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Chapter 1

Randal breathed in the misty air of the cool gray morning. He found the air relaxing, and his view through the open window was a verdant field leading to a forested mountain, topped with a snow-covered peak. He appreciated his assignment, despite his growing confusion over just what, exactly, he was supposed to do.

The instructions that Randal received when he arrived were clear, but exceptionally open-ended.

“Obey, of course, and remember that you have fully submitted yourself as a servant to the aristocracy,” he was told.

Randal knew that he would likely be subjected to degradation that he could not imagine. He suspected, and assumed as fact, that the lack of specific instruction was part of his training. What better way to test his obedience?

Smiling and shaking his head, Randal wondered if he, perhaps, should think less about his future and more about his present.

With a nod of self-affirmation, Randal closed the window and began tending to his chores. For the fifth day in a row, he began his morning by warming water for tea and cutting fresh vegetables that he would prepare for lunch. Not for him, of course, but for any riders who may seek the comforts of his remote hospitality location.

Randal began his chores in silent, studious efficiency. He dressed in his uniform, essentially an apron and gloves and little else, and looked with sadness at the locked cage preventing him from reaching a full state of arousal. The Masters held his key, and only after a successful tour of service would he be temporarily unlocked. As with many of the strict requirements and tedious rituals that he must follow, the Masters offered little explanation for why he was caged.

Randal’s peers in training had voiced many rumors and guesses, but after a few weeks of being sexually caged Randal had concluded a very simple reason. By preventing his arousal, the Masters ensured that their servants would avoid self-gratification and remain constantly focused on pleasing others. Randal noticed the change in his behavior; his reined in sexuality and immediate acquiescence to any command. Knowing the depth of the Master’s ownership, Randal was quietly grateful that they had not enacted a more permanent solution.

Refocusing on his immediate work, Randal worked through his mental checklist. Build a fire. Clean the dishes. Wipe the windows. Carry fresh water to the stables.

All the while, Randal watched the distant foothills for signs of a rider coming his way. He had to be prepared. He had to impress his masters.

Randal continued cleaning around the remote cabin, and soon finished his morning chores. His instructions called for self-cleaning and preparation after lunch, and Randal soon began grooming his body for a visitor that may or may not come. He buckled leather straps across his chest and buckled leather sandals on his feet. He put on a pair of tight, short underwear, and then a clean apron. Randal noticed the bulge from the cage at his crotch and wondered exactly what kind of perverse thrill the Masters would enjoy at his expense.

He wrapped the red collar around his neck, knowing that it signified his status as a new servant, and wondered whether that status would invoke greater or lesser punishment. He would not have to wait long to find out.

Randal thought he may have another evening to himself. Another day of unnoticed servitude and unrewarded obedience.

When he spotted a mounted figure on a distant hill, he knew that his evening would not be peaceful.


Chapter 2

Arina saw the rising smoke from the remote hospitality cottage and smiled to herself. She paused on top of hill overlooking the lush valley of the remote outpost. Her horse, breathing heavily and with a sheen of sweat glistening on his side, threw its head in excitement. He loved to run, and Arina loved to feel his thundering hooves as he galloped through the wilds.

Arina dismounted and stretched her legs.

“Shh,” she said, stroking her horse’s muscular neck. “We’ll ride the rest of the way at full speed. Finally.”

The powerful animal craned its head, watching Arina as she stared at the cottage.

The servant, a new one, untested, unbroken, must be inside working on his afternoon chores. Arina had exerted some of the political pull that her incredible wealth afforded in order to have him stationed here. His trainers, ever watchful for the specific traits that she desired, had hand-picked him at her request.

Arina smiled to herself again, remembering how the trainers had described him. “Savvy,” they said. He obeyed their orders, following the path of least resistance, but never seemed completely broken. He was naïve, but he knew his place. He would never challenge her authority, of course. That was ingrained into all of the servants. But this one viewed his training through a lens of sexuality that was seldom found amongst the ranks of hospitality servants.

Essentially, he knew that he was being trained to please the perverse desires of the ruling class.

But he had not yet connected that perversity to the undercurrent of sexuality that flowed through him.

Arina had paid handsomely to be the one to force that connection.

Was that movement in the window? Had he seen her?

Her body tingled with excitement as she mounted her horse.

“Quickly!” she said as she used the long leather reins to whip her powerful steed.


Chapter 3

Randal hurriedly checked over the interior of the cabin. He had convinced himself that he was ready for this assignment, for anything they could throw at him. Now, with one of the Masters approaching, he felt much less sure.

“No,” he told himself, “I am here to serve.” He breathed deeply, the scent of smoke from the fire covering the crisp taste of mountain mist.

As Randal heated the teapot, he heard the Master arrive.

