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Warning







This book contains adult content that may be unsuitable for some readers.

This book is intended for adults over 18 and all characters in this story are represented as 18 or over.





Holly and Ivy

“Hi Julie, just boarding now,” I said to my wife. 

“That’s great,” she replied, “So you’ll be home at what, about six?”

“Something like that,” I replied.  I looked up to take the offered glass of champagne, after a month in Hong Kong it was great to be heading home for Christmas.  An 11 hour flight, an hour in customs and immigration and I’d be in the car by three, even on Christmas Eve  at that time the traffic round Auckland wouldn’t be difficult – fuck, I’d grown up travelling round London on the M25, I always laughed when Kiwis moaned about the traffic.

I sipped the champagne and fell into easy conversation with my wife, both of us avoiding the issue that we had to discuss.  Eventually I broached it.

“Are they back?”

“The twins are back for Christmas,” she says to me, then she pauses, her voice lowers and I can hear the sadness in her voice, “They’re back forever.”

The twins, they came with my wife.  Second marriage for us both and they were part and parcel of the deal.  I’d knew they’d be there when I got home and they’ve hated me since the first day I met them.  They’ve just finished school and no doubt plan to move to Auckland, live the high life and expect me to pay for it.  Bitches.

They’re not even my wife’s children, well, not biological children.  They were her first husband’s and she adopted them as part of her first marriage.  When he died she became their sole guardian, his first wife just disappeared.  Maybe she’d known what was coming.

I don’t know what I did wrong when it came to them, I paid for everything, expensive private schooling, we took them on vacations all over the world, no matter what I did they hated me a little more.  It’s not like I even stole Julie from their father, he died in an accident before I ever met her. 

It’s not just me they hate, they hate my wife, their stepmother, even more than they hate me.  Poor Julie, she’ll have been at home with them for over a week now with Holly and Ivy verbally abusing her.  We’d have to have a discussion with them over Christmas, I’ve been thinking about it.  Their Christmas present from Julie and I is an apartment in Auckland and enough money to live on.  Take it or leave it, either way you’re leaving us.

They won’t have problems in life, judging by the way they dress and look I suspect they’ll try their hands at modelling.  Identical twins, 120lbs each, long dark, almost black hair, full firm breasts – shit, I’m getting a semi thinking about them, despite how much I hate them.  No, they’ll be OK, never short of a date.  A career as a trophy wife will suit them both down to the ground.

I won’t lie to you, they are both very attractive and I’ve caught myself watching them more than once, say when they walk past wearing a skirt so short I could use it as a belt or a top so small it could pass as a handkerchief or bandana.  Sometimes when I see them walking down to our private beach in their bikinis I’ve even been known to get a full on erection.  Don’t judge me like that, you would too if you saw them.  18 years old with perfect skin.  They only way to tell them apart is Holly has a tiny mole just under her left breast.

How do I know this?  Shit, do I have to tell you?  They wear bikinis a lot, apparently you can’t live life without a tan.  And their bodies are so firm there’s barely any sag on their ample tits.  The bikinis they favor are tiny in the extreme.  How small?  Let’s put it this way, I know they wax their pussies, that’s how small.

Fuck, I no longer have a semi.  I’m rock hard.  They have that effect on me.  Have done ever since they started dressing and teasing me.  I suspect that they do it on purpose, I’m pretty sure that Ivy has made a pass at me, or was it Holly?  Julie was out shopping when she cornered me by the pool, I was reading a book in my trunks when she came and sat next to me, wearing a skimpy bikini, she kept touching herself, cupping her breasts before lying down next to me and asking me to rub sun block on her back. 

As I did it the string on her bikini “came loose” and unraveled, showing me her whole back.  To “help” me apply the cream she undid the halter on her neck.  As I rubbed it in she kept asking me to go lower, to get her cream on her ass, to ensure that she didn’t burn could I get my hand inside her bikini bottom?  When I’d completed her back she just rolled over and asked me if I could, if I would, cream her front?  She was lying there, on her side, breasts fully exposed (it was Holly) asking me to rub cream into them.  Was I tempted?  Of course I fucking was, but I resisted.  She stood up, picked up her top and stormed off.

Why did she do this?  She hates me.  I later found out that Ivy had been filming me from the house.  They’d hatched a plan, she was prepared to fuck me and be filmed so that they could show Julie, so that she’d separate from me.  Why do it?  Just to pour more suffering onto me.

The stewardess collected the glass and asked me to turn my phone off.  I smiled at her, said my goodbyes, texted Julie that I loved her and switched the phone off.  We’d be rid of them before the end of January.

