruby’s clit hood piercing, tweaking it, pressing it against her clit. Ruby squealed, hips spasming reflexively, euphoria flooding through her body. Just as quickly the finger was gone. Ruby pushed her hips forward desperately – she needed more, much more.

“Wonderful!”

Elektra slammed the dildo back into Ruby with the heel of her hand. Ruby squeaked, her knees coming close to giving way. But soon the strap was fixed back in place with Ruby’s need only tickled and remaining unfulfilled.

A hand cupped Ruby’s cheek.

“We are going to have such fun in the next few days! None of that Cacklebrook softness and pampering! It’s time for you to learn what being a pony is all about for real!”

The woman took a step back, pulling on a pair of wrist length leather gloves. She was wearing knee-high riding boots with the aforementioned spurs, her legs sheathed in skin-tight black leather jodhpurs, her torso wrapped in a matching fur-lined jacket (even her hat matched, too.) A scarf was loosely draped around her shoulders but she rearranged this tight around her neck and chin.

“Wonderful!” She repeated, moving out of Ruby’s eyeline. The ponygirl continued to hear the clink of the spurs with Elektra’s every step. Moments later, the pony felt the familiar pull on the shafts and traces of the cart as Elektra seated herself.

Ruby briefly saw Mozzy pass across in front of her, then felt her ankle hobble being removed.

“Walk-on!”

The reins slapped Ruby’s shoulders. Elektra was holding them wider apart than normal to ensure the sharp points embedded in the reins made direct contact with her skin, missing the harness straps. Ruby hissed through her bit at the pain and pranced determinedly forward. She was about fifteen yards from the archway. She was steered slightly to the right to centre herself for the exit.

As she did so, another cart trotted through into the stable. The image passed briefly across her blinkered vision, but it was long enough for her to see that it was two men pulling the cart, driven by a woman. Ponyboys!”

They had been fully tacked up like her. Tall, muscle-bound figures gleaming in sweat, faces twisted in discomfort. What stuck in her memory was the sight of their genitals held in anatomically shaped cages, erect cocks strapped against their lower bellies. The cages were slightly too small to contain their full erections, tumescent bulges between the metal frames were red and angry.

As soon as Ruby passed under the arch the bitter wind hit her and the physical shock took her breath away, even though she had been expecting it. She had thought it bad enough outside on a winter’s day in a bodystocking – now she felt the difference on the exposed parts of her body.

“Trot!”

Again the reins slapped her shoulders, stinging her into obedience. They were moving across gravel which required more effort to pull the cart. A painful tug on her left nipple directed her and Ruby caught her first glimpse of the house adjacent to the stables. It looked old, pre-Victorian and big, grand. There was a moat across the front of the building that Ruby trotted alongside for a while until a sharp tug steered her to the right and directly away from it, out into the huge grounds of the property. To her relief they moved onto a pathway that was tarmacked and the wheels could now run freely.

“Canter!”

Ruby picked up the pace to a full run. The terrain was flat, landscaped. Ahead she could see a lake, its grey surface reflecting the sky above. Her breath threw out a cloud that got bigger as she starting breathing harder. Every time the wind gusted it cut through her like she was made of tissue paper. Although tightly strapped, her breasts still moved significantly with every step, the heavy nipple bar yanking her nipples rhythmically whenever a foot grounded.

As they reached the side of the lake, Ruby was steered hard right onto a dirt track that ran parallel to the water’s edge. It was quite a sharp turn and Ruby instinctively slowed down. Immediately Elektra’s whip cut hard into the ponygirl’s buttocks causing her to cry out, quickly followed by another strike. Ruby’s eyes teared from the pain and the shock.

They continued to circle the lake. Ruby was able to run a few miles at this pace now, something that would have been unthinkable six months ago. Her breasts were starting to feel numb – which felt peculiar – but was actually a benefit as it lessened the pain in her nipples. Without anything covering her ears, they were aching. The stimulation from the plugs in her pussy and bumhole weren’t enough to compensate for the cold, this was an ordeal not a pleasure.

Coming around the lake, Ruby got her first full view of the house, though it was some distance away now. Two regular stories and a third revealed by the windows in the eaves, two wings angled forwards and another elaborate arch connecting them and giving access to a courtyard. Another tug on her right nipple and she veered off the lake path down another track that ran straight for several hundred yards before passing by the house on the opposite side from the stable block.

By the time they passed the house, Ruby was beginning to tire and she was on the receiving end of regular, venomous cuts of Elektra’s whip, tears rolling down her cheeks to mix with the dribble gathered on the end of her chin. Elektra had taken Ruby for a run at Cacklebrook three weeks ago, so the pony was familiar with the woman’s driving style. She didn’t overwhip like Toby did, but when she struck it was brutally hard. The systematic bite of the leather successfully kept her performance up, but her buttocks were throbbing.

So the ponygirl was relieved when both nipples were tugged and she was able to drop her pace to a trot, then she was pulled left, leaving the dirt track to enter the formal gardens at the rear of the house. It was a grid of paved walkways between small lawns, little terraces, squared-off hedges and raised, walled flowerbeds. The hedges offered some protection from the wind, but the going was less direct. As Elektra weaved her way across the garden Ruby’s nipples were constantly being tugged as they turned several corners. Her lungs were burning from the cold air.

The centrepiece of the garden was a large circular fountain. A cascade of three pools gave the feature real height, but the actual fountain wasn’t spurting at the moment and it looked a little sad. Ruby was directed straight towards it. Beside the fountain was a single-seat pony cart that wasn’t currently occupied. She could see a figure swaddled in a heavily padded coat, a fur-trimmed hood pulled up and hiding their face, they were standing in front of the pony fastened between the shafts.

And what a pony! Ruby tried to blink the tears out of her eyes to be able to see the creature properly.

Exceptionally tall, the ponygirl was clad in silver that gleamed and sparkled even in the miserable grey light. Most of her harness was made of metal, her mane shone like liquid silver, her tail twinkled as the wind ruffled it. It didn’t look like hair – more like tinsel or a Christmas decoration. Then, frustratingly, Ruby was steered to one side and her blinkers blocked the sight.

Ruby was pulled back to a walk, then an agonizing tug on her nipples, the port of her bit rising to press against the roof of her mouth, brought the red maned pony to a dead stop. She was still breathing heavily, the sheen of perspiration covering her getting colder all the time and adding to her chill. She stood bolt upright, feet together, thrusting her chest forward. She was rocked slightly as Elektra dismounted quite violently.

“Hello Mother, a problem with Excalibur?”

“No darling, we’re just having a moment! Is that Angie’s new pony?”

“She’s coming along well, has the makings of a fine ponygirl!”

Elektra’s spurs announced her every step as she moved into Ruby’s eyeline. Her hand ran possessively over Ruby’s body, pressing against her belly. The other woman came alongside Elektra. Ruby had immediately recognized her voice. Several months ago Angelina and Elektra’s mother had administered a shocking and agonizing punishment on Kara with stinging nettles that she would never forget. So now Ruby knew for certain where she was. The ponygirl feared both these women greatly, she dropped her eyes to the ground.

“Quite a change since I last saw her! Lovely tits now, though I think I would have gone a little bigger myself.”

“That’s exactly what I said!”

The older woman moved out of Ruby’s sight again. Seconds later the ponygirl felt a gloved hand on her thigh, squeezing a quad, before moving up to her buttock and kneading the muscle.

“At least she has some tone to her now – she was all skin and bone before!”

A hand caressed Ruby’s hip.

“Angie still hasn’t branded her. Get a fake one put on, she needs to get used to being marked.”

Elektra squeezed one of Ruby’s breasts. Her other hand grabbed the other one too, grinding her palm into the flesh. Despite the cold and her fear, the touches made the pony’s pussy pulse with need.

“And make sure the stallions get to cover her – that will do her good. What does she run like?”

“I’ve just done the lake loop. She did well!”

“I’ll take her out tomorrow.”

Both women were back in Ruby’s eyeline, assessing her like she was indeed an animal about to be purchased. She glanced up but quickly lowered her eyes again. While Elektra had the identical violet eyes of her sister, her mother’s irises were a little less distinctive, though it was clear all three women were related.

“She seems a trifle skittish!”

“The move has unsettled her. You know how soft Angie is – she’s a pampered pet. She’ll take a day or two to adjust.”

Elektra stroked Ruby’s bare scalp.

“She’ll do alright.”

The women turned away, moving to the other pony and Ruby was ignored for a couple of minutes before Elektra remounted the sulky. Ruby urgently needed to pee, she hadn’t had the opportunity since first thing that morning at Cacklebrook.

“Walk-on!”

Ruby was soon trotting again, making her way across the width of the house. She could see the stable block. It had a domed roof that made the building distinctive. They circled around it until they were back where they had originally started on the gravel driveway. Ruby got her first real glimpse inside the building as they passed back under the archway.

The dome covered the central hall of the stable which was about twenty yards square. There was an arch in the centre of each side, but smaller than the main arch and these had doors. Also in the hall was a large carriage which Ruby thought must be pulled by real horses, but she caught sight of six identical looking ponygirls in the traces – same height and build, same shade of blonde hair. Their manes were narrower than Ruby’s, only half the width.

Elektra pulled Ruby to a painful halt. The pony was looking at nothing now except a brick wall.

“Good pony!”

After dismounting, Elektra stroked Ruby’s head again before handing the reins to Mozzy who had appeared in front of the ponygirl.

“Put her on the rack, I’m going to fuck her arse.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

Ruby heard the clink of Elektra’s spurs fade away.

The first thing Mozzy did was close Ruby’s blinkers again and re-hood her.


10: Manors and Welcomes

Or inside the belly of the beast

A quarter of an hour later, Ruby had become familiar with the rack. There were three horizontal padded bars that were not quite in vertical alignment. The lowest, at ankle height, was behind her hoof boots. The second, just below knee high, was in front of the boots. Her legs had been knocked uncomfortably wide apart, putting a strain on her ankles, which were cuffed in place to the lowest bar. She was unable to move her legs one iota.

The third bar was at hip height and more heavily padded. She had been bent over this bar. Her reins had been tied off to something beneath and in front of her, tight enough that there was tension on her nipples if she kept her torso horizontal. The moment she tried to raise her head or lower her body in the slightest, the tug on her nipples became increasingly agonizing.

She was still in her full tack and hooded, except the crotch strap of her harness had been removed – along with the dildo and butt-plug tail. The position lifted her bottom up and outwards, presenting it as her most prominent part. Her vulva underneath also completely accessible. She felt very vulnerable.

With her face pointing towards the floor, she was dribbling profusely around her bit. Her arms and shoulders aching interminably – this was by far the longest time she had been bound continuously in the reverse prayer position, and already her back was starting to ache, too (at least she had urinated – one less discomfort.)

As soon as the crotch strap and its plugs had been removed, Ruby had neighed repeatedly, shaking her hips. Mozzy had put a hand on the pony’s shoulder.

“What’s the matter, pony?”

Ruby had felt foolish, but she didn’t know how to communicate her desperation and she couldn’t move her legs at all.

“Do you need to piss?” It took the groom a while to realize the problem.

Ruby stopped moving but neighed once more.

“Then just piss. That’s what horses do.” Mozzy’s tone was gentle.

Ruby hesitated.

What! Right here! On to the floor!

But she had been so desperate she had just released her bladder, glad that her mortified face was hidden by the hood and she would never know how many people were witnessing the spectacle.

“There!” Mozzy had stroked Ruby’s head. “So easy, wasn’t it!”

At least with her feet so far apart she wouldn’t be standing in her own mess. But within a couple of minutes she had heard someone mopping it up and smelt fresh sawdust being thrown down. Was that what the sawdust was for?

Ruby was left on the rack for quite a while. It was warmer inside the stable, but still not warm. The occasional draft would still raise her goosebumps. Elektra’s spurs meant her presence was always announced before she arrived. The ponygirl’s heart rate increased as each tinkling step got closer.

“Beautiful!”

Two palms smacked into Ruby’s buttocks, grabbing them. The pony felt the head of a strap-on press into the gap between them. It felt enormous.

“Let’s warm you up, shall we!”

Elektra stepped back.

“Strap!”

“My Lady.” Mozzy’s voice.

Crack!

Ruby’s left buttock erupted in fire, taking her breath away with the vehemency of the hit. It had been an overhead strike, landing vertically on her cheek right in the plump centre, right across the welts from the whip she had received earlier on the run. The ponygirl moaned as the pain continued to escalate.

Crack!

The same stroke to her other buttock. Only able to move her torso, Ruby writhed, but that immediately tugged on her tautly tied nipples. She pulled hopelessly at her wrists, fixed to the back of her collar, trying anything that would allow her to cope with the burning pain.

Crack!

The second hit to her left buttock caused Ruby to instinctively rear up. Agony on her nipples. She cried out, tears pouring from her eyes under the hood. As the fourth stroke landed on her right cheek she put all her effort into holding her body flat, sobbing. Two more landed on each buttock.

The following two came from below, upward strokes catching the under-hang of each cheek. The more she squirmed, the more she hurt herself. It was a perfidious position to be bound in. She howled.

“Shush!” Elektra’s tone was sharp. “You know I don’t like a noisy slut!”

The final two hits came from a wider position either side of the pony, the tip of the strap biting into the inside slope of each buttock. Both caused Ruby to lift up, mouth twisting in a rictus of pain, but she was concentrating on mastering the silent scream she had used in her bedroom session with Elektra weeks ago, she fervently didn’t want to prolong the assault.

The next thing to touch Ruby’s scorched bottom was Elektra’s hands, palms cupping the burning hide.

“What a fuss over nothing, Ruby! What are you going to do when I really skin your arse?”

The ponygirl felt the head of the strap-on prod her labia. Elektra’s fingers spread the lips apart and she thrust the dildo into Ruby. Again the pony was left breathless. It felt like the biggest thing she had ever taken inside her. It stretched her – initially it hurt her, not giving her time to adjust to its girth, although Elektra did hold still for a while once the dong was fully embedded. Ruby felt incredibly full.

Elektra eased out less violently and pushed in again. Ruby hummed with pleasure this time as she slowly stretched to the invasion and her vaginal walls rippled around the phallus. Two more thrusts had the ponygirl’s pussy singing with pleasure, but then Elektra pulled out completely, leaving Ruby desperately aroused. She knew this would happen, the woman was only lubricating the dildo.

Two fingers curled inside her pussy, dragging out some of her wetness. She felt her throbbing buttocks spread widely apart. Then the fingers pressed against Ruby’s rosebud, pushed inside, spreading her cream around. Seconds later the head of the strap-on replaced them.

This time Elektra was more careful, easing the dildo through Ruby’s sphincter. It just kept stretching wider. She gritted her teeth against the pain. Elektra kept the steady pressure, sinking the phallus deep into Ruby’s bowels, which distended painfully. It felt huge! Ruby couldn’t help but instinctively try to expel the intruder, which only caused her to cramp and hurt more.

Elektra’s hips pressed against Ruby’s tender buttocks as her guts took the entire strap-on. She was so stretched, so full! She felt so penetrated, so violated – out of control of her own body.

“So tight!” Elektra exclaimed.

Hands grasping Ruby’s hips, Elektra slowly withdrew again until only the imitation glans was left inside. The ponygirl was panting, unable to believe the sensations of having something so big inside her bowels. She felt so submissive and horny.

Slowly the dildo pushed back in again. Gradually, Elektra picked up the pace, starting to fuck Ruby properly. Even though the pain lessened, it was still very uncomfortable – an intense experience. As Elektra’s excitement grew she became more forceful, shoving forward harder each time.

She grabbed hold of Ruby’s braided mane and tugged it, raising the pony’s head and torso, stretching her nipples and breasts. The pain was atrocious and Ruby shrieked, but Elektra had to let go – the sadist needed both her hands on the ponygirl’s hips to maintain the vigorous fucking. She began to pant as she thrust faster and more rigorously. Ruby’s torso was bouncing from the force, each movement pulling painfully on her nipples. The sensations in her bowels were extraordinary.

Ruby hurt everywhere, but still she was turned on, constantly testing the restraints holding her ankles and arms, madly excited by her helplessness and domination. It continued for a long while before Elektra climaxed, growling like a beast, continuing to fuck until the whole orgasm had passed.

Finally, the woman stopped, her breath heaving. She grabbed Ruby around the waist, then her hands slid up to squeeze Ruby’s breasts and then she settled with her elbows and forearms on the ponygirl’s back until her breathing returned to normal.

Ruby felt completely used, but her lust had not been satiated and her tears became born of the frustration. The dildo was still buried fully inside her, Elektra hadn’t pulled out – and she didn’t. She extricated herself from the strap-on harness and left it embedded in the ponygirl’s arse. She caressed Ruby’s buttocks, then swatted them.

“Good girl!”

Then she was gone, the sound of her spurs fading away. It was some minutes before the dildo was removed. It felt like a train had passed through Ruby’s bowels, they ached and felt bruised and swollen. Her arsehole was gaping, she could feel the cool air filling the void deep inside her.

A finger slipped between her labia and found her clitoris, manipulating it skilfully. Ruby squirmed and whimpered, quickly reaching the point of desperation, needing to cum. But she was being edged and the finger withdrew as quickly as it had appeared. She cried out in anguish.