Arina looped the long reins over the hitching post in front of the cabin and, mirroring Randal’s action for a very different reason, she breathed in the cool air. Arina savored the fresh wilderness, knowing that her pleasures awaited just inside. She gazed at the fields and relished the isolation. She had complete freedom here, no societal restrictions. No laws, though she never particularly had to worry about laws. But it was different, here. Whereas normally she was above the laws, here she was outside of the laws. This place was beyond the reach of civilization, a place where she was the Master of the domain, where her very command was the strictest law.

She licked her lips in hungry anticipation. She could almost feel the power that she commanded.

Arina opened the door and strode into the cabin.

Randal, who had been studiously staring at the floor, was unable to stop himself from looking over the Master.

She wore black boots that shone with expensive polish. They came up to just below her knees, where her tight, tan riding pants hugged her muscular thighs. A white dress shirt was visible beneath her black leather jacket.

He watched as she placed saddlebags and a crop by the door. She pulled off her black helmet and her dark, wavy hair flowed down past her shoulders. Randal stared with his mouth slightly open, taken aback by her confident demeanor and the ease with which she intimidated him, despite her smaller frame and despite her having done nothing but enter the door.

Arina stopped moving and looked at Randal with a reproachful glare. Randal, for his part, quickly lowered his eyes and voiced a mumbled apology. He stared at her boots, but his mind conjured the image of the dark glare from her black eyes and her face, stern, framed by black hair.

As she watched Randal forget how to properly greet her, Arina thought that she could not have planned this situation any better. Already, she had a reason to discipline Randal. Not that she needed a reason, of course, but now she had the opportunity to watch him embrace the punishment.

And, looking at Randal, Arina’s heart raced at the prospect of punishing his lithe body. His red collar beckoned to her, demanding that she break him to her will. The leather straps that wrapped across his bare chest accented the shape of his muscles. The bulge of his caged manhood pushed through his apron, enticing her with the submission that it denoted.

Randal recovered from his early mistake and said, “May I take your coat, Master?”

“No,” Arina answered, “it’s too late for that.” She shrugged off her jacket as she was speaking.

Arina paced around Randal as he stood, head bowed, silent and chastised. The click-clack of her boots echoed through the cabin, punctuated only by the occasional crackle of the fire.

As Arina circled Randal, she imagined the myriad ways that she would take his body.

Soon.

“You may rub my feet,” she said as she turned and walked to the luxurious couch.

Randal kept his head bowed as he followed her to the couch.

Arina propped her feet on a small table and waited.

Randal moved near her towards her leg, that he might pull off her boot.

“Stop!” Arina snarled. “Are you not grateful for touching your Master?” she asked.

“I am, Master,” Randal said as he gently set her foot back on the table.

“And you would just touch my foot without demonstrating this gratitude?” she said, her tone brooking no room for doubt as to his error.

Randal realized that he was facing certain punishment for his action. As many of the new servants do, he overcompensated.

“Please, Master, may I show you my gratitude for being allowed to touch you?” he asked.

Arina sighed and said, “Now you want to further involve me in your ungrateful touch? Carry on, as you should have from the beginning, and let’s see if you learned anything in your training.”

Randal, his head bowed, gritted his teeth in frustration. He had made a mistake, but this Master had a strict approach that he found intimidating. He should have known better.

Kneeling beside the table, Randal leaned over and kissed his Master’s boot. The smooth leather touched his lips and his token gesture reminded him of his place, beneath her, serving her.

Arina watched quietly as Randal kissed her other boot and then began gently removing it. Randal took off both of her boots and then set them next to the couch. Kneeling beside the table, Randal began massaging Arina’s feet.

“Straddle my feet, face them,” Arina said.

Randal stood up and then over her legs, facing her feet. Arina kicked the table away, forcing Randal to bend lower to reach and continue the massage.

Arina watched as the low-cut cloth of the apron exposed Randal’s muscular thighs. She pulled her right foot towards her, through his legs, and lifted his apron with her bare foot. Randal continued the massage, knowing that his body belonged to his Master.

With her foot, Arina felt Randal’s metal cock cage. She lifted the apron, exposing his round ass. Randal continued the massage as Arina traced the curve of his butt with her toe, watching the light trail her nail left on his firm skin.

She moved her toe further up, into his tight, shaved hole. Arina pushed her toe into him, pressing against his tight opening, pushing him forward. Randal continued to massage her foot, his mouth open at the shock of her invasive penetration. He continued the massage and felt a tightness in his cock cage that left him somewhat confused by his own body’s response.

Arina pushed her toe all the way into his hole. Randal gasped as he took her toe inside of his body, and in his confusion, he stopped rubbing her other foot.