******

As soon as we landed I turned my phone on.  A text soon arrived and I replied, letting Julie know we were on the ground.  I’d slept well on the plane, waking at around midday local time, watched a movie and eaten the offered breakfast.  Business class has its advantages.

I cleared customs easily (I think New Zealand has the best immigration of anywhere, the staff actually look happy to see you) and picked up my car.  I was running about 30 minutes late, I texted Julie and was soon on the road, heading south.

The drive was easy enough, sure we don’t have the eight lane highways but neither do we have a million cars fighting for space.  I was feeling good.  I phoned Julie once I was out of the city and we talked for an hour.  She broke it off to prepare dinner when I was an hour away.  In an ideal world I’ve have pulled up and gone straight to bed with her, she’s a demon in the sack.

My heart fell as I thought about this, it wasn’t going to happen, we’d have to eat something with Holly and Ivy, argue and fight before we went to bed.  One month and they’ll be gone.  One month.  Their present is in an envelope in the boot, a one year lease on a two bed apartment in Ponsonby, the coolest, hippest place in Auckland.  Sure, it’s not Manhattan or London, but it’s more than they deserve.  I replayed our conversation to take my mind off them.

“The four of us will go to the beach and we can eat and have a drink as we watch the sun go down.”

“Sounds good,” I lied.  Our house is set in a few hundred acres on the west coast with a private beach.  It’s as amazing as it sounds, the gardens are full of private paths and open grasslands, it’s very private.  Must be one of the best gardens on North Island.

“Great, I’ll get the food ready and we can BBQ on the sand.”

“Make sure you’ve put in a couple of bottles of wine.  We can ride down to the beach.”  It’s a 45 minute walk, on the bikes or horses it’s only 10.  I don’t mind the walk down, it’s the walk back I object to.

“I’ll put in four, one each.”  Good idea, get the twins drunk and they might leave us alone.  We hung up and I hit play on my phone, Guns ‘n’ Roses would see me home.

******

I pulled up outside the house and Julie was waiting for me, she looked amazing, she always does when I’ve been away, she dresses up as daringly as she can.  Tiny skirt, low cut top and heels, what’s not to like?  She might be just the wrong side of 30 but she can pass for 25.  When the twins were away she’d open the door naked sometimes.  Sadly today’s not one of those days.

I left everything in the car and just walked over to her and picked her up in my arms and we kissed.  Julie took my hand and led me to the kitchen where there was a glass of Sauvignon Blanc waiting for me and another for her.  We clinked glasses and I took a sip.  Ah, you can’t beat a local wine, can you?  I looked around.

“Twins not here?”

“No,” she said, smiling.

“Well, in that case,” I replied, putting my glass down and instead held her hip.

“No,” she said, “That can wait.”  Fuck, that’s not like her. 

“Come on,” I said, kissing her neck, “We’re alone, I’ve been away for two weeks, I miss you.”

“No,” she said playfully, pushing me away.  I tried to kiss her again and she pushed me away laughing.  “You can, you have to wait.”  Bitch.

“OK,” I said, “I’ll wait.”  I backed away and looked around.  “I’ll grab a quick shower and get changed, I’ll be down in 10.”

“Sure,” she replied, “I’ll pack a bag for the beach.” 

At the door way I paused and looked back, “Care to join me?”  He reply was to throw a bread roll at me.  Guess I’d have to wait.

After a long flight and drive that shower felt amazing, it washed the dirt and tiredness away.  I was quick, as good as the warm water felt it was never going to be as good as spending time with Julie.  I toweled myself off and put on my swimming trunk shorts and a t-shirt.  I smiled to myself as I pulled on the trunks, despite having lived in New Zealand and Australia for 15+ years I don’t think I’ll ever get used to it being warm at Christmas.  I’m not objecting mind.

Once I was dressed I went and found Julie, she was still in the kitchen putting together our evening meal.  She poured me another glass of wine.

“Oh, can you get the mayo from the fridge please?”

“Sure,” I replied.  I put my wine down and turned around, heading to the fridge.

“By the way,” said Julie, “I found your porn stash on the laptop.”  I froze, the blood drained from my face and I could feel myself going weak at the knees.  I tried to speak but my mouth was dry.  I turned back to her and put a hand onto the island unit to stabilize myself.  Shit, SHIT, fuck had I forgotten to lock the drive.  I looked at Julie, I opened my mouth to speak but no words came out.

“Pretty extensive collection you’ve got their Mike,” she continued.  I looked at her, she wasn’t smiling, she wasn’t even angry.  “How long have you been collecting and saving those films?  And just how many have you got?”

All I could think of was trying to form an excuse, to blame someone else.  But I couldn’t do it, there was no way she would believe me.  Fuck, I wouldn’t believe me.  “Love . . . I . . .” I what?  I can explain?  Like how was I going to explain my porn collection?  Most of it was staple stuff, girl on girl, boy on girl.  But some of it was more . . . specialist.  Fuck, had she looked at it all?