Ruby wasn’t released from the frame. She spent more minutes waiting. Her back was killing her. She was dribbling profusely and panting with lust, despite her pain and discomfort.

At last she heard movement behind her.

“Good boy.” Mozzy’s voice.

There was the snap of the crop onto skin. Ruby waited for the extra pain but it didn’t come – it wasn’t her that had been struck. There was the clink of metal against metal and then she felt a large, real cock press against her buttock. It was fully erect, hot and throbbing.

“Steady!”

The cock dragged across her buttock and then the head pressed clumsily against her labia. There was much grunting and the sound of a struggle, the penis stabbing ineffectually against her slick lips.

“Wait!”

The crop smacked against skin three times, some frustrated masculine growling. Once again a finger burrowed between Ruby’s labia, searching out and finding her clitoris, teasing it, flicking her piercing. The ponygirl gasped and wriggled her hips as best she could to increase the stimulation. But the finger was already gone.

Immediately, the cock sank into her pussy. It was big, but after the artificial dong that had been inside her earlier it moved easily and comfortably. Ruby cried out in delight at the sensation. She felt hips press against her sore bottom as the ponyboy pushed against her hard. With the briefest of pauses to savour the full length of the dick inside her, the ponyboy began to fuck her like he was possessed, growling and grunting, a true beast driven mad with lust. His hips smacked repeatedly into her backside and his strength and power was a shock to Ruby.

How long since he had last been allowed a fuck?

The ponygirl rocked her hips to increase the stimulation inside her, groaning. It felt so good after all the teasing in the last couple of days. She couldn’t help tugging painfully on her nipples as she squirmed and writhed on the prick. She became aware of all the leather and metal wrapping her and holding her, imprisoning her body and head. She was a beast in heat as well as the ponyboy, a primeval creature concerned with nothing but sexual need.

Ruby just let herself go, feeling the beginnings of her orgasm rising. She felt the ponyboy swelling inside her. He roared, a bellow that echoed around them and she sensed his cock spasming as he ejaculated, his thrusts crazed and desperate. He slammed into her and her own climax consumed her. She screamed, wriggling frantically on the cock impaling her, hurting herself – but that was secondary to the ecstasy consuming her. The orgasm held her for a long time, wave after wave of euphoria flooding her entire body.

Eventually she became still, gasping for breath around her bit, aware that the pony inside her had stopped thrusting too. When he was pulled away from Ruby, he resisted, trying to stay inside her even though he was rapidly shrinking. The crop was being used again. As her cum faded away, the ponygirl became conscious of how sore and uncomfortable she was – but it had been worth the price for such a satisfying fuck.

Ruby hadn’t even got her breath back before she felt another pulsing, hot cock pressing into her buttock cheek. The second ponyboy was manoeuvred into the place of the first one. He managed to slip the throbbing erection between her cheeks and immediately started humping her in an act of absolute desperation.

The ponygirl felt a hand grab the prick and point the head at the entrance to her pussy. With a grunt, the ponyboy thrust inside her urgently. Ruby heard the squelch as the penis ploughed through the collective fluids left from the previous fucking. His hips smacked into her buttocks but instantly withdrew as he began to piston back and forth in her tunnel frantically.

It’s like he hasn’t had a fuck in a year!

Was he a bit smaller than the last pony, or was it just there was so much lubrication there was less friction? His style was different, too. Shorter thrusts, quicker withdrawals, a stabbing action – like a jackhammer. It didn’t feel as good as the last one but that didn’t stop her arousal from bourgeoning once more. She jerked her hips in time with his stabs and it felt so good.

There was no way she could possibly get another cum before the ponyboy shot his load, but she was helpless, unable to prevent her growing excitement and stimulation as her lust began to take her over again. She started to pant and squirm once more, shaking her hips. The ponyboy was so strong he had the stamina to keep going at the ferocious pace he had set. Ruby squealed with delight, pleasure overwhelming her again.

But all too soon she felt the ponyboy freeze as his cock expanded and pulsed, firing his spunk into her. He growled and shook his hips. She felt dirty and used as a second load of semen from a second stranger swamped her vagina, this was so depraved and feral. She was nothing but a beast, an animal. It was base raw sexuality stripped of every pretence. She was so turned on again, needing more already, she whimpered and squirmed as the ponyboy was pulled out of her.

Ruby tried to grind herself on the padded bar supporting her hips, but that achieved little. She made a plaintive cry of despair. She groaned as she felt a hand on her labia, rubbing the lips. She tried to grind down on the fingers but she just didn’t have the capability to do even that and she moaned in frustration.

“Because you’ve been a good girl today, just this once, I’ll finish you off. But don’t get any ideas! It won’t happen again!” Mozzy’s voice was soft and close by.

A couple of fingers slipped inside Ruby’s sopping pussy and the ponygirl squealed as her clit hood piercing was expertly tweaked. The groom was so skilled she soon had Ruby wriggling and spasming, struggling in her bonds.

The thing Ruby loved most about being a pony was the freedom it gave her to just yield to that crude bestial lust, removed from all the trappings that constrained a human’s desires. Dignity, decorum and diffidence, she could disregard them all and just exist in the sensual moment.

Her second climax overtook her. She squeaked and sang wordlessly as the ecstasy slowly consumed her, losing herself in the physical sensations of the experience – a bound, powerless ponygirl at the mercy of others but paradoxically free, unrestrained.

In the middle of this, she was dimly aware that Mozzy had spoken.

“Welcome to Hindmere Manor!”

When Ruby became cognizant again, Mozzy had gone. She remained fixed in the rack, her back hurting and utterly exhausted. She could feel the ponyboy spunk trickling down her thighs.


11: Blue Skies and Protein

Or a stable life

The next few days were a steep learning curve for Ruby. Things were very different at Hindmere Manor to life at Cacklebrook Farm. As she had already discovered, the ponies at Hindmere just peed whenever they needed to, there was no set time or place (just like real ponies) but it paid to think ahead and empty her bladder before she was fastened into her crotch strap and its accoutrements. It was humiliating and de-humanizing, but Ruby guessed that was the point.

She never did get a proper look at the stables. Except for one incident, she was always hooded and blind before being led inside. She didn’t understand the point of that.

There were no troughs here, either. She was always watered from a bottle, sucking on a teat. Her food was always in a metal bowl on the floor, eaten on her knees with her face in the food – which was always the awful soggy mess she had eaten that first day. It did vary slightly for the evening meal, which included raw diced vegetables, but it was not at all palatable. Ruby couldn’t comprehend eating nothing but this for months and years without end.

The ponygirl was rarely off her feet – she even had to sleep standing up! After her tack was removed, she would be taken into a white-tiled cubicle. This was the only place her hood was removed. Her bridle would be taken off. There was nothing to see – she was always kept facing inwards at the three white walls. She would be washed down with lukewarm water. Her head bent over a basin fixed to the wall to have her mane washed and teeth brushed.

Her hoof boots were never taken off, neither were her mittens (in that respect it was the same as Cacklebrook.) But when she was not in her pony tack they fitted her with a different harness. Two vertical straps that lay over her shoulders and passed either side of her breasts were connected to two horizontal straps that passed around her torso across her chest and at her waist. The one at her waist was effectively a wide belt that was cinched extra tight.

In place of the hood, a tight fitting leather helmet was laced in place, covering her head completely except for a cut out that revealed the bottom of her nose, mouth and chin. A broad collar was integrated into the helmet that buckled and locked around her neck, ensuring there was no way to get out of it. Ruby hated it. While the rest of her body was cold, her head would be burning hot, damp and sweaty and it was incredibly claustrophobic, pressing against her scalp and face unremittingly. A short tube at the top of the back of her head allowed her mane to flow out and down her back.

A chain to her nose ring was used to lead her around the stables, fasten her in place and to discipline her if she was too slow to respond.

There were a lot of grooms, but Ruby generally found them to be kind and gentle as long as she was obedient and diligent. But they were all very strict if she stepped out of line or was lazy.

When she was put down for the night, a heavy, soft poncho was dropped over her head. It was as thick as a blanket and hung down to her knees. It was the only time she was ever warm. Holes in the material allowed the rings on her harness to poke through. The two rings on her shoulders would be connected to chains hanging down from the ceiling. A much lighter chain was connected to a ring on the top of her helmet.

Her ankles would be pulled a couple of feet apart and cuffed in place. The rings on the tip of her mittens would be fixed to a ring on the front of the belt under the poncho.

Then the hanging chains would be raised until they were taught. And that was it. Ruby would be left for the night.

That first night she had been astounded, unable to believe she was expected to sleep this way. Why not just let her lie down? How would you get the best out of a pony if she hadn’t been well rested?

It had been a stressful as well as a physically exhausting day and Ruby was very tired, but it took a very long time before she nodded off. The chains took her weight, the one on the top of her head kept it upright, but she awoke continually. Each time she was unsure how long she had slept for, but as the night dragged on she realized she was only dozing for short periods.

The next day she felt very tired and unrested and was unusually irritable. But as the nights passed, she gradually became acclimatized, sleeping for longer periods – though she never did achieve a satisfying night’s sleep.

On that first evening, after Ruby had been washed down, harnessed and helmeted, they had put the fake brand on her hip. It seemed to be made of some kind of plastic or silicone and glued in place. She could feel it through her mittens but it wasn’t until much later that she actually got to view it properly, other than a few glimpses caught when her mane was being washed.

It was a two inch diameter circle with the letters DA inside it. The lines were heavy and the letters merged into the circle surrounding it. Two wings sprouted out from the top of the circle. It had a more profound effect on Ruby than she was expecting – especially as she didn’t get to see it properly for several days.

She could feel it whenever she moved, the skin underneath it didn’t flex as usual, so she was constantly reminded it was there. She found herself touching it regularly with her mittened hand whenever she was free to do so. It felt bigger than it actually turned out to be, but whatever – it was a substantial size. She was marked as owned. It caused her to shiver in both fear and lust. But it was only a fake.

Yet, as far as she knew, all the other ponies at Hindmere Manor had the real thing. Red hot metal pressed into their hide. Burnt agonizingly and irrevocably into their bodies, marked for life as property. The thought of it happening to her sent her stomach into somersaults. Could she ever accept it for real?

Ruby had tried to work out how many ponies there were at Hindmere. There seemed to be two real horses. She hadn’t seen any more than the two ponyboys (she learned their names were Tweedledum and Tweedledee.) She was certain there were at least eleven other ponygirls, but she only ever glimpsed them in the outer hall or in passing when she was pulling a cart in the grounds.

She saw the team of six often, always pulling the large carriage. They were run in two rows, three abreast. She really had difficulty distinguishing the differences between them, a considerable effort had been made to match them. While their shaven heads and narrow manes (identical length and shade of blonde) removed much of their individuality, how their body types, height and even breast size had been replicated was mind boggling.

There were at least three racing ponies, identifiable by their very different pony hooves and Ruby had also seen a small but stunningly beautiful show pony with a lustrous blonde mane and very large breasts. None of them ever wore bodystockings out in the winter chill. It was a harsh regimen they all lived under.

Ruby attracted a lot of attention from the grooms. She was a novelty, something new to play with. Every day, at least two or three times, she found herself on her knees with her mouth glued to an unknown pussy. She had to get used to spending large parts of the day with the taste of them lingering behind her bit.

Angelina’s mother was referred to as Domina within the stables. Ruby wasn’t sure if that was an honorific or her actual name. It made sense. The DA on the pony’s fake brand could stand for Domina Aella. Generally, there was a relaxed atmosphere within the stables, but whenever Domina or Elektra were present, that changed. If the background noise suddenly dropped, it was a sign that one of them was present. Everyone became very formal – no more casual conversations, a definite tension in the air.

On her second day there, Ruby found herself fastened between the shafts of a sulky in the outer hall. Her hood had been removed and she was trying to get her eyes accustomed to the light. Domina stepped in front of her. As the day before, the matriarch was wrapped in a heavily padded coat, a fur trimmed hood over her head. Her eyes were like a hawk focussing on its prey.

“What a pretty pony! Now you really look the part!”

Her gloved hand stroked the imitation brand on Ruby’s thigh, before moving up to rub the ponygirl’s bald pate either side of her mane. Then the fingers pressed on Ruby’s plumped lips. Finally, both her hands cupped the pony’s thrust forward breasts.

The part of the harness that strapped up Ruby’s breasts had been changed. The insides of the straps now had sharp metal points lining the leather about a half-inch apart. These pressed painfully into the ponygirl’s tit flesh as they criss-crossed her mammaries. When Domina squeezed them, as well as a ripple of pleasure, multiple pricks caused the pony to flinch. Ruby bit down hard on her bit. Her eyes watered. She was also wearing the same heavy nipple bar as yesterday.

“Very pretty! Let’s see how you run!”

As Domina mounted the sulky, one of the grooms removed the hobble around Ruby’s ankles. At least today the reins were conventional again, without the spikes. As they slapped the ponygirl’s shoulders she pranced forward and was steered towards the big archway and a cold winter’s day. As soon as they were outside the pony was brought up to a trot.

There was a largely blue sky but the sun was low this time of year. The rays provided some much needed warmth, but not enough to compensate for the chill, especially when the wind blew. They headed down the same path that Ruby had run yesterday. She was quickly brought to a canter, then a gallop. The whip cut into her buttocks for the first time, hard and painful.

She was kept at a gallop longer than she had ever been before. Whenever she faltered or slacked off for a moment the whip cracked into her bottom viciously. She was in agony, her breasts bouncing inside the spiked lining of her harness, stabbing her multiple times with every step, the bar clamped to her nipples tugging sharply every time she put a hoof down. Her mouth was curled into a pained grimace, tears flowing heavily.

Finally, she was pulled back to a trot. She was gasping for breath, flecks of spittle launching out with the mist every time she exhaled. Her breasts and nipples were throbbing.

The whip Domina had used was different, too. It was longer and the tip was wicked. It felt like it was cutting her open whenever it bit. Ruby had soon discovered that it was capable of hitting an alternate target as well. They had circled the lake and veered onto the long straight that headed back towards the manor house. Domina immediately brought her back to a canter. Ruby didn’t think she would make it back at this pace without a rest.

There were no verbal commands from Domina, everything was done through the reins and the whip. After a couple of hundred yards the ponygirl was struggling – tired and in pain. The whip was biting her backside like a metronome when suddenly it came around the side of Ruby, the tip catching her breast near the nipple. The pony leapt forward, momentarily blinded by the pain even though her eyes were wide with shock. She was too out-of-breath to make a nose.

Finding new strength in an attempt to avoid another such stroke brought her only a brief respite. The moment she struggled again the whip came around the other side of her, the tip catching the top of her areola. She needed the whip to drive her on, it was near constant now, but she never knew if it would be her breasts or bottom that caught it, each hit causing her to lunge onward, defying her body’s own exhaustion. Pain enveloped her. It was the hardest she had ever been driven.

It was horribly effective. The pain and fear brought extra levels of endurance. She thought her heart would explode but somehow she kept going, passing the manor house on the right-hand side, continuing on the path, circling around the back of the gardens. The sweat and tears had made her vision blurry. The only consolation was the terrain was flat.

Not until they were back on the gravel of the main driveway did Domina pull Ruby back to a walk. Finally the whipping stopped but her breasts and buttocks were burning. Her prancing was erratic. She was determined to get her thighs parallel to the ground despite the muscles aching, but her balance was unstable. She was wobbling, struggling to stay upright. She couldn’t get enough air into her lungs.

They passed under the arch, back into the outer hall of the stables. Despite it all, the dildo inside her had moved with every step and her arousal was raging. She could feel her pussy juice leaking onto her thighs. She was not just a physical captive of her harness and tack, but a prisoner of her own sexuality too.

With a brutal yank on her nipples, Ruby was brought to a standstill. She pulled her feet together and stood as straight as she could, but she felt herself swaying. Almost immediately she felt a hobble chain passing around her ankles.

“A good run, My Lady?” Mozzy asked.

“Splendid! I ran her into the ground and she gave me everything she had. What a sweetie!”

Ruby stumbled as Domina dismounted the sulky. Her chest was rising and falling dramatically. Everything hurt. She kept blinking to try to clear her vision, pulling pointlessly at her bound hands. It was so frustrating to not be able to wipe her eyes.

Domina appeared in front of the exhausted ponygirl. She pushed back the hood of her coat. Her white hair was drawn back from her face and tied in a bun at the back of her head. She was smiling.

“Good pony! You did your mistress proud!”

Once again her hands closed around Ruby’s breasts, squeezing them, pushing the pins lining her harness into Ruby’s flesh. The ponygirl’s tits hurt so much. She whimpered.

“Make sure she gets to cum today. She deserves it.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

Then Domina was gone. Ruby’s blinkers were pushed closed and the hood pulled down over her head. The world was dark again.

Sometime later, Ruby was put in the rack again – only this time she was front facing and standing up. Her heavily welted and extremely tender bottom pushed up against the highest padded bar. Her ankles were spaced apart and cuffed in place, reins drawn over her shoulders and tied behind her so that any movement forward tugged agonizingly on her nipples and pushed the port of her gag against the roof of her mouth. She leaned backwards as far as she could to relieve the strain.