Arina pushed her toe in and out of his hole, relishing the shocked silence that greeted her violation of his body. She decided that she wanted to see him responding to her degradation.

“Move the table away and turn around,” she told him.

Randal pushed the table and then knelt in front of her feet, head down.

“Look at me,” she said, and he did.

She watched him try and keep his face expressionless as she said, “Worship my feet.”

Randal kept his eyes on Arina as he took her left foot into his hands and cradled it close to his mouth.

Arina laughed, “Other foot.”

Randal stared up at her as he picked up her right foot and licked it, moving his head up and down as he rubbed and tasted her foot.

Arina raised her eyebrow at Randal, waiting for him to submit himself to her degradation.

He took her big toe in his mouth and kept his eyes on her patrician face as he sucked the toe that she had forced into his exposed asshole.

Arina nodded and leaned back, embracing his massage and feeling his submissive tongue on her wet foot.

“Good,” she said, her tight muscles relaxing at his expert touch.

She opened her eyes and looked down at him, his dutiful tongue brushing over her toe and his submissive stare simply daring her to take him still further. She wanted him, and she was going to take him. He would be hers, his red collar and his bare skin and his bound body. All hers.

“Enough,” she said and unbuttoned her pants.

Arina adjusted her shirt and pulled open her pants, exposing a large, shining black phallus that Randal had certainly not expected.


Chapter 4

Kneeling in front of Arina, holding her leg as he massaged and suckled her foot, Randal saw the black phallus towering up from her waist. His eyes widened in surprise, a brief look that he quickly suppressed.

Arina watched Randal as he fought to maintain a neutral expression, saw him fail and then regain his composure. She savored the surprise on his face, his obedience tested and then renewed, and his submission to her every whim.

And a delicious failure of his training for which he would be punished.

“Worship it,” Arina said.

Randal, anxious to move past the surprise he displayed when the Master showed herself, quickly began kissing up her legs and towards the black cock.

When he reached the cock, Randal remembered to gently kiss it before beginning the worship. Arina watched, patiently waiting before taking her preferred method of direct, forceful domination.

Randal, thinking that he was appeasing his Master and not teasing her, kissed the cock gently. The shiny phallus, smooth and hard, felt like slick leather. Randal knew to focus on the cock itself, the object of his worship, and ensure that he showed sufficient adulation to his Master’s appendage.

Arina held the base of her toy as Randal put his lips and then his tongue on the hard shaft. He moved his head up and down, his tongue stroking the cock as he again kissed the tip. Working quickly at overcoming his surprise, Randal rubbed his face against the now-wet dick, grasping the shaft in his hands and then wrapping his mouth over the intimidating bulge at the end of the object.

Arina breathed heavily as Randal devoted himself to her cock, his face glistening and smoothly gliding up and down.

Arina grabbed Randal’s hair in her left hand and lifted his head. She grasped the cock in her right hand and then slapped him with it, pushing the end into his cheek as she held him in place.

Randal breathed heavily as his Master pressed her glistening cock against his face. The obvious display of her power over him created a burning need deep inside his body. He struggled with the unfamiliar sensation, confused by his body’s response and by the ease with which she asserted herself.

Arina watched Randal’s face, wet with his worship, struggling to identify his submission. She felt her own body respond to his increasingly sincere submission. She closed her eyes, savoring the arousal, listening to the wet smacking of her cock against his face.

“Take it, all the way,” she told him, her eyes still closed.

Randal opened his mouth and took the cock deep inside. Arina gripped his hair with both hands and felt his bobbing head. She listened to him sucking the hard phallus and fought against her burning passion. She wanted her domination of the new submissive to take hours, not minutes.

“Put your hands behind your back,” she said.

Arina looked down at the scantily clad servant whose head rose and fell on her fake cock. He locked his hands behind his back, kneeling, his face buried as she pushed his head further and further down the shaft.

With a sudden burst of strength, she held Randal’s head down, locking him in place with her cock in his throat.

Randal moaned, breathing slowly through his nose, forcing himself to stay calm that he could continue to breathe quietly. Arina watched him, submissively taking her, hands held by her command and nothing else. Her body throbbed with desire as he moaned and quivered beneath her firm grip.

She held him still as he tried to lift his head, daring to push back against her force but not daring to move his hands. With Randal’s face buried, Arina looked at him and smiled lasciviously. She heard him trying to breathe around the large cock she held in his mouth and wanted to throw him down and claim his body in every way she could imagine.

Worried, Randal tried lifting his head despite the pressure his Master used. She held firm, and he dared not push any harder. Would she suffocate him, right now? He moaned, hoping for mercy. Why did his cock throb inside its caged confines?

Arina held him tight, listening to his pleading. Breaking him, one step at a time. Her body pulsed with desire.