I stared at her wine glass, looking at the moisture forming on the outside. I felt my own forehead, shit the sweat was beading on it, much like the glass.  I swallowed.

“So, how long have you been into,” she paused, “Pony girls?”

I thought, still barely able to speak.  Julie could clearly sense my discomfort.  I noticed her for the first time, she didn’t look that annoyed.  Thinking about it, since I came home she’d be pleasant to me, she should have been mad, throwing things at me before throwing me out of the house.  I swallowed.  Julie smiled and moved, she pulled up a barstool and guided me down onto it.

“I mean it Mike, how long have you been into pony girls?”

Nothing for it but to tell her the truth.  “Since university,” I told her, “I, I mean we, I mean . . . . fuck, one of my flat mates had a VCR and an unhealthy porn habit.  One day we were all drunk and he brought out a tape of pony girls racing and . . . . and well, I was addicted.”  How much more should I add. “I mean, I’ve never actually driven a pony girl team . . . I wouldn’t do that.  I just . . . I just like to watch it once in a while.”

I looked at Julie, she picked up her glass and took a sip of wine, then put it back down.  I was waiting for her to speak.  When she did, she almost looked and sounded disappointed.  “So, you wouldn’t want to run you own team of ponies?”  Fuck me, was she offering – she’s fit, she runs a long way.  I could imagine her pulling me down to the beach, then fucking her in the sand.

“Are you,” I stammered, “Are you offering what I think you’re offering?” 

She smiled at me, then stuck her finger into her wine before sucking it off, pushing her finger in and out of her mouth seductively.  “Depends,” she said, her voice husky and deep, “What do you think I’m offering you?”

I came out with it.  “Are you offering to be my pony girl?  Even just once?”

“Fuck no, and don’t you ever suggest that again.”  She sounded angry.  Very angry, this is how she should have reacted when she found my porn collection.    “It won’t ever happen, and if you try I’ll string you up by your balls.”  That would be a no then.  I paused for a moment, then asked again.

“Sorry, I misunderstood you.  What were you asking . . . suggesting?”

“It’s a yes/no question Mike.  Would you like to own and run a team of ponies?”  She bent down and put her head onto her fists, her elbows on the table, eyeballing me.  Almost silently I replied to her.

“Yes.”  I’d said it.  What was going to happen?  Nothing.  She just smiled at me. 

“I wanted to know where you stood.  Come on, you can carry that basket, we’ll go to the stables and ride down to the beach, I’ve not had the horses out for a couple of days.”  I picked up the basket and turned, Julie slapped my ass as I walked past her.  I smiled, she couldn’t see but I think I’d gotten away with it.

As we left the house she locked the door, Julie shook her head.  We live on an isolated peninsula, the nearest neighbors are three miles away and hell, this is New Zealand, it’s hardly the crime capital of the world.  I can’t help it, I lived in London for a long time and it’s ingrained into me.

We held hands as we walked, the stables block is only a few minutes from the house.  I expected Julie to question me further, but she changed the subject and talked about Christmas and where we should go on vacation next year.  When we got to the stable Julie opened the door, I was about to walk in when she spoke to me.

“By the way, your present is inside,” she said to me, her head slightly down and a wicked smile on her face.  Julie reached into her pocket and pulled out a blindfold, she offered it to me and I took it.  I was expecting to put it on her, when I pushed it towards her eyes she shook her head.

“No Mike, slip it over your eyes.  I want this to be a surprise for you.  A total surprise.”  I hesitated for a moment, to be honest I was expecting to put it on and be taken inside and then she’d punish me for my porn collection.  But the way she was looking, the way she was speaking it was like she was a naughty teenager again, hiding something.  I smiled back at her.

“Sure,” I said, slipping it over my head.  I was nervous, I could make out light around the edge of the blindfold and just see the ground if I looked down.  Julie took my hand and led me into the stables.  Instantly I was aware of the horses, the smell of them seemed far more intense now I was deprived of my sight.  Julie led me slowly down the central isle, past the horses.  I could hear them moving and whining in their stalls.  I’m not much into horses, but Julie loves them.  I guess that’s why we have them.

She walked me to the end of the stable then turned me to one side.  She kissed my ear then took my hands in hers and raised them up onto her breasts, one in each hand.  I smiled, were we going to fuck here first and then ride to the beach.  Julie kissed my ear again and I felt her hands on my blindfold, she was going to take it off.

“Happy Christmas Mike, I love you.”