She was then eaten out – by whom she would never know. Someone was on their knees between her legs. It must have been another ponygirl. The mouth was skilled and Ruby was so horny she climaxed sooner than she would have liked. It only sated her for a short while. An hour later she was burning with need again.

The routine in the stables was similar to Cacklebrook. In the mornings she would be attached to various fitness training devices in full tack (except when her arms were being worked out.) After lunch she would be taken out for a run. Ruby didn’t see Domina again while she was resident in the stables, but Elektra did take her out once more. The other days she was driven by a groom, a couple of times by Mozzy. Once the run was over it could get tedious. She would desperately want a rest, but the nearest she got to that was on her knees eating out the grooms.

One late afternoon she found herself back at the rack. But on this occasion it was Tweedledum and Tweedledee who were standing within the bars. Her reins were tied loosely to one of the bars and her bit was removed. It was always such a relief to have the bit out and her tongue free again.

She was placed on her knees in front of one of them. She could hear the key in a lock, the clash of metal on metal, then the released cock hit her in the face. It wasn’t fully erect – Ruby remembered the cock cages prevented the ponyboys from getting fully hard - but the stallion knew what was about to happen and she could feel the penis stiffening against her cheek, pulsing with excitement. She drew her tongue up the length of the prick. It was circumcised.

Ruby cried out when a crop slashed across the top of her buttocks. Her arms struggled to break free from their reverse prayer position; it was an instinctive reaction. Her hips squirmed.

“You’re not worshipping a master’s cock, you’re milking a ponyboy. Get on with it!”

Ruby’s mouth was forced open and the cock manoeuvred inside. She closed her lips around it, feeling the heat and the throb of desperate arousal.

“And make sure you swallow all the cum. It’s good for you. Lots of protein!”

The last real cock she had in her mouth had been Billy the IT guy. This one felt twice the size. The girth stretching her jaw uncomfortably wide. She slid her lips down its length until it was tickling the back of her throat. She moved back and forth several times, fucking it with her mouth, her tongue running over the glans. The ponyboy was so excited she could feel him trying to thrust his hips forward but he was bound too tight to get any significant movement. His passivity was enforced.

The angle was difficult for her to deepthroat. She rose up as high as she could on her knees, still tugging futilely at her bound arms – it would be so much easier if she could use her hands. She managed to get over the top of the cock and sunk down fully on the shaft. She gagged as it hit the back of her throat but was then able to swallow it down. Her lips reached the base. There was no pubic hair, her nose bumping against clear skin.

This caused the ponyboy to bellow. Ruby jumped at the sudden, frightening noise.

She held the cock down as long as she could, then lifted off until only the glans was still in her mouth, resting on her tongue. She used her tongue piercing on the head as she got her breath back before rising up again and swallowing him for the second time. She could feel the cock jerking and knew he was getting close. Bringing him back into her mouth, she sucked hard and tongued his glans again. She could feel the ponyboy struggling against his bonds, empathizing with his maddened need to cum.

As she swallowed him down for a third time, the ponyboy roared and she felt the prick swelling and then pulse violently as he ejaculated straight into her stomach. She kept him down as long as she could. He was still spasming when she brought him back into her mouth, releasing small amounts of spunk. When it stopped jerking, she tongued his hole and swallowed the remaining cum.

When she let the cock slip out of her mouth, the groom stroked her bare scalp.

“Good girl!”

She heard the cock cage being locked back in place. A minute later she had the other ponyboy’s cock in her mouth and soon that was down her throat as well.


12: Hinges and Helmets

Or just hanging around

Ruby had received two orgasms on that first day at Hindmere Manor, and one the following day. After that: nada. She became so desperate for relief. Sexual sensations were all she thought about and craved. It was what ponies lived for and denial was mercilessly cruel, but a regular part of their lives.

On the evening of the sixth night of her stay in the stables there was a change to her routine. Although she couldn’t see, she was familiar enough now with her surroundings to know when she was being taken somewhere different. A number of turns had caused several tugs on her septum ring and her eyes were watering – Ruby wasn’t sure which was worse, being led by her nose or her nipples, certainly the nose was more sensitive to light pulls.

A hand on her chest brought her to a halt. She heard the key going into the lock on the collar of her helmet. It was unbuckled and the leather was peeled off her head. It took a moment to get her mane through the tube at the top, then she felt the loose hair falling around her face and shoulders. She waited for her eyes to adjust to the light, tossing her head to flick the mane away from her face.

She was in a stall and standing right in front of Excalibur, Domina’s favourite ponygirl. Ruby had only seen her from some distance and in full tack before now. In her pony boots she must have been close to seven feet tall, even in her own pony hooves Ruby was at least six or seven inches shorter.

This close, Ruby could see that Excalibur was significantly older than she had first thought, approaching forty. She had gorgeous green eyes, a long face and nose. Classically beautiful, regal.

Like all the other ponies at Hindmere, her mane was narrow. Ruby knew her own mane was three inches wide, Excalibur’s must have been half that, exposing a lot more of her scalp. Her hair looked like it was made of metal. Something that looked like shiny foil had been interwoven into the mane so that hardly any of her real hair was visible. It hung heavily over one side of her head, sparkling under the florescent tube light on the ceiling. It looked stunning.

Her harness was mostly made of metal too. Even though it was of the same basic design as Ruby’s, the belt around her waist was a thick, wide band. It looked like chrome and was polished to a mirror finish. It was formed of two halves with a hinge above one hip and a padlocked clasp above the other. It pulled her waist in very tight and looked mighty uncomfortable. The other straps of the harness were a combination of the shiny metal and silver leather.

But there was also a collar integrated into the harness of the same metal, a solid band about three inches high that forced Excalibur to keep her head up. The whole thing appeared very restrictive and Ruby didn’t envy the other ponygirl.

Excalibur’s breasts were massive, but she was a big woman so they didn’t look freakish. The rings through her nipples were again of the same shiny metal, flickering under the light as her chest rose and fell with each breath. They were thicker than Ruby’s, slightly distending the nipples.

Her figure was statuesque, her body honed to perfection – rippling muscles, shoulders and upper arms sculpted, toned and flawless. The most prominent six-pack Ruby had ever seen. She exuded physical power and really did remind Ruby of a real horse with the sheen to her sleek musculature. She was, quite literally, awesome.

Two heavy chains hanging from the ceiling were connected to her harness at the shoulders, holding her perfectly upright.

A sharp tug on Ruby’s nose ring brought more tears to her eyes.

“On your knees, ponygirl! Excalibur has been a full ponygirl for more than seventeen years! You will show her due respect for having the honour of surrendering your body for her pleasure.”

Ruby dropped down into the sawdust. Excalibur put a foot forward. It was clear what was expected. Ruby bent over and pressed her lips to the booted foot. Even Excalibur’s pony boots were extraordinary. Wherever her foot or ankle needed movement, the boot was made of silver leather. Where it didn’t need movement, it was made of the mirror shine metal, shaped and moulded to fit her feet and lower legs. Excalibur pulled the foot away and replaced it with her other. Ruby kissed this one as reverently as she could too.

As she lifted her torso back upright, Ruby impulsively rose up as high on her knees as she could and pressed her mouth against Excalibur’s pussy. She could only just reach, such was the height of the pony in her hoof boots. Each of her outer labia was pierced four times, each side level with the other. A metal grommet in each piercing showed a sizable hole. It looked bizarre and shocking, the woman’s labia had been hole-punched. It felt weird when Ruby’s lips touched them. The inner labia were just visible and Ruby caught the glint of more metal inside the pussy.

Ruby was off-balance. She held a kiss for as long as she could. It didn’t help that the groom smacked her crop against Ruby’s thigh, though not hard.

“Cheeky pony!

Ruby sat back on her heels. She exchanged a long glance with Excalibur, whose eyes were sparkling with excitement. The veteran ponygirl smiled at her. A hand came up to touch Ruby’s face. Instead of a mitten, Excalibur’s hand was enclosed in the same shiny metal as her harness. It was an oval shaped clamshell that subtly showed the outline of her fingers and thumb trapped rigidly inside. There was a cuff at the wrist that brought the two halves together, a small padlock holding it sealed. The cold metal gently touched Ruby’s cheek. Ruby leaned against it.

The implications of having one’s hands shut away permanently from being able to touch dumbfounded Ruby. At least she could feel things through her mittens and the warmth of another body would transfer through the leather. To lose even that…What a tough way to live!

“Up, Ruby!”

Her nose chain was grabbed by the groom. Ruby quickly rose back to her feet to avoid an agonizing tug. She could perform that manoeuvre effortlessly now, even in the spring-loaded pony boots, something she would have struggled to do just a few months ago.

Ruby was pushed forward so she was standing against Excalibur. There were two more chains hanging down from the ceiling, almost touching the chains that held Excalibur upright. The groom locked these to the rings on Ruby’s shoulders. Ruby dipped her head and kissed the other ponygirl’s breast.

“Behave!”

A hand in Ruby’s mane pulled her head back up. She saw the groom’s arm wave and looked up at what she was waving at. It was a camera fixed on the ceiling in the corner of the stall. A couple of seconds later the chains connected to the shoulders of her harness started to retract upwards. Ruby was lifted off the ground, eyes wide with fear. But it soon stopped. Ruby was hanging six or seven inches off the floor, but her mouth, breasts and crotch were now level with Excalibur’s.

There was a slight discomfort from the harness as it shifted upwards on her body, the chest strap in particular settling awkwardly under her armpits, but it was nothing compared to the everyday pain suffered by a ponygirl. Once she got over the initial shock and her breasts pressed against Excalibur’s, Ruby felt a surge of excitement.

“You only have a few minutes, don’t waste them!”

Excalibur’s arms wrapped around Ruby and pulled her tight against the amazon, breasts crushing against each other. Their lips met in a passionate kiss. Excalibur’s tongue forced its way into Ruby’s mouth. She had three piercings on her tongue – one close to the tip and two more set alongside each other further back, spaced apart and forming a triangle shape – and they rattled against Ruby’s teeth as she dominated Ruby’s mouth.

The groom had left the chain from Ruby’s nose ring dangling and it got in the way, the links caught between their mouths. Their nose rings clashed together as they both sought to exploit the rare opportunity to be able to share the intimacy of a real kiss. Excalibur’s scent and taste was lovely. Ruby wrapped her hands around the back of the ponygirl’s head, feeling the strange texture of her mane.

Excalibur’s legs suddenly lifted from the ground, one wrapping around Ruby’s hip, the other pushing between her legs. Ruby immediately understood what the other pony was trying to do and did the same. They twisted against each other so that their mounds touched, pressing together. They started to grind their labia urgently. Excalibur seemed as desperately aroused as Ruby, like she too hadn’t been allowed to cum for some time.

They started to swing quite violently on their chains, but Ruby only had the fleetest of thoughts about how bizarre this situation was. After so long with only rudimentary physical contact it felt so good to be in the arms of another woman and to have another woman in her own arms. It felt so good to share the warmth of two bodies entwined, even if the cold, hard metal of Excalibur’s harness did provide a brutal adjunct to the reality of their condition.

They found a synchronicity, moving against each other to get the maximum sexual pleasure and it felt beautifully instinctive and pure. But both of them were so excited, so urgently in need of a climax, the moment was over all too quickly. Lips still locked together, Ruby’s orgasm arrived sooner than she wanted. She moaned into Excalibur’s mouth as she felt the pleasure overwhelm her, now moving frenziedly against the other ponygirl. Excalibur followed some seconds later and they writhed desperately together as they swung on their chains. They must have looked like some bizarre tentacled alien lifeform.

It didn’t suddenly stop. Still clinging to each other, they gradually slowed their movements, still rubbing their mounds against one another, still gently merging their breasts together, still softly exploring each other’s mouths. Slowly, their swinging decreased to a slight sway and eventually Excalibur untangled her legs and put her hooves to the ground.

Finally, their lips broke apart and they looked into each other’s eyes placidly. Their arms tenderly stroked one another, empathizing with their shared predicament. Ruby put her head onto Excalibur’s shoulder. She felt like she had known the Amazonian ponygirl for years but they had only just met.

Their revery was broken a few minutes later when the groom returned. She fastened Excalibur’s ankles to rings in the floor about two feet apart, then produced a small stepladder, such was the height of Domina’s ponygirl.

Ruby watched in amazement as a shiny metal helmet was then closed around Excalibur’s head. It was made of two sections, hinged one side, padlocked the other. A little spout protruded slightly back from the centre of her skull which her mane was slipped into, being held above her head, before the helmet was closed. The sparkling, silvery mane flowed out of the top like a fountain.

At the front there were two nostril holes and a big notch that left her mouth and chin uncovered. Otherwise, the surface was unblemished, mirror-finished chrome. It had to have been made from a mould, it was shaped to fit her skull and facial features perfectly, showing the contours of her cheekbones and nose, the sockets of her eyes. It took Ruby’s breath away. It was beautiful and barbaric at the same time, deeply erotic. She tried to imagine what it must feel like to spend most of your life locked inside it.

Then the groom attached a thin chain that hung down from the ceiling to a loop built into the top of the helmet that held Excalibur’s head upright.

But as her eyes drank in the sight, Ruby’s own leather helmet was then pulled back over her skull and she was in darkness again. She felt the collar click as it was locked in place tight around her neck. In the whole of her seven night stay in the Hindmere Manor stables, that was to be the only time Ruby had been able to see outside of the washing cubicle. It wasn’t something she would forget.

She felt a similar chain being connected to the top of her helmet – it was the standard procedure for the night-time standing sleeping position. Ruby was still hanging several inches above the floor in her harness.

What happened next certainly wasn’t the standard procedure for bedding down for the night. Ruby’s legs were pulled wider apart and a large dildo was pushed into her. She was plenty wet enough for it to slide in effortlessly. She shuddered in pleasure as her vaginal walls stretched a little to accommodate it. But then the phallus started to move about inside her. For a moment Ruby was puzzled, but then she worked out it was a double-ended dildo, the other end being inserted into Excalibur.

From behind, she was pressed towards the other ponygirl, the same thing was happening to Excalibur. Ruby sunk further onto the dong until she felt the stretched lips of her labia meet Excalibur’s perforated labia halfway along the dildo. They were both mounted on the same faux-cock.

Next, a smaller but similar doubled-ended dildo was forced into her mouth. It was much shorter, but she could feel with her tongue the imitation glans and even veins on the shaft. Soon her lips were pressed against Excalibur’s, both of them sucking on the same dildo-gag. A chain was connected between the collars of the two ponygirls, ensuring that neither could pull back from their position.

Then their nipple rings were joined together. Ruby’s left breast against Excalibur’s right, Ruby’s right against Excalibur’s left. A belt was passed around both their waists and buckled tight, pulling their bodies hard against each other. Cuffs were fastened around Ruby’s ankles and chains connected to the same rings in the floor holding Excalibur’s legs in place. Finally, Ruby’s mittens were linked to a ring on the back of Excalibur’s harness, leaving her hugging the amazonian woman. Excalibur’s metal encased hands were fastened to the back of Ruby’s harness, the cold, hard metal pressing against her back.

Before the groom left, she wrapped a blanket around the shoulders of the two ponies, tying the corners together, effectively creating a woolly cape under which they were both shrouded.

Neither Ruby the ponygirl or her alter-ego Kara Lee had ever been so intimately entwined with another human being. The slightest movement by either ponygirl immediately transferred itself to the other. The dildo flexing, shifting marginally back and forth. Breasts mashing and slipping against one another, tugging gently on their nipples. Labia pressing together, squeezing, stretching further open. Even the gag moved, tickling the back of Ruby’s throat unpleasantly, threatening to trigger her gag reflex.

Ruby could feel the heat from Excalibur’s body juxtaposed against the cooler, unyielding metal that made up much of the amazon’s harness. Every breath from each of them grazed across the skin of the other. They were all extraordinary sensations, yet Ruby could only move the very smallest of amounts, bound immutably to the hard-bodied woman.

It wasn’t long before they were both squirming to maximize the stimulation they could achieve. As their arousal started to crank up again, their writhing became more violent and desperate. The chains from the ceiling holding them in place were squeaking and groaning – limited in their movement by the ponies’ fettered ankles.

Having both recently climaxed and with their movements so restricted, they could only attain modest excitement from this effort; the road to their next orgasms was a long one. Both were breathing hard, the energy required to get there was immense, but both continued determinedly.

They fathomed that if they worked together rather than independently if was more effective. Synchronizing their hips, they achieved a back and forth motion on the dildo to give themselves the gentlest of fucks. Rubbing their breasts together in a certain way gave exquisite pleasure. They persisted, their lust overcoming their exhaustion and eventually they managed to climax, both cumming at the same time. They hugged one another, crushing their bodies together, draining every morsel of pleasure before hanging limply, muscles aching, chests heaving, lips trying to kiss one another around the dildo gag plugging their mouths.

It would be a very long night.


13: Stilettos and Pepper Juice

Or to the manor bound

Kara was hanging upside-down on a wall. Her legs had been stretched wide apart so she was almost doing the splits, but not quite - enough to put a strain on her thighs and groin, an ache that was slowly escalating in intensity. Her ankles were cuffed in place, so she had no possibility of alleviating the situation.