“I love you too,” I said, squeezing her breasts in my hands.  They felt a little fuller than usual, I guess a month away with work I’d forgotten what they felt like.  Julie pulled up the blindfold and I blinked as I adjusted to the light. 

I took my hands off and jumped back.  “Julie . . . . what . . .” I managed to stutter.  I looked at my wife who smiled and nodded, then back at the view in front of me.  It was the twins, Holly and Ivy, but not as I’d ever seen them before.  Each was naked, their arms were bound behind their backs presumably, I couldn’t see them.  Around their waists they were wrapped in a thick red bow, like you’d find on a traditional Christmas present.

On their heads they were wearing pony girl head dresses, made of black leather.  Starting at the top, there was a band round each of their foreheads.  Their mouths were forced open by a thick leather bit gag, pulled back tight, leaving them no ability to spit it out.  Saliva was dripping out of their mouths and down their chins. 

On their necks they wore matching black collars with a ring at the front. The collars were thick, maybe three or four inches wide.  I liked them.  They looked amazing on the girls thin necks, the leather wonderfully dark compared to their pale, white skin.

Their breasts were exposed, thrust out, full and firm like only a teenage girl’s chest can be.  Their pussies were clean shaved, naked and exposed.  Their lower legs were covered by long, black leather boots, terminating in raised balls of their feet as the shoes forced their heels upwards.  I was staggered, I couldn’t speak.  Julie spoke instead.

“Happy Christmas Mike,” she said and kissed me again, “Why not open and play with your ponies dear?  Squeeze their breasts, go on.”  I was unable to move, she took my hands in hers and lifted them up, putting my hands on one of each of their breasts.  Still numb I stood there, unable to form a sentence. 

“Don’t be gentle with these animal Mike,” said Julie, “You need a firm hand to deal with them.  It’s the only way that they’ll learn respect.”  I watched as Julie put a hand onto Holly’s other breast (or was it Ivy?) and rand her hand over it, then crushed it in her hand, her long nails sinking into the poor teenager’s exposed flesh.  The girl made a whimpering noise.  Julie screamed at her.

“Silence bitch,” she yelled, “You were told to be silent at all times.”  Julie removed her hand and I watched, still holding one of each girl’s tits in my hands as Julie picked up a riding crop and brought it down into the same breast.  The twin took this blow in silence.

“They really are stupid animals,” said Julie, putting the crop down, “Despite three weeks of training they’ve still barely managed the basics.”  I started to come round, I looked at Julie.  “They are your present from me for Christmas Mike.  They are yours, to do with as you want.  I know you’ve always hated them, when they were people they treated you like shit.  Now you can get your revenge.”

Do with as you like I thought, I wonder how far I could go with them.

“Can I . . . can we take them for a run?”  I stuttered.

“Of course,” she replied, “What else do you think they are for?”  I took my hands off her breasts and turned to look at Julie.

“When did you do this?” I asked. 

“Later,” she replied, shutting down the discussion, “let’s get them ready.”  I took the end of the bow into my hand and pulled it, the thick red material opened as the bow came undone and it fell to the floor of the stable.  I watched as she walked away, quickly returning with arms full of items, there was leather belts, crops and things I couldn’t identify.  Julie dropped them all on the floor, then picked up a different headdress.  She handed it to me.

“Why not put it on you pony Mike?” she said.  I took it from her and our eyes locked, then we laughed and smiled.  This was surreal.  “Their gags are just buckled into place.  Should come off easily,” she added.

I walked behind Holly and found the buckle.  I undid it and pulled it out of her mouth.  As soon as it came free she started to speak.  “Please Mike,” she stuttered, “Please . . . please free me,” and then she screamed.  I moved back and looked, Julie had stuck a cattle prod into her breast and activated it.  I watched as Julie then slapped Holly across the face before she yelled at her.

“You dumb cunt,” Julie yelled, “What did I tell you?”  Holly opened her mouth and then closed it again.  “You are not permitted to pretend that you can speak like a human.  You’re an animal, that’s all, just a dumb animal.  And you know what happens when you forget.”  I stared at Julie, I’d never seen her like this, she was genuinely angry, I guess 12 years of abuse from the twins had broken her and now she was getting her revenge.

Julie took the cattle prod away from Holly and instead held it to Ivy’s chest.  I watched as Ivy tried to back away, but there was nowhere for her to go.  Ivy was straining, staring at the prod as Julie let the tension build up before she pressed a button and instantly Ivy screamed before falling down to the floor.  Julie ignored her and spoke to Holly.

“When you fuck up your sister suffers.  Understand?”  Holly nodded her head, she was crying.  She clearly thought that there was no escape for her from now on.  Julie offered me the cattle prod and pointed at Ivy, still crying on the floor.  “It’s one to each breast Mike.”