She was wearing a black latex catsuit that had strategic cut-outs for her breasts, buttocks and vulva. Thigh high ballet boots held her feet at the sharpest of angles and her waist was cinched tightly into a corset that made breathing an effort. Her arms were pulled straight out from her sides, currently parallel to the floor and latex gloves running right up to her shoulders wrapped her arms and fingers closely. More cuffs at her wrist held them in place.

A rubber helmet completely encased her head. It had little tubes that pushed into her nose to enable her to breathe. There was a cut-out around her lips, the seam of which was reinforced to grip firmly, forcing her mouth out in an exaggerated pout. A high posture collar was locked around her neck, holding her head utterly immovable. Her mane spurted from a tube on the top of her head, hanging down, the end of it touching the floor.

A strap around her waist and clips to rings in her collar held her fast to the wall. The only things Kara could move were her fingers and her mouth. Only, technically, she wasn’t sure if she was actually fixed to the wall or not. What she was bound against was either on the wall or in it. Whatever, it was capable of being turned like a wheel so she could be placed upside-down or right-side up and anywhere else in between.

After seven nights in the stables, that morning Kara had been surprised to have her pony boots removed. Instead of being tacked up for the day, she had been enveloped in this rubber outfit and brought (she assumed) into the manor house for the first time. As the helmet had no eye holes, she remained blind. Mounting her had involved a host of women and a ramp but had been implemented with military precision.

Now, every ten minutes, someone was fingering her pussy to the edge of orgasm and then withdrawing their hand, leaving her desperate and frustrated. She would then be turned 45o and left to stew. She had started upright, been turned on her side, upside-down, on her side again and upright again. Into her second revolution, she was now upside-down again.

Small, soft and gentle hands had quickly learned how to best excite her and get her squirming and whimpering. They also knew exactly when to stop, just as the first sparks of Kara’s orgasm began to flicker. Burning hot inside her rubber prison, Kara continually fought her bonds. She was so aroused and so helpless, it was a vicious cycle. She could see a path to madness before too long.

But this time, when the rap of stilettos got louder, Kara noticed a difference. Longer steps, a slower pace. Someone different was approaching. Hands grabbed her breasts, moving them across her chest, squeezing them. Kara groaned with pleasure. Then the hands moved to her thighs, handling her intimately and possessively.

“Good morning, Kara!” The voice of Domina.

“Good morning, My Lady.” Kara’s voice was cracked and gritty. It was the first time she had spoken a word in more than three weeks.

“Did you enjoy your time in my stables?”

“Yes, My Lady.”

“Glad to hear it. Now you know what life is like for a real ponygirl. You did very well, you can be proud of yourself.”

“Thank you, My Lady.”

“Now you have work to do. This afternoon you will start on a portrait of Excalibur for me.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

“But before then I’m going to have some fun with you. First, let’s make you a little less comfortable. I am so looking forward to hurting you!”

Domina snapped her fingers. Kara heard the rap of more stilettos on the wooden floor as someone else approached them. Then a different kind of snapping sound as latex gloves were pulled on hands. A few moments later one of those hands was cupping her vulva. So easily and casually Kara could be handled in her most intimate of places. Her vulnerability only added to her excitement.

“Feel that heat! Well, it’s about to get even hotter!”

Kara’s labia were gently manipulated. She groaned in pleasure. Fingers slipped inside, exploring and caressing her. Kara wanted to scream she was so desperate to cum. She tried to squirm but she didn’t even have enough movement to do that! Her clit hood piercing was tweaked, a finger lightly brushed her clit, then gradually pressed harder. Kara’s hips spasmed. She murmured wordlessly at the exquisite touch. This continued until Kara felt the first tendrils of her orgasm curling around her consciousness. And then the fingers were gone. She whimpered in anguish.

“You don’t get to cum for nothing, Kara, not at Hindmere Manor. You have to earn it.”

Kara felt her bottom cheeks pushed apart. Something hard pressed against her rosebud insistently. With a screwing motion and an increase in pressure, her sphincter opened to accept the invader. It was a butt-plug – a large one. It was well lubricated and slipped inside easily. Her bumhole stretched wide, hurting momentarily, then shrank back around the base as the plug lodged in her rectum.

Almost instantly her sphincter and bowels began to tingle. The plug had been coated in something. Initially it was very pleasant, firing Kara’s arousal once more. She ground her buttocks against the surface behind her, exclaiming. But slowly the tingling turned to burning and began to get intense. She began to pull at her bindings and gasp for breath. It had now become fiery, searing, but she couldn’t move to alleviate the discomfort. She moaned and heard Domina laugh.

“It’s lubricated with pepper juice. I’m told it’s a very educational experience!”

Inside her rubber helmet, Kara’s eyes started to water, the tears running up her face instead of down.

“Now, let’s fill that insatiable cunt of yours!”

Fingers peeled back Kara’s labia and she felt the head of a dildo pushing inside her. It was big, but Kara was used to taking them. She felt her tunnel stretching to accommodate the beast as it sank deep. Once again, that tingling sensation that felt fantastic. She was completely stuffed fore and aft, she could feel both the plugs pressing against each other, her vagina and bowel walls trapped in between. She had lost control of the inside of her body.

Soon the burning started in her pussy as well. The end of the dildo had a flange that pressed against her labia – even her lower lips were starting to scald. Kara began to sob, overwhelmed by the discomfort and helpless to do anything about it.

She was being turned again, right through 180o this time so she was upright. Kara was constantly writhing against her shackles now, she wanted to scream but dared not to for fear of bringing even worse upon herself, but her mouth was open in a silent howl.

“That’s much better! I do like watching a slut in distress!”

Each of Kara’s nipples was grabbed between a thumb and forefinger, rolled between them. Immediately Kara felt the tingling.

“I need to make sure the juice gets into every little pore of your nips! You won’t believe how big they will be in five minutes, fit to burst!”

Soon Kara’s nipples felt like they were on fire.

This is hell, utter hell!

She heard the snap and crackle of latex gloves being removed and prayed that it signalled the end of Domina’s torments, though more in hope than expectation.

Kara let out a long moan. Her nipples really did feel like they were about to explode. A finger pressed against her lips.

“Quieten down, Kara, we’ve hardly started yet!”

Then hands were on her breasts again – careful to avoid the nipples – squeezing, pushing them against each other, cupping them and weighing them up.

“There is something strangely compelling about your tits, Kara. Whenever I look at them I feel compelled to hurt them. I think it’s because they are so perky, they look impudent!”

Still the burning was getting worse. Kara wanted to plead for mercy she was so desperate. She bit her lip.

I must not!

“Let’s give these some colour, shall we!”

Smack!

A few seconds after Domina’s hands left Kara’s body, Kara felt a slap into the meat of her right breast. It was a short, flat implement, either a small strap or a belt. The stinging grew in intensity for several seconds after the strike. It was followed by a duplicate to her left breast. Then there was a flurry of slaps, three to one breast, three to the other, back and forth, attacking all parts. Underneath the nipple, above the nipple, into the side. The strikes continued unabated for some time, the pain escalating.

Kara could do nothing but jerk against her bonds, sobbing.

“Lovely! It’s marking up your tits beautifully!”

Briefly, Domina’s fingers stroked the burning skin, before the assault resumed, alternating between Kara’s breasts. The next time Domina stopped she was breathing hard. The strokes had been getting more vehement and faster.

“Isn’t pain wonderful, Kara! Without it, how would we fully appreciate pleasure! We can’t have one without the other.”

Smack!

The next hit was directly onto Kara’s nipple. The helpless woman howled, unable to keep quiet any longer.

Smack!

The other nipple. For the next dozen strikes, Domina worked only on Kara’s nipples, switching from one to the other. Finally the blows stopped. Kara was so blinded by pain and discomfort that she didn’t notice the smacks had stopped for some seconds.

Then she was being turned again, back upside-down. She could feel the blood rushing back to her head, which was already suffocatingly hot under the latex helmet. She was panting.

Snap!

This time the leather bit into the inside of Kara’s thigh, close to her pussy.

Snap!

Her other thigh. The hits were on the latex of her catsuit rather than bare skin, but they still stung the sensitive, stretched taught area underneath. Several hard fast strokes on one thigh were then duplicated on the other. The pain compounded over time. Kara yelped and squealed. Wriggling the tiny amount that was all she was permitted, unable to mitigate in the slightest anything that was being done to her.

Domina continued furiously for several minutes, working her way up and down the length of each of Kara’s thighs. It seemed it was never going to end and Kara wasn’t quite sure when it had, dimly becoming aware that she could no longer hear the snap of the leather on latex.

Next, Kara became aware of the dildo being partially withdrawn from her pussy. Briefly, she was fucked with it – which felt so good, scratching the itch of the pepper juice. Then a finger wormed itself against her clit, manipulating it skilfully. Despite the momentous pain and discomfort, she found herself responding, her arousal surging once more.

Her hips spasmed, fighting the belt holding her soundly in place. How could she feel so excited and so bad at the same time – it made no sense! The finger caressed, a featherlight touch one moment, then ground down emphatically the next. Kara gasped and gurgled, forced into passive acceptance of whatever was being done to her. She felt a rising euphoria.

But yet again, as she reached the brink of her climax, the finger withdrew, the dildo was slammed fully into her again. Kara wailed in despair.

“Kara! You are about to be given the honour of servicing me with your mouth. I trust you are suitably motivated to do a good job. You wouldn’t want to disappoint me, I’m sure?”

Through her haze of sensation, Kara tried to make sense of the words and form a coherent reply.

“I would welcome the privilege… Thank you, My Lady.”

“I should hope so! Let’s find out if you are worthy or if you need more motivation to perform at your best!”

Kara tried to focus. She registered the sound of a zip. A few seconds later a slick, pungent pussy pressed against her mouth. Domina was very excited, obviously enjoying her torment of Kara. Kara was unable to stop squirming from the fire in her bowels, pussy and nipples, but she glued her lips onto Domina’s vulva, terrified of what would be done to her if she couldn’t satisfy the sadist.

She pushed her tongue between the labia. Domina was so hot and wet. She had a very strong flavour, distinctive, but not pleasant to Kara. Kara explored with the tip of her tongue, trying different techniques to see if she could learn what drew the best response from the woman, living by her wits.

Meanwhile, to occupy her hands, Domina began to fuck Kara with the dildo, drawing it partially out and thrusting it forcefully back in. After initially feeling good, it began to make the burning from the pepper juice even worse, ensuring it was rubbed into the sensitive membrane of her vaginal wall. Kara wailed into Domina’s pussy, tears pouring from her eyes.

Kara was aware of Domina breathing heavily. The older woman began to grind her pussy against Kara’s mouth, filling it with her unique taste. Kara thought she had found the G-spot, lapping desperately back and forth along the woman’s vagina and getting an animated response. Then she moved her tongue to focus on the clitoris – was it her imagination, or did it feel old and grizzled, the product of decades of sexual excess?

She worked on it studiously, using her tongue piercing, feeling Domina’s hips spasm. Her tongue was aching but she dared not relent for a moment. The urgency of the woman’s movements increased and Kara sensed she was about to peak. She pummelled the nub with everything she had and felt the pussy convulse as Domina climaxed. Kara’s lips were bruised as they were crushed and pinched during the woman’s violent movements. Kara didn’t stop, keeping her attention on the clit until the vulva stopped spasming and the hips stilled.

The pussy eventually pulled away from Kara’s mouth. She drank in as much air as she could. Her head was so hot inside its rubber prison and upside-down. She could feel her sweat running along the ripples in the latex. She continued to helplessly struggle against her restraints in the vain hope of gaining some release from her torments.

A finger began to wipe up the secretions on and around Kara’s lips and feed them into her mouth. She sucked on the finger, worshiping it, taking every drop of fluid and swallowing it down.

“That was very good, Kara. An excellent performance. Most enjoyable!”

Kara felt immense relief. She felt a hand stroking the side of her rubberized head. Then she heard the rap of stilettos fading away. It was definitely Domina, Kara recognized the gait. But there was still a finger pushing pussy juice into her mouth. The finger she was sucking so diligently didn’t belong to the matriarch. No sooner had it left her mouth, than the finger was back on her clitoris, teasing her once more. She felt disappointment that she was not considered worthy of Domina’s touch.

But soon that was forgotten as the artful finger worked its magic on her clit and her clit hood piercing, making her gasp and squeak as her arousal was turned up like the volume on a stereo. She twitched in her bonds, continuing to weep.

No matter how much pain and discomfort they inflicted on her, Kara’s lust just could not be countered. Nothing could stop the unquenchable need for sexual satisfaction that now dominated her life, completely unrestrained no matter how much they restrained her body. She was a junkie who would take anything for another fix and even excited by her own impotence to resist.

The finger ground itself on her clit and she felt the sparks of her climax igniting once more, for the umpteenth time that morning. She waited for the finger to withdraw and leave her on the edge, as it had on all the previous occasions, but this time it didn’t. It kept going and her orgasm rushed upon her. She screeched, the only physical reaction she was capable of as her body shuddered but remained rigidly held on position. For possibly a minute, the agony gripping her body was superseded by the ecstasy of her climax and everything she suffered was worth it for that moment of bliss.

She gasped for air, her still stinging breasts, topped by burning nipples, rose and fell dramatically. Her eyes blinking repeatedly to clear the tears inside their dark, hot, damp jail. She couldn’t believe Domina had finally allowed her to cum.

Two minutes later, she had been turned on her side and heard the second pair of stilettos tap away from her, leaving her alone once again, her lower holes still stuffed full and burning unbearably from the pepper juice. She was still fidgeting, squirming hopelessly as she suffered. Kara began to cry again.


14: Conservatories and Chrome

Or Reflections

Excalibur in her show tack was truly a sight to behold. Kara had never seen such a fantastic vision made real. She hadn’t thought she would ever see another ponygirl that had a more stunning visual impact than Sapphire, but here she was.

As with her night-time harness, most of Excalibur’s ponygirl tack was made of form-fitting, mirror-finished metal that looked like chrome. It had clearly been made to fit her exactly. It covered her breasts like armour, shaped to each, with round holes about three-inches wide at the tips through which her areola and nipples were revealed.

The breast plate ran all the way up to her throat where it morphed into a severe collar that completely covered her neck and cupped her chin, holding her head in a fixed position slightly tilted back. Chains from her earlobes were linked to the collar, stretching her lobes downward so that they were under constant tension.

Two broad curves of metal covered her scalp either side of her mane, connected front and back to a band that ran around the ponygirl’s forehead. Either side of her eyes, a strip of metal curved down over her cheekbones to end in a ring either side of her mouth to which her bit was attached. Little tags of silver leather connected the bottom of the rings to the top of her collar.

The curved metal over her cheekbones also held her blinkers, which were hinged so they could be closed over her eyes to blind her when required. Even then, the blinkers had been shaped precisely to fit over the curve of her nose and meet in the middle with a barely visible gap.

It must have been terribly claustrophobic having her head fixed in place, wrapped in the hard, heavy metal. The thought made Kara shudder.

Behind her back, the ponygirl had her arms held in the full reverse prayer position. Rigid fetters held her elbows together in the small of her back. Her hands, clad in the metal ovoid clamshells, were directly linked to the back of her collar.

The broad metal band nipping her waist in tight was a permanent fitting, Kara had learned. Linked front and back to the breast plate by a series of flat chains. The crotch plate was a curved, inverted triangle, the apex pushing between the pony’s legs. Her tail was not made of hair, but some kind of fine metal strands sprouting from her bumhole. It had the same shape, fullness and texture of a tail but glittered in the light. It almost looked like tinsel.

Excalibur gleamed all over, the metal immaculately clean, catching and reflecting the light from all angles. It was dazzling. Her height and exquisite musculature imposing a striking, amazonian figure, topped by her mane – also having a resemblance to tinsel – hanging loose to one side of her head and down her back.

The ponygirl was the most dramatic and erotic sight Kara had ever seen. She was unreal. And Kara had to capture her image onto canvas for the most exacting and fastidious client imaginable!

Kara felt more than a little trepidation, glancing from Excalibur to the blank canvas on her easel and back again. Fear knotted her gut even as her pussy pulsed with lust. She began to sketch.

They were in the conservatory of Hindmere Manor. A huge, ornate Victorian structure attached to the back of the manor house. It must have been thirty yards square, rising to a high dome in the centre, all made of glass. Kara couldn’t imagine the amount of work required to keep it so clean.

A criss-cross of paths formed a grid through the building. In between them an exotic collection of plants, trees, bushes and flowers made her feel she was in some tropical country. The central area under the top of the dome was an open space reaching right across the width of the conservatory, giving full views outside the glass to the left and right. She could see the other dome of the stable block.

There were three metal-framed armchairs and a matching sofa, together with a couple of tables, in the centre of the open space, placed beside a pond filled with boldly coloured fish. Excalibur had been posed to one side against a backdrop of palms and strangely leaved plants.

The ponygirl couldn’t move anything above the waist except her eyes and mouth. She stood proudly, but her tack enforced that position ruthlessly. Dribble hung from her chin in strands and was collecting on her breastplate. It was the only blemish in her appearance. Her silver reins were behind and above her, tied in a loose knot to a branch.