I took it from her, Ivy was trying to back away but there was nowhere for her to go.  I’d dreamed about this for years, disciplining a pony.  Could I actually do it?

I held the end and touched Ivy’s body with it.  She was struggling on the floor, trying to shake it off, to escape from it.  I looked at my wife, this bitch on the floor had tormented and emotionally tortured the woman I love for years.  No, she deserved it.  I turned back to look at Ivy, she was begging me with her eyes not to do it.  I smiled at her, not in a nice way and she knew was coming.  Before I pressed the button she started to scream, when I finally did I think it came as a relief to her.

I left Ivy on the floor and turned back to Holly, handing the cattle prod to my wife’s outstretched hand.  I could see that Holly knew that there was no escape for her, I wasn’t going to come to her rescue.  I picked up the other head harness and Holly submissively opened her mouth wide as I pushed the gag into her mouth.  Holly bit down on it and I pulled it up over her face and fastened it behind her head.

This was my favorite type of pony head gear, there were two head bands, one around her mouth with the gag and a second band around her forehead.  I must have looked like I was enjoying it as Julie spoke.

“Your most watched videos featured a pony wearing one like that,” she said, “I hope you like it.”

“Oh I do,” I replied, beaming from ear to ear.  I secured it in place, then helped Ivy to her feet . . . hooves.  I applied a matching gag to her despite her tears and stood back.

“Why not rub their pussies?” asked Julie.  I must have looked surprised, she spoke again.  “Surely the point of owning a pony is so you can fuck her?” she added.  I guess so.  I put my hands on the tops of their public mounds and for the first time in my life took two teenage pussies as the same time and pushed my hands between their legs.  They both opened slightly, exposing their sweet pink flesh to my hands.  Julie spoke again, “Bet they can’t wait to be fucked by you later.”  I could barely open my mouth, my wife was giving me permission to fuck another woman.  Both girls shrank back when Julie said that.

“But come on,” Julie added, “Let’s take them for a ride.  I bet they can’t wait to run, they’ve been cooped up in here all day.  I watched as Julie moved behind Holly and undid her from the restraints, I hadn’t noticed before in the dark but her arms and neck were tied to a ring at the back of the stable.  I helped Julie maneuver Holly out of the stall, I half expected her to bolt for it but I could see once she was out that her ankles were hobbled together, limiting her steps to about six inches.  There was no escape.

We walked her outside into the evening light where there was another surprise, at the side of the stable was a sulky.  We attached Holly to it and then Julie undid her ankle restraints before lifting her left leg up and fastening it via a short cord to her waist, leaving her standing on one leg.  I laughed, there was no escape for her.  We quickly got Ivy and attached her in the same way, she’d stopped crying but was still clearly terrified.

Once she was safely secured Julie undid Holly, allowing both of her feet on the ground.  We climbed into the sulky and Julie handed me the whip, a long black leather bull whip.  “Don’t forget that they are just dumb animals,” she said, “They’ll need whipping to encourage them.”

“And what are you going to do?”  I asked?”

“Me?”  replied Julie, “I’m going to suck your cock, if that’s OK?”

Fuck I thought.  Could life get any better?  I undid my fly and Julie bent over and took my cock into her mouth, she’s always been an excellent cock sucker, this was just heaven.  Nervously I swished the whip in the air, before I landed a blow across the shoulders of the ponies.  I smiled. 

“Walk on,” I commanded.  I wasn’t sure what to expect (I know what I wanted them to do) and I wasn’t disappointed.  In unison they raised their right legs to waist level and they started to high step away from the stable, heading to the beach. 

I’ll be honest, this wasn’t the most comfortable way to travel and after a wheel went into a rut Julie made a sound and I felt her teeth on my cock.  I grabbed her hair and pulled her up, we looked at each other and laughed.

“Enough for now,” I said, “Tell me, when did you enslave them?”

She smiled, “I found your porn the day after you left, I was shocked, horrified at what you’ve been watching, if I’d been able to get hold of you I’d have phoned you immediately and screamed at you, but when I went to bed I kept thinking about it.  I woke up in the middle of the night, I’d been dreaming about pony girls, so I picked up your computer and watched a few videos.  I was . . . I was intrigued by it.”

“Anyway, the next day I didn’t scream at you, instead we talked normally and then on Tuesday I picked the ponies up from their school, their last ever day.  On the way home they were as nasty to me as they’d ever been, so that was when I thought fuck it, they had this coming.  The next day I drugged them both and I’ve been training them ever since.  I hope you like them, they’re only half broken in but even these two can manage to follow simple instructions.”