A hobble chain around her ankles ensured she couldn’t move at all, even if she was so inclined. But she remained passive and stock-still, her eyes mostly staring forward, though occasionally they glanced towards Kara curiously. A groom was sat in one of the armchairs reading a magazine, periodically checking on the pony. Her initial interest in the proceedings had soon turned to boredom.

Kara’s thigh and groin muscles still ached from the strenuous position she had been bound in that morning – not helped by her desperate and continual struggles to escape. There was still a mild discomfort in her bowels and pussy even though she had been given two enemas and two douches afterwards.

She was still wearing the latex catsuit and corset, though the helmet had been replaced with a virtually identical one – the only difference being it had stylishly curved holes for her eyes. Even Domina was forced to concede Kara wouldn’t be able to paint blind. A maid had heavily made-up Kara’s eyes and painted her lips bright red, glossing them too. Kara didn’t know if Excalibur had recognized her from their night together. Her red mane spilled out of the tube on the top of her head and down her back – that should have given her away.

The ballet boots had also been replaced, much to Kara’s relief. She could barely stand up in them unaided. The new boots covered her legs completely right up to her bare crotch. They had the highest of heels, only a tiny triangle of the soles were actually in contact with the floor, her feet and ankles held at an acute angle. Pencil-thin steel stilettos made balancing difficult. They were hurting her already. At least the collar had been removed and she could now move her head and neck properly.

Kara desperately wanted to renew her relationship with Excalibur. The night they had spent together, literally entwined, physically connected as closely as two human beings could be unless they were actual conjoined twins, had created an intimacy that had been special and unforgettable. But she hadn’t been allowed close enough to the stunning ponygirl to be able to touch her in even the most nominal way.

She longed to take the creature in her arms again and press against her hard body, to press her lips to any and every part of her, to make it clear how much she admired and adored the pony. But she would not be given the opportunity.

There was a chain connected to each of her nipple rings, the two merging into a longer, sturdier chain. This looped gently to her left, where about three feet away the end was looped around the wrist of a maid.

Domina had been present for a few minutes, resplendent in an orange leather catsuit, discussing with Kara what she was expecting from the painting, answering Kara’s questions.

“You are not allowed to wander around the manor willy-nilly, Kara. You will always be chaperoned by a maid who you will obey dutifully.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

“And you will remain an anonymous figure, defined by your exposed tits, arse and cunt, clearly establishing your position to everyone – including yourself. Do not forget you are primarily a sex object.”

“I understand, My Lady.”

The maids at Hindmere wore uniforms very similar to that worn by Lily at Cacklebrook. Elaborate Victorian style full-length dresses all made of gleaming black and white latex. Bustles at the back of their hips projected their skirts out behind them and this was juxtaposed against their tightly corseted wasp-waists and ample bosoms. The one notable difference was their caps. These were much smaller, revealing most of their hair – delicate little trifles pinned to the tops of their heads.

There seemed to be a lot of maids (there must be a lot to do to keep such a large place so immaculately presented.) They glided elegantly around the rooms, their latex crackling, snapping and swishing, all looking identikit except for their varying hair colours.

Kara’s bare breasts still bore the marks from Domina’s attack on them that morning and Kara felt strangely self-conscious about it, standing next to the maid and with the groom casting furtive, lascivious glances at her from time to time. It had been so different since she had received her breast augmentation. They had become a primary target to inflict pain and humiliation upon her, she was made to be conscious of them so much of the time.

Being completely covered up except for her erogenous zones powerfully achieved its intended effect, displaying her as a sexual entity with no identity, a used sex toy. She felt both a thrill and the humiliation of the status. Everyone could view her most private parts. Her bottom still showing countless whip marks of various ages from her previous week in the stables. Kara felt every bit the submissive slut she was and the knowledge only turbocharged her lust.

As she worked on the initial drawing and started using paint for the first time, the time passed. The discipline shown by Excalibur was amazing. Kara hadn’t seen the ponygirl move a muscle since she had been placed in position – or the maid for that matter. The painful cost of displeasing Domina was no doubt a strong motivator, as well as the product of rigorous training.

Kara thought back to what the groom had said that night she spent with Excalibur. A full ponygirl for seventeen years! That was an astonishing piece of information. She was filled with awe and respect for the pony and her courage – especially given the harshness and cruelty so readily displayed by Domina and Elektra. She tried to imagine what Excalibur must have endured during that time and the literal unremitting discipline she had been under for so long.

Kara had also noticed that Excalibur wore Domina’s brand not just on one hip, but both sides. Twice she had been subject to red-hot metal pressed into her flesh, searing her owner’s mark onto her hide. What an act of submission! It was so shocking…and so erotic.

It was February and the days were getting longer, but eventually it had become too dark for Kara to work on. There was lighting in the conservatory, but it was mood lighting, highlighting the plants and the walkways, not bright enough to work in. Kara turned to the maid.

“I think we have to stop now, miss.” She had no idea how she was supposed to address the maid. The maid looked at the groom.

“Thank fuck for that!” The groom didn’t seem at all happy with her afternoon’s scheduled assignment.

As she got up and approached Excalibur it looked comical. The groom was maybe five feet six, Excalibur maybe six feet ten. It was little and large, yet little had all the power, authority and control. The smaller woman squatted down and removed the hobble chain from around the ponygirl’s burnished ankles. In the half-light, Excalibur appeared even more striking – all the available light reflecting off her tack and giving her an ethereal presence. Kara wanted to make love to her.

The groom took the reins from the branch and effortlessly took charge of the pony, grabbing the reins close to the bit, pulling sharply on Excalibur’s nipples. The pony moved for the first time in two and a half hours, prancing impeccably behind the groom, hooves striking the flagstone floor and echoing off the glass walls. The ponygirl was led straight out the door into the gardens.

Kara was remembering the night she had spent joined so intimately to the pony, her arousal surging at the memory of the taste, feel and scent of the beautiful woman. The maid tugged purposefully on the chain to Kara’s nipples to jolt her out of her reverie.

“You can leave the stuff here, miss.”

The maid headed off back towards the house, latex crackling, stilettos ringing on the stone floor and Kara had to move quickly to stay close, trying to avoid the chain becoming taught.

Or a room with a view

Kara quickly found herself back in her ballet boots and the helmet without the eye holes. Shoulder length latex gloves were rolled up her arms, which were then put in the reverse prayer position behind her back and her wrists were clipped to a ring on the back of the collar integrated into her helmet. On her knees with her head to the floor, she was then taken to the edge of orgasm once more, slowly and deliberately, only to be promptly locked into a chastity belt. The metal and leather contraption was less than comfortable.

She was fed her evening meal on her knees, like a baby, opening her mouth for each fork full of food. At least it was tangible, real food instead of the slop fed to Ruby the ponygirl. Her breasts and nipples were played with constantly.

After the meal her teeth were cleaned, her mouth washed. She wasn’t sure why, as she spent the next while eating out a succession of pussies that were pressed against her mouth. She counted five in all. Her lips were bruised and swollen, her tongue aching, her mouth and nose full of the combined taste and smell of all five.

Immediately following, she was gagged. It was an infernal inflatable type that pushed her cheeks out into two balls, a breathing tube through the centre that whistled with her every breath. On the positive side she didn’t have to pee on the floor anymore, but was taken to a proper toilet.

She was led through the house, her nipples still on the end of a chain. She struggled in the ballet boots, though it was actually easier to walk in them than stand still. Her steps were haphazard and twice the maid caught her as she was about to topple over, which was very frightening.

Eventually she was walking on a soft carpet or rug. She could hear the crackle of a real fire and voices. She recognized Domina and Elektra immediately. There was also another woman and a man whose voices Kara didn’t recognize. She was bent over a soft rounded shape, her face and breasts against a cushion – she guessed the arm of a chair. Her bare buttocks were her highest point.

“Thank you, Gigi.”

The conversation continued, Kara’s arrival apparently not worthy of comment. After a while, a hand stroked her helmeted head almost absentmindedly, as if it was a cat laying on a lap.

“Would you like to mark the slut up before we put her on display?” Domina asked.

“That’s a very generous offer!” The man exclaimed.

“Fetch the rattan, Gigi.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

Kara’s heart began to thump in her chest. The cane was usually reserved for punishment. What had she done to earn that?

Big rough hands grabbed her buttocks – a man’s hands. They felt her up thoroughly.

“What a beautiful arse!”

“Many think it’s her best feature, certainly of her natural assets.” Domina’s tone was spitefully gleeful. “Thank you, Gigi.”

Kara felt the cane press against her bottom, replacing the hands after a final pinch. Kara felt a genuine panic and distress at what was about to occur. Despite everything that she had suffered, there was something about the blinding agony of a cane stroke that she feared the most.

“Any preference?” The man asked.

“No, just as you desire.”

Kara heard the cane hum through the air and braced herself, but there was no contact. Her gloved hands, held against the back of her neck, curled into fists. She bit down on the rubber filling her mouth.

Again the hum, this time followed by a crack. No matter how she prepared psychologically, the atrocious pain always shocked her, leaving her momentarily stunned and breathless. She automatically tried to rear up but the hand that had been stroking her rubberized scalp spread its fingers and held her down.

“Lovely!” Domina remarked.

“She marks beautifully!” The unknown woman commented.

Kara was barely aware of the words. The pain was all consuming.

The second stroke cracked against her posterior. Kara howled at the top of her lungs, the gag at least giving her the freedom to vent her agony. After the third she couldn’t keep her legs still any longer. They moved the only way they could, kicking back instinctively.

“I do apologize. She’s not fully trained yet! Though the quality of your cuts will help in her education. Gigi, Mimi, hold the slut’s ankles!”

“It’s quite alright. Shows that she’s feeling it.” The man didn’t seem put out.

“You will receive double the strokes for that, Kara!” Domina barked.

Kara’s ankles now firmly in the grip of the maids’ hands, she couldn’t move at all as stroke after stroke bit into her bottom.

Marvellous technique, Sir Reginald!” Domina commented.

It felt to Kara like she was being sliced open. She sobbed and writhed, praying for the ordeal to finish. Again the cane cracked against her buttocks.

“A round dozen, that should be enough, don’t you think?” Sir Reginald asked.

“Perfect Reggie! One can still see each individual line. She’ll be feeling it for days! It looks beautiful. A great job!” The woman spoke.

“Lovely! Thank you so much, Sir Reginald.” Domina again.

“Don’t mention it. It was an absolute pleasure. If ever there was an arse made for beating, it’s this one!”

“Mount the slut on the wall.” Domina ordered.

Kara’s breath whistled urgently through the tube in her gag, trying to get enough air. She was pulled to her feet and half-carried across the room, hips still writhing from the burning in her buttocks. She was walked up a ramp and her feet placed against the wall, the front of her ballet boots pressing against it, feet about two feet apart. Her ankles were fixed in place.

She felt her mane being twisted into a rope of hair and tied to something on the wall above her head. There was a sharp pain in her scalp as she found herself being held up on the wall largely by that rope of hair. Then the chain that ran to her nipple rings was passed through a ring in the wall directly in front of her breasts. It was pulled tight so that her nipples were actually touching the wall and fixed like that.

For a moment, her torso was hanging on the wall by only her hair and nipples, an agony that stopped her moving at all as it only increased the pain. Then a belt was put around her waist, again connected directly to a ring on the wall in front of it.

She heard the maids’ stilettos retreating down the ramp, the ramp being folded away. Kara was mounted on the wall.

In truth, the bands around her ankles were taking a lot of her weight and the ballet boots were sturdy enough that the extra discomfort to her legs was minimal. If she kept still and let her body rest against the wall, the pain in her nipples and on her scalp was moderate. But when she moved even a fraction, they screamed in protest – but it was so hard to stay still when her bottom felt like it had been skinned.

The helmet was so hot, Kara was burning up. Tears and sweat pooling under her eyes against the tightly fitting rubber, but she had to keep concentrating to hold the delicate balance that minimized her distress. She continued to flex her gloved hands, chained to the back of her neck. They were the only part of her it was safe to move.

Most of the time the conversation in the room had nothing to do with Kara. She was now just a bizarre display piece up on the wall. Occasionally someone would remark how delightful she looked. A couple of times Sir Reginald was complemented on the skill with which Kara’s buttocks had been marked up. At one point, Domina’s pet (named Booboo) was offered to relieve the uncomfortable bulge in Sir Reginald’s trousers. It was eagerly accepted.

Kara was feeling sorry for herself. Her toes were killing her inside the ballet boots and her buttocks throbbed mercilessly. Everything hurt. Her nipples and scalp, her waist in the corset, her arms and shoulders fixed in the reverse prayer position. Her thighs and groin were still sore from the extreme position they had been bound in that morning. Her jaw and cheeks ached, stretched by the punishing gag.

At some point the occupants left the room and the only sound – other than her whistling breath and the occasional rattle of her chains – was the crackle of logs burning in the fire. Still she remained mounted to the wall. Just when she was genuinely fearing she would be spending the night in this position, she was finally brought down.

Not that removal from the wall brought a comfortable, restful night. Far from it. After seven nights sleeping standing up in the stables, the prospect of being able to lie down to sleep should have been a welcome respite – but everything at Hindmere Manor had a cruel twist. There was just no let-up.

Kara found herself bound to another woman who appeared to be attired identically to her (she strongly suspected it was Booboo, but she would never know.) When Kara had first seen Booboo at Cacklebrook Farm this was how Domina’s pet was dressed.

After having her arms released from behind her back and a quick massage, Kara’s wrists were fastened to the back of the collar of the other woman. The other woman’s wrists were locked to the back of Kara’s collar. Their nipple rings were connected to each other – the woman certainly had huge tits, significantly larger than Kara’s (another indication that it was likely Booboo.)

Cuffs were buckled just above Kara’s elbows, linked by a chain that ran across the other woman’s back, effectively wrapping Kara’s arms around the woman, drawing them close together, breasts squashed against each other. When the same happened to the arms around Kara they were pulled even closer against one another.

Their heads bumped each other. The open end of Kara’s breathing tube pressed against a puffed cheek, momentarily blocking her air supply. She felt another tube on her cheek as well. As she moved her head to unblock it, her gag-inflated cheek pressed against another, the latex squeaking as it rubbed together. Finally, more cuffs just above Kara’s knees were linked to her own elbow cuffs behind the woman’s back, wrapping her thighs around the woman’s tightly corseted waist, while legs were wrapped around Kara’s waist in the same way.

The two women were embracing one another closely, entwined almost into a ball shape. Kara’s crotch was pressed against the other woman’s waist, but the thickness of the chastity belt meant Kara could achieve next to no stimulation to her pussy, while the slightest movement by either of them ground their breasts together, rubbing Kara’s nipples delightfully, flushing her body with pleasure.

They were lifted off the floor together and put into some kind of padded box or cage. Underneath Kara was a very soft cushion and she could feel it around her too. She heard a lid shut, latches and padlocks clicking. Then the only sounds were the rattle of the chains binding the two women, the squeak of the latex whenever they moved against each other and the whistling of their breathing tubes with every exhale.

Both were aroused and wriggled their torso’s to mash their breasts against each other. They tried to grind their vulva’s with no success. All they achieved was to make themselves more horny with no possibility of getting any satisfaction. It was also increasingly hot inside their prison and their movement just increased their perspiration. Kara could feel the sweat running along the wrinkles in the rubber, tickling her. The warm body wrapping her only exacerbated the situation. It was a fitful night’s sleep.


15: Pick-Ups and Pomegranates

Or ornamental

The following days took on a kind of routine. Kara would work out for an hour in the gym (still under the direction of the maid.) Then she would be given her enema, bathed and shaved, be dressed in her catsuit with the crotch high stiletto boots and the helmet with the eye holes. She would be taken to the conservatory and work on the painting. Most of the time, Excalibur would be there.

She would be fed her lunch in the servants’ quarters on her knees, wrists cuffed behind her back and blindfolded. Before and after the lunch she would be left on her knees, ankles bound together, the chain from her nipple rings locked to a ring in the floor, holding her in place. During this time she was available for use by anyone (at least, it seemed that way to Kara.) She would eat out four or five pussies and became used to having the taste of pussy permanently in her mouth.

In the afternoon she would have another long session in the conservatory working on the painting of Excalibur. Then she would be put back into the ballet boots and the helmet without the eye holes. Again she would be chained on her knees and fed her dinner in between performing acts of cunnilingus.

In the evening she was put on display somewhere and generally left alone. Sometimes there were people present, other times only the click of heels as women passed her by – usually maids, easily identified by the noises their latex uniforms generated.

One evening she was locked into a box in a severe hogtie with her breasts protruding through two holes. The box was lifted off the ground and mounted onto something at a strange angle. The position left her tits sticking out in front of her and her face pointing upwards. Candles had been lit beside the box and anyone who had the inclination as they passed could pour hot wax onto her breasts and nipples.

At least Kara had been wearing the inflatable gag, so she could yell as loud as she liked as the liquid contacted her skin and cooled hard. Every half-hour or so a maid would scrape off the dried wax, leaving a clean slate – if a little redder and more tender each time – for the next onslaught. Both Domina and Elektra stopped by more than once. Kara suspected Elektra visited multiple times without always identifying herself, she had a particular style of tipping the wax that Kara could recognize.

She would never know where and how she would spend the night. Her second night in the house she was given to a woman she would later learn was the chauffeur. It was one of Kara’s easier nights at the manor – not that she wasn’t thoroughly used by the woman, who fucked her hard back and front with a large strap-on. In the small hours, she was awoken by the chauffeur sitting on her face for a queening. In the morning she was scissored, humped until they both climaxed.

But Kara got two orgasms out of the encounter, which she desperately needed after two days without a cum, and several hours quality sleep which she needed even more. She had slept in a real bed and unfettered (if you didn’t count the corset, ballet boots and a helmet without eye holes as bondage.) The woman hadn’t been unnecessarily cruel, though very dominant, which was just the way Kara liked to be handled and she had enjoyed herself.

Sleep – or lack of it – was a real problem. Sometimes when she was at her easel and needed to be at her most creative and inspired, she felt like a zombie. She was kept in such discomfort and pain that she slept badly most nights and was permanently tired. Her treatment was unrelenting. It didn’t help that she also spent most of her time in a chastity belt, orgasms being few and far between.

Although she could only see part of the time, it seemed to Kara that Elektra was frequently hovering around her. The sight or sound of the woman filled her with disquiet as it was usually followed by extreme distress and/or pain, whether Elektra was just passing and grabbing an opportunistic moment or had something more protracted planned.

One day the late morning routine was changed. Instead of being taken to the conservatory, Kara found herself mounted onto the front of a 4x4 pick-up truck. It had some kind of frame added above the front bumper a little like bull bars. Her arms were bound behind her in the reverse prayer position, while her legs had been folded at the knee, straps around her thighs and shins holding them in place, feet pressed against her buttocks.

She was still wearing her usual catsuit and had been put in the crotch length high-heeled boots. Her helmet had eyes holes on this occasion. In addition, a posture collar had been locked around her neck, the high sides almost reaching her ears and a lip under her chin ensured her head was held in a fixed position looking straight ahead.

Her knees were spread uncomfortably wide apart, exposing her bare pussy. Her thighs fastened to the frame to hold them that way, leaving her body shaped in an inverted Y. Her knees were actually resting on the bumper, but some soft pads had been stuck underneath them to give her some protection. There was more padding at her back to cushion her torso against the frame, but she was strapped tight. All she could move were her fingers and her mouth, and her breasts and mound were thrust obscenely forwards.

Finally, a dildo was pushed into her bumhole. It was big, stretching her wide. Somehow the dong was fixed to the truck. Kara stared ahead, wide-eyed and terrified. Elektra stepped right into her eyeline. She looked absolutely stunning in a skin-tight, vivid red, leather catsuit, her black hair loose and tumbling over her shoulders. On her feet she wore chunky biker boots. She moved in close to Kara, taking the bound woman’s breasts in her hands.

Her violet eyes were sparkling with excitement as she manhandled Kara’s breasts, pinching her nipples hard until she could see tears forming.

“A little treat for you, Kara. We’re going for a drive. I’m sure you are grateful to get some fresh air after being couped up in the house for a few days! You may thank me!”

Elektra pressed the back of her gloved hand to Kara’s lips. Kara kissed it fervently until it was pulled away.

“Thank you for your consideration, My Lady.”

“This is going to be such fun!”

Then Elektra was gone from Kara’s eyeline. Kara heard the truck’s driver’s door open and close. She couldn’t believe this was happening – the woman was a nutter! The engine started, the vibrations passing straight through to Kara’s body.

They were parked outside the garages at the side of the manor, with the stable block on her right side. She could see the Chauffeur in her immaculate grey leather uniform standing to one side, hands on hips, watching her, eyes burning with lust. Further back, by the side entrance to the house, stood some of the maids – including the ones who had fixed her to the truck – staring at her. Under her rubber helmet she felt herself colouring – at least the latex spared her blushes. She couldn’t remember ever feeling so humiliated, reduced to just a fetish hood ornament, blatantly displaying her pussy and tits.

The truck moved off, turning onto the driveway and passing the stables. Kara didn’t have time to count how many of the grooms were out the front to see her, at least a half-dozen, several with ponies – so many to view her indignity. But they were quickly passed them and alone and Kara found other things to worry about.

The dildo up her bumhole seemed to be mounted on some kind of spring, moving up and down to the bounce of the truck’s suspension. It was actually fucking her arse. Her body was jolted and jarred too and this became much more pronounced when they turned off the driveway onto a dirt track and Elektra increased the speed significantly. They were driving down the edge of the treeline, the open parkland grounds of the manor to their left.

Every bump, pothole and rut transferred itself to Kara’s bound body and even worse, manifested itself through the dildo into her bowels. It was an extraordinary sensation. Then there was the piercing cold which got significantly worse the faster they went. She wasn’t sure if she was shivering from the chill or from her fear – maybe it was both.

Then Elektra slowed down and Kara could see why. To their left was the lake and there was a stream up ahead which fed into it - and their route forded it. Kara screamed as the truck pitched into the water, the wave created by the vehicle hitting her head on, covering her in its icy embrace. Kara was so frightened she actually pissed herself (at least the water washed away the evidence.) At the same time, the heavy bounce thrust the dildo deep into her bowels.

They came out the other side with Kara thoroughly soaked and left breathless from the shock, struggling to believe that had just happened.  She coughed and spluttered, grabbing for air. She could hear Elektra cackling with laughter. She was so cold her teeth were chattering.

Of course, a short while later Elektra turned the truck around and took it back across the ford. Although it seemed to Kara that they were travelling fast, in retrospect they really weren’t, it was just that the sensation of speed was so acute, exposed and hanging off the front of the truck. By the time they returned to the manor, a traumatized Kara was shivering and shaking with both agitation and hypothermia.

Thankfully she was quickly wrapped in a warm blanket, but it wasn’t an experience she would forget in a hurry or want to repeat.

Or simply the breast

One night she also found herself in Elektra’s bedroom.

“You are so sensitive to pain, Kara! It is such a delight to play with you!”

Kara was in her usual outfit, the latex catsuit with open crotch, buttocks and breasts. Brutally laced corset, ballet boots and helmet without eye holes. In addition a posture collar enveloped her neck, holding her head in a fixed position. Her arms were laced into a mono-glove behind her back.

The position of her arms thrust her breasts up as she lay on Elektra’s bed, as if they were begging for attention. Elektra gladly obliged. She was sat on Kara’s hips, her legs either side of the prone body, hands stroking and squeezing the presented boobs, rolling the nipples between her thumb and forefinger. Kara was shivering in both fear and desire, but as she was still locked in her chastity belt, the chances of sexual fulfilment were likely zero.

The corset and the mono-glove caused Kara’s bust to rise and fall dramatically with every breath. Elektra was obsessed with Kara’s breasts – and especially hurting them. Kara could see that was not going to change tonight. There was a real sense of déjà vu in her predicament, taking her back to the night she had spent with Elektra at Cacklebrook. Kara was full of foreboding that another shatteringly painful experience was about to occur and she was so helplessly vulnerable.

“There is so much that I want to do to these tits, but Angie won’t let me yet! You’re a proper little teacher’s pet! Have you ever wondered what it would feel like to be suspended off the ground just by your tits, swinging to and fro while being laced with a bullwhip? The levels of pain are astonishing! Most sluts pass out and have to be brought around with smelling salts. Would you like to experience that?”

Kara didn’t know what to say. Well, actually she did. It was no. But you never said no to a mistress.

“Only if it pleases you, My Lady.” Kara’s voice cracked.

“Oh it would! How you would writhe and cry! How it would teach you your place in the world. What a shame we can’t do it tonight, but soon, the next time you come back here!”

Elektra’s skilled hands were driving Kara crazy. Her pussy was pulsing even as her mind recoiled in horror at such a prospect.

“So only little games allowed tonight because your mistress is such a killjoy! Let’s get these nice and tender, shall we?”

Kara gasped as she felt a pinwheel moving across her right breast. At least it wasn’t electrified like the last time – she had to be grateful for small mercies. Still, hundreds of pricks into her skin caused her to whimper and squirm as it past back and forth, seemingly covering the entire boob. She was in the same perfidious position as last time, though. Any writhing in her current bound state only served to lift her breasts higher, inviting more pain and allowing the pins to press deeper into her – and Elektra didn’t use the wheel lightly.

Of course, Elektra moved on to Kara’s left breast and repeated the process. She spent a lot of time on both of Kara’s areola. Kara squeaked and yelped, unable to stop moving, only making the situation worse. She was breathing heavily, tearing up already.

“Just in case we pierced the skin, better put some antiseptic on!”

Using a brush, Elektra began to paint the antiseptic solution on to Kara’s breasts. Kara squealed, struggling frantically at the terrible burning sensation, but that just opened up the pores further and increased the intensity of the sting.

“I don’t know why you are making such a fuss! It’s for your benefit.”

Kara panted. It was such a fight to get a breath in the corset. She continued to pull uselessly at her arms bound inside the mono-glove.

As soon as the brush left her skin, Kara heard a metallic rattle. It sounded like a box of nuts and bolts being moved.

“This is my clip collection. I’ve got dozens. They are really tiny. Shall we see how many we can fit on your tits?”

Kara thought the question rhetorical. A slap to her rubber-covered cheek proved otherwise.

“I asked you a question, Kara?”

“Sorry, My Lady. If it pleases you, My Lady.”

“You can do better than that!”

Elektra placed two fingers onto Kara’s lips.

“If my games are a bore to you, perhaps another dozen with the rattan would make you more enthusiastic? Perhaps then you would be more eager?”

“Sincerely, I am not bored, My Lady.” Kara swallowed hard. “My tits are at your disposal. They crave your attention in any way that pleases you, My Lady. I beg your indulgence.”

Kara curved her back even more, thrusting her chest upwards.

“Excellent! That’s the kind of attitude I like! Now push those fake jugs up even higher. I need to get into every nook and cranny.”

Kara yelped as the skin right at the base of her breast was pinched and remained so. It hurt like crazy. The clip was spring loaded and had sharp teeth, biting into an area already tender and stinging.

“One!”

The next clip bit into her other breast. Kara gasped.

“Two! No one has ever been able to empty my box of clips, and tits bigger than yours have tried, so I’m not expecting that. I’m not unreasonable! Three! But I’m sure we can get at least fifty on each knocker. That should be an interesting experience for you! Four!”

Elektra briefly stopped at twenty. She waved her hand back and forth over the clips, knocking them from side to side. Kara screamed in agony as the teeth on each clip yanked on her skin but held fast.

“Now you know my ground rules! I don’t mind the little gasps and yelps – they’re cute, but I won’t have you assaulting my eardrums. You really are one of the loudest sluts I’ve ever known! I shudder to think of the row you will make when I get to genuinely hurt you!”

Elektra squeezed Kara’s cheeks, forcing her mouth open. A gag was pushed between Kara’s teeth. It was a rubbery ball, quite soft, but part of a larger setup. As the strap was fastened behind her head she could feel something substantial on the outside of the gag, moving slightly. It took Kara a few moments to realize there was a dildo projecting up from the front of the gag. There were two air holes either side of it, allowing Kara to continue to breathe through her mouth if only by a modest amount.

“Peace at last! Twenty one!”

Kara bit down on the gag as the next clip pinched her and was surprised when something seeped out of it into her mouth.

“Oh, and I know how much you sluts love the taste of cum, so I had the gag filled with spunk from the ponyboys. Don’t say I’m never considerate of your needs as well! Twenty two!”

The cum was cold and thickening. The taste was disgusting and the texture revolting. Kara swallowed it down so it didn’t sit on her tongue. She had to work hard not to retch.

“Twenty three! Have you ever seen the inside of a pomegranate, Kara?”

Gagged and with her head held immobile by the posture collar, Kara assumed this time the question was rhetorical.

“Well, I guess it doesn’t really matter. You’ll know in the morning. That’s what your jugs are going to look like. Twenty four! You won’t be forgetting this game for a few days, every time you look down you will be reminded! Twenty five!”

Kara moaned into the gag, reflexively biting down on it again. More of the disgusting glop seeped into her mouth. Elektra was in no rush. She slowly added the clips, one to each breast at a time. Periodically she would stop and drag the flat of her hand over the top of the clips, dragging them forwards and backwards. Kara howled into the gag, trying hard not to squeeze it anymore, but failing. Every couple of minutes another trickle of spunk pooled on her tongue.

“One hundred! I knew we could do it!”

Kara couldn’t believe how something seemingly so innocuous could hurt so much. Her breasts throbbed with pain and every breath made it worse, They felt swollen.

“I think we can get at least another ten on these! One hundred and one!... One o two!”

Elektra ran out of space at one hundred and sixteen..

“If you could only see how wonderful you look, Kara! You have two hedgehogs sitting on your chest!”

Elektra ruffled the clips on both of Kara’s breasts violently at the same time. Kara cried into the gag, writhing helplessly. A thick wad of spunk squirted into her mouth.

“Beautiful! I’m having so much fun and we haven’t even got to the best part yet! All these clips are connected to each other by a cord. If I pull the end of the cord, it rips the clips off these melons. If you thought it hurt putting them on, just you wait!”

For the first time since she had been focused on Kara’s breasts, Elektra shifted herself off Kara’s hips. Kara felt the dildo on the front of her gag start moving, pressing hard against her mouth, crushing her lips. Then Elektra’s buttocks pressed against Kara’s rubber-covered face as she sank herself fully down on the dong. It did nothing to help Kara’s claustrophobia or breathing, but it was only a few moments before the sadist started to bounce up and down, fucking herself energetically on the dildo, pounding Kara’s face. Kara had to gulp air when she could.

And then savage pain ripped across Kara’s left breast. A shocking, mind-numbing pain that blotted out all other sensation. She was just a breast and nothing else. She shrieked into the gag. Her body thrashed, lifting off the bed. She fought to free her arms. She fought to curl up into a ball to protect her breasts. Her legs were free now that Elektra was no longer sitting on them. She drew her knees up onto her chest – or at least tried to. Elektra’s hands stopped them.

“Naughty slut!”

Elektra caught Kara’s ankles and pulled her legs up so they were either side of the dildo-mounted woman’s head. Her arms wrapped around Kara’s calves, biceps holding them in place, allowing her to keep her hands free. She spanked Kara’s bottom hard several times, which had a negligible effect compared to the fire overwhelming Kara’s breast.

“How dare you defy me! I’m going to thrash that arse in the morning!”

As the pain began to slowly recede, Kara realized she had bitten down hard on the ball in her mouth, releasing a heavy load of ponyboy semen that was now oozing into every nook and cranny.  She didn’t have the time to swallow it, she needed to get air. The foul taste was filling her mouth.

Then the pain again, in her other breast. Kara writhed in a frenzy, oblivious to anything else.

“Every time I pull, I’m ripping ten clips off your udder. One hundred and sixteen divided by ten, you can do the maths. There’s a long way to go yet!” Elektra cackled with glee.

She continued to bounce up and down on Kara’s face with even more enthusiasm.

Kara was in a hell beyond her worst nightmare – so why the fuck was her pussy pulsing with need! Why was her desire to climax overwhelming?

What the fuck is happening to me!

But then a new searing pain in her left breast overrode every other thought and there was nothing else but agony.


16: French Kisses and Propositions

Or home is where the heart is

Booboo had two piercings near the tip of her tongue, alongside each other. The two studs embedded tightly into the muscle were large and had ridges running along the centre. Kara thought being eaten out by Booboo would be an amazing experience. There was also another stud further back in the centre of her tongue.

Kara’s piercing clicked against Booboo’s several times during their prolonged French kiss, ordered by Domina. Booboo was a very good kisser and Kara was desperately aroused. While Kara’s hands were free, Booboo’s were in the full reverse prayer position locked behind her back. Kara’s arms were wrapped around Domina’s pet, pressing their breasts against each other, both squirming to increase the stimulation even though Kara’s were still very tender after her session with Elektra a couple of days ago.

Both of them were on their knees in the rear footwell of Domina’s Rolls-Royce. Both in their black rubber catsuits that left their breasts, buttocks and vulvas exposed, tightly corseted and helmeted without eye holes. Kara was wearing the acutely high-heeled crotch length boots she had worn while painting Excalibur.

She had finished the painting yesterday afternoon. Given the circumstances in which she had produced the work the end result had exceeded her expectations, and much to her relief (as far as she could tell) Domina was pleased with the piece too. She had captured the magnificence and dignity of the ponygirl, her beauty and stoicism. She had done Excalibur justice, which was the most important thing for herself.

Kara’s septum ring had been put back in place – it was the first time she had worn it as Kara (previously it had been exclusive to Ruby the ponygirl.) A chain was connected to it, the other end being in the possession of Domina. Booboo had the same. Their nose rings tapped against each other repeatedly as they kissed and both chains continued to get in the way.

They were both kneeling at Domina’s feet. The lady’s knee was pressing into the side of Kara’s breast, a foot was pressed against Kara’s knee. After having the two women make-out at the start of the journey, they had spent most of it with their lips pressed against Domina’s boots, worshiping her, every inch of her feet and stilettos, right up to her knee. But now they were French kissing again.

Domina had in her possession an electrically charged prong which she had been using to regularly shock both women, usually on their nipples and breasts, but occasionally on Kara’s labia. Twice Kara had received the shock to her rosebud anus when she had been bent right over kissing Domina’s booted toe.