We held hands for a while, not speaking when Julie took the whip from me.  “Run,” she ordered, whipping them across their backs.  The ponies responded quickly, breaking from the gait and running, the cool breeze they generated was a welcome relief from the heat of the summer.  We spoke more about them, I was edging around the subject – Julie had said I could fuck them but did she mean it?

As we approached our private beach I slowed them to a walk, then a halt on the sand.  Julie put the break on and then we hobbled both girls, lifting their hooves up on one leg, preventing them from moving.  I ran my hands over their sweaty bodies, savoring their breasts.  I slapped Ivy a few times, she’d not done anything wrong, I just felt like it.  Julie laughed when I did it.

“I’ve got something else for you,” she said, handing me a small box.  I took it from her, suddenly my gift, some jewelry from Hong Kong, was going to look crap.  I opened it, inside were four bells on the ends of nipple clamps.  “Why not put them on?” she asked.  Good idea. 

I took Ivy’s nipples into my fingers, I expected her to pull back, to resist but she accepted my touch.  When her nipple was erect I opened the clamp and brought it down onto her sensitive bud.  She winced as the teeth bit into her flesh, crushing it.  I stared into her blue eyes as I let go of the bell, it weighed a couple of ounces and the weight no doubt caused her more pain.  I just smiled as I applied the others to her and her sister. 

We left them, standing there as we sat down and ate, drinking our wine and watching the sunset over the bay.  When we finished there was still an hour of daylight or so, we unhobbled the twins who’d been standing virtually motionless for over an hour.  I drove them hard on the way back, this time not taking the direct route.  On the small rise I used the whip freely, loving the color of the stripes on their backs from where I whipped them.  This was the life.

Once we we’d dismounted and freed them from the sulky Julie and I guided them into their stall and tied them up, preventing them from moving.  Julie kissed me as I admired my presents.

“Want an hour alone with them?”

I swallowed.  “Sure?”  Julie just nodded.

“Sure.  See you in bed.  Make sure you tie them well for the night.”

“I will.”  I watched Julie leave, what a woman.  When she closed the door behind her I turned back to face my ponies.  I expected them to beg, to plead with me but I think I’d used the whip enough to discourage that.  They were tied together, arms behind their backs, chains securing them to the wall.  My cock was rock hard as I stripped off, they were both focusing on it.  They knew what was coming. 

With Julie I’m a considerate lover, I take it slowly, gently, making sure she enjoys it.  But that was with a woman, I was about to fuck a pair of animals. I smiled at the thought, a pair of animals.  I took two steps towards them and took one of each of their tits into my hands, they were sweaty and greasy from the running.  Like I cared, this was for my benefit.  I sank my nails into their chest, I wanted to hear them cry out in pain.  I wasn’t disappointed, each cried out and tried to back away, but there was nowhere to go.  I laughed at their suffering.

When I let go I just pushed my hands between their legs and pushed my fingers inside their pussies, disappointing, neither of them was a virgin.  “Pair of sluts,” I said.  As I looked into their eyes they knew what I meant.  I finger fucked them, watching them get excited, despite their obvious hatred of me.  I resolved to get them off, making them cum would be a torture for them both.  They were soon both gasping, they couldn’t help it as their animal instincts took over and they started to grind against my hand, rubbing their clits against my hands.  Soon Ivy had her eyes closed, despite everything she was lost in the moment.  I pulled my hand away, denying her.

It took her a few seconds to realize that I’d stopped, at first she looked annoyed, infuriated, then mad with herself for responding to her captor like that.  I reached up and removed the gag from her mouth, she slowly closed her mouth, glad that it had been removed.  I half expected her to speak, but she knew the consequences.  Next I removed Holly’s gag, she was equally subdued, no doubt wondering what was coming next.

I pushed Ivy to her knees, her face level with my cock.  “If I so much as feel your teeth I’ll whip both of you until you pass out,” I told her.  One look into my eyes and she knew I meant it, she knew what to do.  She opened her mouth and took my cock into it.  Gently, nervously she started to move her head up and down, sucking my cock.  She wasn’t very good, she could barely get four inches inside before she started to gag.  Her step-mom was so much better.  Ah well, she just needed practice I guess, a lot of practice.  And she was going to get it.

I bent Holly to face me.  “I bet you’d like to be down there wouldn’t you?  Sucking my cock?  Are you thinking of that day at the pool?”  Tears started to form in her eyes, I knew talking at her like this was degrading her completely, “Bet you wish you go back and fuck me then, wouldn’t have been so bad would it?”  I grabbed her tits and pulled her in and forced her to kiss me.

I’d never had my cock sucked while I kissed someone before, I can’t recommend it enough.  She was a good kisser, even in a forced situation like this.  The three of us staying like that, I could hear that they were both crying gently as they worked on me.  It was time.

I pushed Holly to her knees and made her take over sucking my cock, I moved between them and pushed my ass into Ivy’s face.  Three times I ordered her to lick my ass, twice she refused so I lashed Holly with the crop, causing her to cry out.  On the third time she obeyed, distraught at what was happening to her sister.  Man, this was even better that kissing and having you cock sucked.  Her tongue darted in and out of my ass, her tears just turning me on even more.  I groaned in delight as they served me, this was worth the years of hassle.

When I was about to cum I pushed Holly off, I wanted to fuck one of them.  I pushed them both down, faces on the floor, asses up high while I debated which girl to use.  Like it made a difference.  I knelt down behind Holly and lined up my cock, her body betrayed her, her pussy was wet and shinning, she was ready for me.  I put my hands on her hips and pushed into her sweet wet hole, her animal needs took over and she pushed back against me, both of us moaning as we started to fuck.

I reached over her hips with one hand and found her clit, she gasped as I touched her, gently rubbing her most sensitive spot as I fucked her.  I looked at Ivy, she wanted me inside her.  Not today Ivy, not today.  I put my other hand onto her pussy and she started to grind against me, lining up my fingers and taking them inside her, my thumb on her clit.  She moaned as I first touched her.  What a fucking slut.

I pounded Ivy, ramming my cock in and out of her teenage hole, her voice getting higher and higher as she moaned, she was like a demented animal as I used her and soon she was crying out, her body went tight and she screamed as she came on my cock and hand.  Seconds later to my side her sister also came, with me crying out as I pumped my load inside my step-daughter.  “Yeesssssss,” I screamed as I came, pumping load after load into her cunt.

When I pulled out Ivy turned and took me into her mouth, cleaning my cock of her sister’s juices.  I allowed her to suck my cock, Holly had collapsed onto the floor.  Eventually I pushed her off and stood up.  I looked at them both and smiled, no doubt they were expecting to be freed.  No fucking chance, they were here for life.  I could see in their eyes, their total humiliation at what had just happened, they’d been fucked/fingered to orgasm and had no control over it, their bodies had betrayed them.

I got them both something to drink, checked their chains and left the stable, locking the door behind me.  Inside the house was my wife, I was already planning exercising the twins in the morning, hell, who wouldn’t want to ride their ponies?


Afterword

Thank you for reading this book.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it. 







If you did enjoy it please leave a review or star rating on Amazon (even an anonymous rating would be wonderful), or do please get in touch, I love hearing from people who read my books.




Paige

xx







https://www.amazon.com/author/paige.bond




paige.bond.author@gmail.com
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I was born in the late 90's and I've been fascinated by BDSM, particularly female submission for as long as I can remember. My stories are based on my own real-life experiences, or things that I fantasize about happening to me. I write as frequently as I can, concentrating on longer books - if you find something you like please let me know.


Praise For Author

[Blackmaiiled]

I'm generally not a fan of blackmail and coercion storylines in erotica, but I still found myself enjoying this one a lot. Is there an element of coercion here? Absolutely, but Sarah (the heroine) invites it on herself. She has a blackmail kink and deliberately put herself in a position to be exploited (although she quickly loses control of the situation). The enjoyment she takes in the experience was enough to make me get really into it, and I loved the creative and kinky situations that are played out.

- G. Jorgensen

[5 Days in San Fransico]

This is the first time I've bothered to pen a review, and the first time I've read this author. I've read quite a few ponygirl/ hucow stories and other sort of dom/sub stories. To date it is the best and I will most certainly be revisiting the world of this writer. The mix of what is realistic and what is oft written about, but not realistic is nicely balanced and flows well. I give

- Jonel

[Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame]

Was recently recommended this book by a friend, lovely written and interesting story that draws you in and teaches more about the specific BDSM culture

- Chris

[The Secret Slave]

Truely excellent.  A truly delightful story. It feels like you are living the experience with the main character, as she submits herself to the will of a set of dice and a magic 8-ball for the weekend. Enjoy the book, I know I did.

- Thomas Fearer


Books By This Author

5 Days in San Francisco

India is a young English girl crossing America after leaving University. She's broke and looking for somewhere to stay in San Francisco for 5 nights. Mason's in his mid 30s and recently single looking for some fun. They meet on Tinder and strike up a 5 day romance. India wants to experience San Francisco's alternative scene.

Over the course of their 5 days together Mason shows her the best that San Fran has to offer, she stars in a porn film shoot, they attend a BDSM orgy and the Folsom Street Fair, where India is paraded round the streets naked.


“Are you hungry? Shall we get something to eat?”

“Yes please sir, I’ve not eaten since yesterday lunch,” she replied, then in a seductive tone she added, “and what you have planned for later sir?”