If Kara had to guess, they had been on the road for more than an hour now. She wasn’t allowing herself to hope she was being returned to Cacklebrook Farm – she wouldn’t be able to handle the disappointment if it was not the case. She hadn’t enjoyed her time at Hindmere Manor. There had been too much cruelty, too much pain.

Despite what her pussy told her, her mind hadn’t handled it so well. She didn’t feel an emotional attachment to Domina, and if she had believed she would forge one with Elektra, well, that idea had quickly evaporated. Their sadism was too much for Kara. During the last few months at Cacklebrook Farm her mind and pussy had been as one. At Hindmere Manor that important link had been fractured.

Even now she could feel her sexual arousal leaking onto her thighs and had to resist the constant temptation to put a free hand to her crotch and give herself the desperate relief she craved. It would be so easy, but the cost of doing so wasn’t worth contemplating.

“Enough!” Domina’s tone was sharp.

Both women immediately separated their lips and breasts, both were out-of-breath and panting.

“Two such insatiable sluts!”

Domina’s hand stroked Kara’s scalp over the latex.

“What a beautiful sight you make! Turn towards me… Hands behind your head, Kara!”

Fingers dragged across Kara’s breasts, then played with her nipples, squeezing and pinching them. They were already rock hard.

“I can see why my daughters are so taken with you. You are a sweet little thing. Put your tongue out, Kara.”

Kara pushed it out as far as she could. Domina put the tip of the prong onto Kara’s tongue and triggered the shock. Kara produced a strange noise, a strangled choked off cry that turned into a gurgle and finished as a plaintive whine of despair. As soon as the shock finished she instinctively drew her tongue back into her mouth.

“If only you could handle the pain with discipline and dignity! A couple more weeks with me would solve that problem for you. Let’s try that again. Tongue out. We will do this as many times as you want, until you keep your tongue out and the noise down.”

With every ounce of her willpower, Kara forced herself to leave her tongue sticking out as Domina shocked it again. Her vocals were kept down to a gasp and a squeak. Tears poured from her eyes inside her humid helmet.

“You may express your gratitude, Kara.”

“Thank you for the attention, My Lady. I am deeply grateful.”

“There, now! It wasn’t so difficult, was it! All you need to do is apply yourself.”

Seconds later, Kara’s nipple was shocked. She squeaked in surprise.

“Thank you for the attention, My Lady. I am deeply grateful.”

“Twice is obsequious, Kara. Be quiet from now on.”

Kara felt the butter soft kidskin of Domina’s gloved hand press against her mouth. She kissed it as reverentially as she could. She was relieved when the lady turned her attention to Booboo, though periodically she still received a shock.

She felt the limousine slow down and stop. After about a minute they moved forward again but at a much slower speed before stopping permanently. The rear door was opened by the chauffeur, letting in a blast of cold air that caused Kara to shiver.

She scrambled out of the car as elegantly as she could in response to the sharp pull on her nose ring, eyes watering from the unpleasant sensation. Nothing reinforced Kara’s subservience more easily than being controlled by a septum ring. She followed the click of Domina’s heels, trying to keep the tension out of the nose chain. As she passed the chauffeur, her buttock was grabbed and pinched. They were still very tender from the dozen cane strokes she had received from Elektra yesterday.

But Kara recognized the distinctive sound of stilettos on cobblestones. She was familiar with the difficulty of walking on the slightly uneven surface in extreme heels. She was back at Cacklebrook Farm and she wanted to cry with joy!

She heard Lily’s voice. A short while later Tatyana’s familiar accent and finally Angelina’s calm authoritative tone. She was pulled to her knees in Angelina’s office, her latex clad thigh pressed against Booboo’s, who was right beside her.

“Painting is delightful! Very pleased!” Domina exclaimed, ruffling Kara’s head as if she were a dog.

“How has she performed more generally?” Angelina enquired.

“She’s very eager to please, tries very hard. Still hopeless at accepting pain – makes it very difficult to have her present with company.”

“Yes, I’m going to devise an intensive program to solve that once and for all. Someone’s had some fun with her tits?”

“You know your sister, never can resist a nice pair of knockers. Nothing that won’t clear up in a few days, even if they do look a bit raw at the moment!”

Domina took Kara’s nearest breast into her gloved hand, squeezing, rolling the flesh in her palm. Kara kept her chest thrust out, quelling her instinct to curl over and try to protect herself.

“Elektra wants me to bring her back to Hindmere today. She’s prepared to make a generous offer to you for her?”

Kara felt suddenly dizzy at this news. She experienced a full-blown panic attack. Her heart thumped in her chest. She struggled for breath, as if the corset had crushed her ribs. She could feel the blood pulsing in her ears. She felt her world closing in around her.

“We’ll see. But she will stay here for now. We’ve been looking forward to her return. She’s been missed even though she’s only been with us a short while.”

“Fine. You two sort it out between yourselves. I don’t need to be involved in that, though we will miss her too.”

Domina’s hand cupped Kara’s rubberized cheek, fingers stroking Kara’s face.

“She’s decorated the manor very well and become popular already. But at the end of the day, she’s just another piece of arse, for all her charm.”

“I’ll call Elektra later.” Angelina moved the conversation on to other things.

After a few minutes they decided to adjourn to the drawing room, but Kara was left behind on her knees.

“You can leave the slut, mother. Tatyana will sort her out.”

Or negotiations, sort of…

Tatyana led Kara down to the cellar – or the dungeon (it depended how you looked at life. There was wine stored there, but other uses were put to the space.) Whenever Kara had been down here before it was for corporal punishment. She feared that wouldn’t change today. The Russian was surprisingly gentle with her, which gave her even more cause for concern.

She had greeted Kara with a long kiss, holding Kara’s head possessively, then cupped her buttocks, stroking them. Finally, she had teased Kara’s pussy until the rubber-wrapped woman had squirmed, then led her out of Angelina’s office.

The cellar smelt musty. The floor was flagstones that amplified the click of both women’s stilettos, but they quickly moved onto the soft mat that lay in the centre of chamber, before a sharp tug on her nose ring brought her down onto her knees once more.

Tatyana cupped Kara’s breasts in her hands, hefting them, squeezing them gently, thumbs rubbing the nipples. Despite the discomfort, it also felt good, raising Kara’s arousal up another notch.

“Elektra’s little clips! It is agony, is it not? She did it to my tits too. It is one of her favourite games. It makes you want to curl into a ball and hide them from her, does it not? She is a true sadist!” Tatyana’s admiration was clear.

Take my place then, be sold to her!

Kara bit her tongue and spoke the words only in her head.

“Did she cane your arse as well?”

“Yes, Ms Ivanova.”

Tatyana took one of Kara’s nipples into her mouth and bit it hard. Kara gasped and whimpered.

“I wish I had been there to see it all! Watch you put in your place, suka! Are you humble now?”

“Yes, Ms Ivanova.”

A finger slipped between Kara’s labia, dragged up the length of her pussy. She pushed hard against it but it was quickly gone again.

“Soaking wet as usual! So you liked it, yes?”

Kara didn’t answer. She felt the finger press against her lips and took it into her mouth, licking off the taste of her own excitement. The finger pulled out and a hand stroked her rubber covered face.

“You are born to suffer, Kara!”

Tatyana took hold of Kara’s ankle and wrapped a cuff around it. Kara could hear the tinkle of a connected chain. When the Russian took hold of Kara’s other ankle she pulled it across the mat, separating Kara’s feet by about a yard. A shackle was locked around that ankle too. The chains seemed to run off to the side, meaning Kara couldn’t close her legs any further, but there was nothing to stop her stretching them out more – but that would only create discomfort.

“Hands behind your back!”

Kara felt the familiar sensations as a mono-glove was laced up her arms, drawing her elbows together. It was buckled in place over her shoulders. Then the tip of the glove, holding her fingers, was linked to a chain hanging down from the ceiling. Then the chain was raised, pulling Kara’s arms up into a strappado, tipping her torso forward. Her arms were at a 45o angle, pulling painfully on her shoulders, forcing the top of her forehead to the floor, raising her backside high.

All the while she was doing this, Tatyana was touching up Kara, caressing her pussy, buttocks and breasts. Kara was squirming and gasping, desperate to be finished off.

“You look so sexy!”

At that moment, Tatyana’s accent seemed incredibly sexy to Kara, too.

Tatyana then connected the chain from Kara’s nose ring to the floor in front of her. There was no slack left in it at all, If Kara tried to rise up in the slightest the chain would snap taught and pull agonizingly on her septum, bringing tears to her eyes.

The Russian then connected more chains to Kara’s nipple rings, which seemed to be connected to the same point as her nose ring. There was a slight tension in both chains, keeping a constant pull on her nipples.

Tatyana stroked Kara’s latex covered head affectionately.

“Khoroshaya devushka!”

The mat was soft on Kara’s knees, but that was the only comfortable thing about the position Kara had been fixed in. Bent forward in the corset, the bottom edge cut into her lower belly, the top edge into her ribs underneath her bust. The strain on her shoulders was acute and the pain increasing by the minute. She could not move her head or torso without inflicting acute suffering upon herself and the helmet was oppressively hot with her head held down.

With her legs wide apart and her bottom raised, she was completely exposed and defenceless. Still she gurgled in gratification when Tatyana’s finger pushed between her labia again. This time it burrowed deeper, manipulating her clit hood piercing. Kara gasped, hips responding reflexively to the skilled touch. Occasionally the Russian’s finger would press directly onto her clit, pushing it back and forth. Kara squealed and writhed at the fantastic sensations. She hadn’t been given an orgasm in three days and was delirious with need.

Tatyana laughed at her overwrought squirming. It wasn’t at all long before she felt an orgasm within her grasp. Her eyes grew wide within their dark, damp covering, she wriggled on the finger, it felt so exquisite.

“Permission to cum, Ms Ivanova!” Kara cried out.

Immediately Tatyana’s finger withdrew completely from Kara’s pussy.

“Absolutely not!”

Kara cried out in anguish. She heard the click of the PA’s heels as she walked away, the rustle of her leather hobble skirt, then the thump as she mounted the stairs and Kara was alone, frantically writhing and panting. After a while she started to weep.

She didn’t want to be sold to Elektra, but she didn’t want to leave this life which had given her so much, depths of emotion and pleasure and intensity that she hadn’t known existed. A peace and satisfaction that had been amazing and complete. More than that, she didn’t want to leave Angelina. She idolized the amazon, gloried in every moment in her presence, in every touch she received. But maybe Angelina didn’t want her, that was out of her control.

Her head was spinning. Could she say no? Would she say no and risk being ostracized from this world forever? Or should she let her fundamental masochism, genuine and incontrovertible submissiveness take her to hell?

Kara was left alone in the cellar for a long time. Long enough to cry herself out and for her sexual need to subside to a background hum. Every part of her ached. She remained frightened and confused.

At last she heard steps on the stairs. Two pairs of feet.

The toe end of a boot pressed against her mouth, pushing under her head from the side, circumventing the nose chain. She inhaled the odour of polish. She kissed the leather fervently and tasted the polish. She could tell from the shape and softness that it was a riding boot (she had become highly experienced at worshiping booted feet.)

“So, you’ve worked your charm on my sister and now she wants you!” Angelina’s softly spoken voice.

Kara increased the intensity of her kissing once she had the confirmation that it was Angelina’s foot she was lauding.

“The question is do you want to belong to Elektra too?”

Kara wasn’t sure how to respond. She didn’t want to offend Angelina or disrespect Elektra, but she didn’t want to convey the slightest indication that the prospect made her happy.

“Well?”

“It was an honour to be given the privilege to serve My Lady’s sister.”

“It should be and I’m sure it was, but that was not what I asked.”

Angelina had crouched down and her voice was close. A hand gently stroked Kara’s head for a few seconds, then picked up her mane, running fingers through it.

“You have come a long way in a very short time, Kara. You have embraced your submissive inclinations with courage and an open mind. We have now reached a crossroads in your life, one of many more to come, I am sure. While the decision as to whether Elektra takes you is not yours to make, I want you to be happy and content in the new life you have made for yourself. I want to keep you with us here at the farm, but if you would rather be with my sister, I will not stand in your way.”

A hand cupped Kara’s cheek, a thumb caressing high on her cheekbone.

Kara ran Angelina’s words through her head a second time to make sure she had heard correctly, feeling a ten ton weight slowly lifting off her consciousness.

“You can answer honestly, Kara. I shall not be offended. I can feel you are stressed, speak candidly.”

“I humbly beg to stay at Cacklebrook Farm with you, My Lady.” Kara’s voice cracked as she finished the sentence and the tears started again. “I adore you, My Lady, and earnestly beg to be allowed to serve you!”

Kara recommenced frantically kissing Angelina’s foot.

“I want the same thing too, Kara, so that is settled. My sister has extreme tastes, I am aware of this fact. Some women want to explore those extremes. I needed to know if you were as enamoured of her as she is with you.”

“Thank you, My Lady, thank you. I will do my utmost to be worthy of you!”

“Be assured that I will not permit anything less! One day Elektra will find her true submissive partner, but today is not that day.”

Angelina pulled her foot away from Kara’s lips. Her hand left Kara’s head, travelling down her rubber clad body, across the small of Kara’s back, causing the bound woman to shudder as the hand briefly stopped at the narrowest part of her corseted waist and squeezed. Finally the hand came to rest at the top of the curve of Kara’s buttocks. Kara lifted her bottom as high as she could.

“We needed to have a tete a tete anyway. You are close to completing your first six months as a full time employee and we need to decide where to go from here. I take it you would rather stay at Cacklebrook than leave and return to your old life?”

“Very much, My Lady.”

“Things have progressed slightly differently than I expected. You have spent more time as a ponygirl than I initially envisaged and you appear to have taken to that lifestyle splendidly. It isn’t really appropriate for an employee to spend quite so much time as a pony. So I wish to terminate your employment and for you to sign a one year indenture contract instead.”

The hand left Kara’s buttocks, much to her disappointment. She craved the intimacy of Angelina’s touch. She could hear footsteps circling around her.

“It might seem a technicality, but as an employee you still have the right to resign at any time. As an indenture you would become a vassal, my property, for the length of the contract. It is an important distinction, psychologically. You would be signing your consent for me to do anything I want with and to you for that time.”

Kara thought about all the things Angelina had done to her in the previous few months, giving her new breasts, piercing her in multiple places, taking her hair. Giving her to Domina and Elektra. She had already been doing anything she wanted with and to Kara in that time – with Kara’s consent. What else would she do? Kara shuddered at the thought.

“But I will confirm now that you wouldn’t be sold to my sister. At the end of the year we would review the situation again.”

“Would I bear your brand, My Lady?”

“Only lifestyle ponies normally get a brand, even then not for a one year indenture. The brand would be for life, it is reserved for a longer commitment.”

“It would be an honour to bear your mark, My Lady.”

There was a brief pause.

“To be clear, are you asking to bear my brand, burnt permanently into your body with a red hot iron?”

“If you deem me worthy, My Lady.”

“I would require a five year commitment to consider that!”

“It would be an honour to serve you for five years, My Lady.”

There was another pause, this one longer.

“Hand me that whip, Tatyana.”

“My Lady!” The PA couldn’t keep the glee out of her voice.

Kara heard the hum of the whip moving through the air, then the crack as agony burst across her buttocks – narrow, sharply defined agony, like a knife slashing her open. Despite knowing not to, Kara instinctively reared up, causing atrocious pain in her nose and nipples. Her hips writhed.

“Talk is cheap, Kara. Surrendering all consent for five years is not!”

Kara struggled to form words, the pain making coherent thought difficult.

“I…understand…My Lady.” Kara gasped out the words.

“Do you really, Kara?”

Hum. Crack!

The second stroke swung up from low down, catching the underneath of her overhang, an area already tender from the attentions of Elektra’s cane only a couple of days ago. Kara kept her forehead pressed to the mat this time, keeping her mouth clamped shut. She had to prove to Angelina that she was worthy. She didn’t speak until she could think clearly again.

“I understand, My Lady… I beg the honour to bear your mark.”

Hum. Crack!

The pain was all consuming, taking Kara’s breath away. Still she kept her head down and her mouth closed. Her hips danced their agony.

“What if I promise to have you caned or whipped like this every single day for five years?”

“It would be my honour, My Lady!” Kara cried out.

Hum. Crack!

Tears were pouring from Kara’s eyes, filling the void inside her helmet. She wanted to scream, to shriek, but she didn’t. She waited for the pain to peak, she needed to hear what Angelina was saying, she had to focus.

“So you say now. At the start of year four, not so much!”

“I promise…My Lady… I swear…I am sincere.”

Hum. Crack!

“Undoubtedly! Next year you change your mind!”

“I give you next year, My Lady… I give you five years… My heart and soul, My Lady.”

There was a pause. Kara dared hope the whipping was over.

Hum. Crack!

Kara pressed her mouth against the mat so she could moan her pain and distress and remain quiet, enveloped in sheer agony. It was so difficult to breath. She felt light-headed and feared she would pass-out. She lifted her head.

“I will love, honour and obey you, My Lady… For five years… I beg for the chance…to serve you… Without limitation… Without qualification, My Lady.”

Hum. Crack!

“Quiet now! I want no more of your fawning promises.”

Kara choked back a squeal as Angelina’s hands cupped her burning buttocks, pressing against the throbbing welts. Then one hand slid between Kara’s legs and rubbed her labia. Kara could feel the wetness of her arousal being spread across her mound. For a split second a finger pushed inside, brushing her clitoris and piercing, causing her pussy to reflexively spasm. But then it was gone. Angelina wiped her hand dry on Kara’s left buttock.

“You were going to get a whipping anyway, Kara. You have embarrassed me in front of my mother and sister. When you are with them, you are representing me. If your behaviour is less than perfect, that reflects back on me. You have been with us long enough now to know what is required and to have adapted to it.”

Angelina’s hands continued to stroke Kara’s writhing buttocks.

“Your ill-discipline under corporal punishment continues to be an issue and we are going to deal with it once and for all, whatever it takes! You will be graceful and dignified when someone takes the effort to correct you.”

A fingernail pressed into one of Kara’s welts and dragged along its length. Kara gasped and sobbed and squirmed.

“Show me you can take a punishment. Prove you can be obedient when it matters!”

The hands were gone from Kara’s bottom. There was a long wait. For Kara, this was the most important moment of her life. The future she wanted for herself was in the balance.

Then the hum again, the crack. The whip had bitten into the join where her thighs merged into her bottom, on skin already heavily marked by the cane. The hit was ruthlessly hard. Kara twisted in her bonds, her hidden face contorting in a rictus of agony. Her mouth pressed hard into the mat. Angelina worked that area with several more strokes, testing Kara to the extreme. Just as the pain of the previous stroke started to drop, the next would wrap around her bum cheeks. Her world was reduced to just her buttocks and thighs and overwhelming pain.

She concentrated everything on not disappointing Angelina. The woman had such skill with the whip there was no respite. Three strokes in a row the tip caught the edge of her labia, deliberately so. Kara wriggled like a hooked fish, frantically yanking on her cuffed arms and ankles, but keeping her head and breasts down. Groans and gurgles escaped her mouth, but no more.

But the whipping went on. Her buttocks, her thighs, back to the fold in between. Kara’s jaw was locked so tight she feared she would break her teeth. If that was what it took, she would do it.

Then, as she waited for the next crack, it didn’t come. Still fighting the strappado, still trying to close her legs, hips dancing, she waited. A hand stroked her helmeted head. It was so hot and damp inside the rubber, her face and scalp burning, the latex cloying and claustrophobic. She was gasping for every breath. Her mane was stroked, tugged lightly.

“If you still want a brand and a five-year indenture tomorrow, it will be yours.”

Euphoria engulfed Kara, in her half-delirious, febrile state she saw herself on the top of Mount Everest, clad in her latex top-to-toe and wearing her crotch-high extreme stilettos, she was jumping up and down, arms above her head waving.

“Thank you, My Lady!” Her voice was rasping, broken.

“Leave her here for another couple of hours.” Angelina spoke to Tatyana. “Get her a bowl of water. Let the maids see to her then, she can spend the night with them.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

Then Kara was alone again. Perpetually squirming, still pulling pointlessly at her arm and ankle bondage, taking heaving breaths against the restriction of her corset. She could feel her pussy juice running down her thighs where the whip had shredded the catsuit. The burning, throbbing pain in her bottom and thighs continued unrelenting. She continued to sob and weep, from the hurt and the trauma, but also now some tears of joy.


Epilogue

Or it’s all about the branding

The first week of March brought the second significant snowfall of the winter, just at the time when everyone was preparing for spring. For Angelina Aella the opportunity was too good to miss. Soon after breakfast she was seated on her sleigh and urging her ponygirls forwards across the courtyard of Cacklebrook Farm. It was slow progress as the snow was six inches deep.

As well as their snow socks, the ponies were also fastened into snowshoes to prevent them sinking too deep with every step. They were the latest high-tech carbon fibre snowshoes especially adapted to take pony boots, their small frames designed to encourage faster movement across the terrain, but they were only partially effective at achieving that. It would be a tough job for the ponies pulling a sleigh in this depth of snow.

It was the first time that the ponygirl Ruby had worn them and she struggled to find the most efficient method to trot in them, frustrated that her blinkers and collar prevented her from mimicking the technique of Sapphire, the more experienced ponygirl fastened in the traces of the sleigh alongside her. Angelina flicked her whip across Ruby’s buttocks repeatedly until the ponygirl could match the pace set by Sapphire.

It was still snowing and the north wind was petrifyingly cold. Both ponies did have their gossamer thin bodystockings on, but as the snow dampened them Ruby was sure they were making things worse, not better, holding the icy cold moisture next to their skin. No matter how often she was taken out in the freezing weather, it didn’t seem to get any easier for her. At least the hoods over their heads offered some protection.

Angelina made straight for the lower meadow again and the ponies began the arduous task of climbing the hill. They zig-zagged back and forth across the field, covering a lot of distance but making slow progress towards the top. The owner of Cacklebrook Farm wasn’t a characteristically hard driver of ponies, but today she was in a ruthless mood, employing her whip harshly in an attempt to get some speed and smoothness into the movement of the sleigh.

Ruby shared the frustration of her mistress. These were not suitable conditions for ponygirls. Despite giving it everything she had, she continued to struggle to find a sustainable rhythm and pace. The whip cracked repeatedly across her buttocks, its bite propelling her aching legs to surge onwards.

Both ponies were breathing very hard by the time they reached the top, their breath misting heavily in front of them. The freezing air being drawn deeply into Ruby’s lungs causing her chest to ache. But to Ruby’s surprise, Angelina didn’t stop to rest them, steering them through the gap in the hedgerow into the upper meadow and they continued their oblique progress upwards.

The whip cut even harder into Ruby’s backside. Tears were pouring down her cheeks. Her legs were leaden. The pain of the lactic acid in her muscles getting stronger all the time. Ruby pressed on with every ounce of effort she possessed, the explosion of agony with every whip stroke ensuring she kept up the momentum, finding more strength when she had believed she had nothing left to give.

Occasionally as they turned, Ruby glimpsed the top of the meadow getting closer, the normally green hedge turned into a white wall. It had to end there, there was no further to go. The hope spurred her on for one last effort. Despite the numbness in her breasts, each sharp turn required an equally sharp tug on a nipple that twisted her bitted mouth in anguish. Her tongue continued to fight uselessly against the contraption that controlled her so effortlessly.

The final turn and they were almost alongside the hedge, at last Angelina pulled hard on both nipples, bringing them to a halt. Ruby’s legs were like jelly. She tried her best to stand tall, thrust her breasts forward. Drool was hanging off her chin.

Angelina’s well wrapped, heavily padded form appeared in front of the ponies. As always, she petted Sapphire first. Ruby waited patiently, glad to have the time to physically recover. Then Angelina’s gloved hands were on Ruby’s breasts, squeezing them, moving them across the pony’s chest.

“Good pony! You worked so hard for me!”

Angelina squeezed a sugar cube into Ruby’s mouth. Ruby’s tear-filled eyes looked at her mistress in adoration. Their eyes met. Ruby felt a hand on her hip pressing against the brand literally burnt into her hide.

Two inches across, it was a circle with an artistically styled A in the centre. It was beautiful and Ruby loved it. The moment she had received it was branded in her memory as permanently as the physical mark now on her hip.

Filled with both terror and excitement, she had been blindfolded to stop her from panicking as the red-hot iron approached her. The smells before and after, she would never forget. The sound of the brazier spitting as the iron was heated. She had been totally immobilized to ensure the target was still, that the mark would be clean. She had been gagged tightly.

The pain had been the most agonizing she had ever felt, and she wanted that, for the moment to be special. She had lost awareness for many seconds. There had been just the pain eclipsing all other sensation. Afterwards, she remembered the hiss as the iron pressed into her, though she hadn’t been aware of it at the moment of contact. The first thing to break through her agony was the new smell. The odour of her burning flesh, her cooking skin.

Angelina’s hand had stroked Ruby’s bald, shaven skull.

“It’s perfect, Ruby!”

Above the terrible pain, Ruby had felt a euphoria. Angelina had marked Ruby as her own. Ruby had been found worthy. She belonged to Angelina and everyone could see it was so. It was the proudest moment of her life.




The End
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INVERSION

Swot Turns into Slut!

Oona Calista




Student Charlotte Cain is in the midst of a personal crisis and deeply unhappy. She becomes obsessed with Crimzon, a leather clad Exotic Performance Artiste who she notices in a coffee bar, and in who she sees an outlet for her latent submissive fantasies. Crimzon is at first scornful that the studious, dowdy and shy Charlotte understands the true implications of giving herself to the cruel and dominant redhead, and challenges her to get a job as a topless waitress at the club where Crimzon is the star performer.

So, a game begins, with Charlotte dared to give total obedience to Crimzon. The initially cynical Crimzon takes total control of the young woman’s life, changing her inside and out, controlling how she dresses and presents herself. She sets a succession of harsh emotional and physical challenges in an attempt to break Charlotte and get her to flee. 

Charlotte is sent to live with Magenta, a waitress at the club, whose job is to train her to pass the interview to work at the club. Under Magenta’s guidance and Crimzon’s orders, Charlotte is transformed from a wallflower into a blatantly sexual woman.

Crimzon is relentless in Charlotte’s sexual objectification, but still Charlotte does not break. Increasingly, Crimzon is forced to respect the strength of her submission, her ability to accept excessive cruelty, humiliation and sexual use. Charlotte continues to fight to be accepted fully by Crimzon - her one and only goal, but can she crack the rock-hard carapace that Crimzon has erected to stop her heart getting broken ever again?

The first of two volumes charting Charlotte’s life-changing adventure features more than 61,000 words. 

Main theme is lesbian domination. Explicit sex, F/f, M/f, public humiliation, body modifications, exhibitionism, leather and latex fetishism, bondage, use of canes and belts.




[Excerpt]




The bouncer smiled at her and waved her through. Steps led down, curving around. There was a box office with a bored looking bleach blonde in a PVC bra behind the glass. She smiled at Charlotte as she passed. As the daylight faded, so the heavy base of dance music got louder. At the bottom was another set of double doors, this time black and opaque. Taking a deep breath, she pushed through and entered the club.

It was an immediate assault on the senses. The full blast of the music, darkness, yet the bright flashing lights, different colours and the stink of alcohol and sweat. There was a stage at each end of the room with a pole. The nearest one was empty, the spotlights switched off. The farthest one had all lights flashing, bathing a naked woman in alternating colours as she spun around a pole. Along the left side was the bar. There were no more than ten customers in the place, most clustered around the active stage. A couple of men were sat at the bar, watching from further back.

A nearly naked woman approached Charlotte, she was wearing a bizarre waitress uniform all in pink. Her long blonde hair was held back by a headband that glowed in the dark. Around her neck she wore a collar – like a shirt collar, but without the shirt – and from it a tie fell between her bare breasts. High heeled ankle boots, fishnet stockings and a little apron around her waist completed the outfit. Charlotte took a few moments to recognize her, but the waitress had also been at the coffee shop yesterday, she had been the one dressed conventionally in jeans and a T-shirt.

She flashed Charlotte a false smile.

“Hey! Follow me.”

She turned and headed for the bar, placing one foot in front of the other, swinging her hips exaggeratedly, suggestively. Charlotte saw that under the apron the waitress was wearing a tiny black latex skirt that hugged every square inch of her bottom. Across her buttocks, in pink fluorescent writing were the words Spank Me! The shape of the words flexed with each step, drawing even more attention to them.

Charlotte felt sorry for the woman, having to wear such a degrading outfit.

They walked right past the bar, which had a barmaid in the same uniform, except her headband and tie were yellow, and Charlotte followed the waitress through a swing door. Things were very different here. The floor was unburnished concrete, the breeze-block walls hadn’t been plastered, but they had been painted white once, which had turned to a dirty pale yellow with age. The corridor was lit with a bare bulb. The waitress held open the first door on the right and nodded Charlotte through.

“Thanks, Mage!” A voice called from deep in the room.

It was a big, long space. All down the right side were tables with brightly lit mirrors and stools. On the left of the isle were endless racks from which hung lingerie and costumes in gaudy colours, under which was the most bizarre collection of footwear Charlotte had ever seen.

There were three women in the room. One at the very far end, with coal dark hair, was standing looking bored, her arms folded across her prodigious chest. Charlotte’s arrival seemed to spark a mild curiosity as she turned towards her. She was wearing a porno parody of a schoolgirl uniform, her midriff bare and the skirt so short it barely covered her crotch. The nearest woman, with a big, platinum blonde hairdo, was sat buck naked on one of the stools, using the mirror to apply make-up to her face.

Crimzon was behind her, sat on another stool, leaning an elbow on the table. It was she who had spoken. Today, she had her hair in a single ponytail and was wearing a red leather waistcoat that laced up the front, her huge breasts threatening to burst out of the top of it at any time. Her skin-tight leather trousers were laced up at the crotch. She looked stunning, genuinely taking Charlotte’s breath away.

“You actually showed up! You surprised me! You’ve got some balls; I’ll give you that!”

She stood and walked towards Charlotte. In her knee-high stiletto boots, she towered over the student.

“Come!”

Crimzon took hold of Charlotte’s hand and led her out of the dressing room, down the corridor, around a corner and up some stairs.

“We can use the boss’ office for now.”

This room was plush. One wall was all glass, looking out into the club – one of those see out but can’t see in things.

Crimzon pushed Charlotte onto a huge couch and then sat astride her, her bottom resting on Charlotte’s thighs. Her leathers creaked and groaned as she settled, her breasts almost engulfed Charlotte’s face.

“So, the nice little posh girl wants to play with the white trash slut!” Crimzon spoke quietly, her eyes flashing with humour. Crimzon studied Charlotte for a few moments.

“Do you think you are the first to be infatuated with me? I’ve a queue a mile long, boys and girls both, all goggle-eyed, creaming their pants at the thought of getting into mine. I’m sex on a stick. I’m the ultimate object of desire, everybody wants me!”

“I would guess so. So why did you invite me here?”

“To give you a chance to prove yourself. Everyone deserves an opportunity, even though you will fail, like so many before you. If you are what you seem, a nerd looking to get her teenage rocks off before running back to mummy and daddy with her tail between her legs, back to her safe comfortable life, you won’t get very far with me.”

“My old life is what I want to escape! And for the record, I’m twenty.”

Crimzon laughed.

“How many boys have you fucked?”

Charlotte felt herself colouring at the personal question.

“Three.”

“More than I thought! How many boys have you sucked off?”

Charlotte looked down, hesitating before answering.

“None.”

“And you are an anal virgin?”

“Yes,”

“And how many women have you been with?”

“I’ve kissed two, including you.”

Charlotte squirmed in embarrassment.

Crimzon cupped Charlotte’s cheek in her hand.

“You are sweet, and you are naïve, and I am not a nice person. I would want to do bad things to you. You should go before you get hurt.”

Crimzon lowered her head and kissed Charlotte gently. Charlotte kissed back more forcefully, her hands rose to take hold of Crimzon’s head but the redhead pulled away and pushed Charlotte’s arms down.

“You don’t touch me without permission! You don’t do anything without my permission.”

“I’m sorry…”

“I do things to you and you accept them, that’s the way it would be. Total obedience. It would be nasty.”

“Maybe I want nasty!”

Crimzon laughed again.

“Baby, you don’t know what nasty is!”

She kissed Charlotte again. This time it was an altogether different kiss, like the one in the coffee shop; forceful, penetrating, dominating. Her hands wrapped Charlotte’s face. Charlotte wanted to reciprocate, to grab Crimzon, but she didn’t dare.

When Crimzon eventually broke the kiss, Charlotte was breathless. She had never felt so alive and excited in her life.

“You’ve made an effort. You look good. I appreciate that.”

Crimzon’s hands moved down from Charlotte’s face, brushing across her collarbones. She pushed the dress off Charlotte’s shoulders, tugged it down until her breasts were revealed. Charlotte hadn’t worn a bra. At her age and with the size of her bust, she didn’t need one with her LBD.

“Small, but delightful!”

Crimzon cupped each one in a hand, gently stroking them, flicking her thumbs across the nipples occasionally. Charlotte quivered, pushing her chest forward to increase the sensations. She couldn’t prevent a whimper escaping.

“What would mummy say if she could see what her daughter is getting up to? Half-naked in a strip club, making out with an erotic performer!”

“I don’t give a fuck what my mum thinks, she’s a homophobic bigot!”

“What about when she turns the taps off, how will little CC fend for herself without the bank of mum and dad?

“I would get by.”

“Uh huh!” 

Crimzon pushed Charlotte right back hard against the sofa and dropped her head to take a nipple into her mouth. Charlotte squeaked.

One of Crimzon’s hands slipped into Charlotte’s dress where it had bunched at her waist, her fingers rubbed Charlotte’s crotch through her tights and panties. The student thrust her hips forward in response, grunting.

“Can’t deny that you are hot to trot! Your knickers are soaking already! I bet you’ve been diddling yourself off thinking about me, haven’t you?” Crimzon spoke as she moved her mouth to Charlotte’s other nipple.

“Yes!” Charlotte gasped as Crimzon’s fingers pushed her panties between her labia.

Crimzon raised her head.

“Yes, Miss Crimzon!” She corrected.
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