Mason smiled and reached into his bag. He took out a thin steel collar with a ring at the front. He unlocked it and opened it, moving the device towards India’s neck. She half stepped back, looking around nervously.

“Don’t worry, this is San Francisco. We’re a couple of blocks from Fulsom Street. No one will care. Where we’re going for breakfast I doubt anyone will even notice – hell, they might say that you’re underdressed.”

He continued to smile and after a moment she nodded.

“Have you ever worn one before?” he asked.

“No sir,” she replied, “but I’ve often thought about it.”

Poker Slaves

Susie forgot her fake ID so what to do on a Friday night? A few beers later and Willow comes up with the idea of playing strip poker. Four room mates and their girlfriends start a wild few weeks of playing for higher and higher stakes until the final game, when the losing girl will become the winning couple’s slave for the weekend. There’s everything to play for and everything to lose.

Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame 

Lisa is stuck in a dead end job, living with an abusive boyfriend. Her only escape from her dreary life is 2 afternoons a week working at a stables. Lisa is envious of the horses, of the pampered life that they lead. One day she's browsing porn and comes across a video that changes her life : Pony Girl porn. Lisa becomes obsessed with pony girl porn and contacts Rachel who trains pony girls. Before long she signs up for a pony girl trial, 13 weeks living and working as a pony girl, devoid of human rights, devoid of human speech.

Rachel extended a hand on Lisa’s chin and raised her head up slightly.

“Is there anything you want to ask me Lisa?”

Lisa thought for a while. “Have you ever been a pony girl?”

Rachel laughed, “Of course. Maybe seven or eight years ago? I did a one week taster, then came back for the full 13 weeks you’re about to experience. I didn’t really want to be pony, I wanted to be a trainer. But Travis won’t allow any trainers who’ve not experienced what it’s like to be a pony.”

“What’s it like?” asked Lisa. Her face was full of desire about being a pony.

“It’s hard work, don’t be fooled for a moment. It’s also incredible, you’ll drive men – and women – wild with desire.” Lisa smiled at that, she found it hard to believe that she could drive anyone wild with desire, six months of Adam putting her down had left a mark on her confidence. Rachel could see the doubt.

“You will, you’ll lose weight, get more defined, and with your hair,” Rachel added, running her hands through Lisa’s long red hair, “Don’t doubt yourself Lisa, everyone will want to fuck you.”

“Do I get any choice in who fucks me?”

“No.”

Lisa was taken aback at Rachel’s abruptness. She thought for a moment. “What happens at the end of the 13 weeks?”

“You’ll move into the house for two weeks. I’m guessing you don’t have any ties to here, so will you let your accommodation slide?” Lisa nodded. “In those two weeks we’ll help you find somewhere to live, set you up with interviews, jobs if that’s what you want. And generally get you used to be being a human again.” Rachel smiled at Lisa. “Any more questions?”

“No.”

Blackmailed

Sarah is a young, naive girl who lives with her step-father. She thinks it will be exciting to offer herself to an unknown man to obey his orders and perform his tasks while she is filmed, he will then use the film to blackmail her to perform more and more degrading tasks. Soon, Sarah finds herself playing a game in which she is no longer in control and afraid of the consequences if she doesn’t obey. Over the months her blackmailer takes total control of Sarah's life, making her perform more degrading and disgusting acts, each one more demeaning than the last.

Sarah,

Your next task is simple. On Friday night you are to be at the north entrance of the park near your house at eight pm. There you will strip naked (you may wear shoes if you want). You will place your hands behind your back and walk to the south entrance. Once there you will sit on the bench for two minutes before walking back to the north entrance. You may not dress until eight thirty pm. You must stay on the path at all times. I will be watching you at some point.

Your Master

The Secret Slave

By day Emily works as a PA to her boss, a successful lawyer. What he doesn't know, what he can never know is that she worships him, both figuratively and literally. She is, in every sense of the word, his slave. For the weekend she decides to take his ownership of her to a new level. Once everyone has left the office and she's alone she takes the only set of keys for a set of padlocks and posts them to herself. Then when she's alone in her car she puts a slave collar on her neck and padlocks it in place. In her apartment she's written out possible things to do for the weekend, she'll use dice to control her actions for the weekend, will she sleep with a stranger or pick up a woman? All new experiences will be valuable practice when it comes to serving her master better.

Emily has also written out a list of punishments, once more she'll use the dice to chose when, how and for how long she should be punished should she fail in her tasks. Emily knows that her Master deserves perfection and that as a slave she is bound to fall short of what he deserves - punishment and suffering are inevitable for her, and she welcomes them both.

What fate will the dice have in store for her?
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