Randal submitted, as he knew he must, to whatever and wherever her hands placed him. He lowered his head further on the cock, air completely cut off as he pushed his lips against a wide strap holding the object in place. He suppressed his gag reflex and held his place, beneath his Master’s hands, her fake cock filling his mouth.

Arina lifted his head in one smooth, quick motion. Randal, unprepared, gasped for breath as wetness connected his mouth to the bulging black cock mere inches from his face. He looked at Arina through tear-filled eyes full of gratitude, despite the mistake of meeting her gaze.

As Arina looked at Randal, his face wet from her cock and his mouth and his tears, she very nearly lost control. She wanted to taste him, to devour him. She needed the well-trained servant, his hands held behind his back, his face wet with his submission, his eyes full of gratitude.

“Good,” she told him, “very good.”

Randal nearly collapsed in gratitude, nearly spoke out of turn. He held his hands in place and stared up at her through blurred vision, until he remembered that he must keep his eyes down unless ordered.

“Fetch my saddlebags and my crop,” Arina said.

Randal moved quickly, picking up the saddlebags and crop that Arina had set by the door during his failed greeting, so long ago.

“On the ground, here,” she said, taking the crop from his hand and using it to point at the ground at her feet.

Randal set the saddlebags down and knelt down as he had while sucking her cock.

“Face away from me, put your lips on the ground and stick your ass high up,” Arina said with evident impatience.

Randal complied without hesitation.

His cloth wrap did little to cover his body. Bent as he was, Arina had but to lift the soft material with the crop and completely expose Randal. She smiled as she did it, inspecting Randal’s bare ass in a more deliberate speed than before.

Randal felt her presence, felt her throw his apron up over his back, leaving him exposed for her to inspect at her leisure.

Arina felt his smooth, shaved skin. She traced the line of his delicate skin from the back of the metal cage to his tight, puckered hole.

Arina reached into her saddlebags and pulled out a package. She unwrapped a small, waxy object and marveled at its smooth surface. She pressed it against Randal’s tight asshole, feeling the heat from his body as she worked the object into him. She watched it slide in, thinking of it as a magic bullet, and noticed that it began melting before his hole even closed around it.

Randal felt the object slide into him and felt the heat and the wetness dripping from his stuffed hole.

Holding his hole open with one hand, Arina fingered his hole with the other, feeling the tight, wet opening that she would soon stretch on her cock.

She leaned back, satisfied.

“Stand up, and sit your tight little hole on my cock,” she told him.

Randal stood and then moved awkwardly backwards, trying to comply but lacking the experience to know how to take her into his body.

Arina watched, patiently, knowing that she would teach him and that he would learn quickly. Her well-earned reputation was one of calm correction preceding severe punishment. She enjoyed pacing herself. And she would soon begin teaching her newest pet. Her favorite part.


Chapter 5

Randal lined the tip of her cock up to his body, trying hard to balance himself and not touch his Master without permission.

“Hold it open with both hands. I want to see your tight little hole spread open for me,” Arina said.

With her instructions clear, Randal held his ass open and balanced himself with his legs. He lowered his body until the tip of her cock pressed against his tight, dripping hole.

Arina watched as the tip of her fake cock pressed slowly into him, the wetness of the cock mirrored by the dripping wetness of his hole.

“Keep it open, I want to watch your pussy get stretched out,” she said.

Randal got away with another surprised look because he faced away from Arina. He dared not hesitate, though, so he continued to lower himself on her cock.

As the tip of the shining black phallus pushed into his tight hole, Randal redoubled his effort to support his body with his leg strength. Arina watched the cock pushing into his hole, the skin stretched tight against the unyielding invader. Randal’s legs quivered with effort as he slowly lowered himself onto the cock. Arina felt his trembling body and wanted to impale him on her. But she waited, biding her time as he slowly lowered himself.

Training takes such patience, she mused. Breaking down her new toy took deliberate, measured steps. Still, it was nearly time to begin the discipline process. First, Arina continued, she would enjoy taking him.

Arina watched him slowly take the cock deep inside of his body. She could almost feel it, the tightness of his virgin hole, the slickness of her cock pressing deep into him. Arina heard him breathing, watched his taut muscles strain with effort at taking her into him.

“All the way,” she said as he slowed, fighting the anal penetration as he had fought the oral fucking earlier. She could barely contain herself, having to wait to make him bounce on her hardness.

Randal thought he must have taken it as deep as he could when she told him to go all the way. He redoubled his effort, knowing that her desire for him to do it meant that he would, one way or another. He knew that responding to her command quickly was his best chance to please her, but he found that part of his mind had not given over to her completely.

He knew that she must see it, as well. He hesitated too much, obeyed too questioningly.

Finally, he reached her waist, his butt sitting on her as her cock rested deep inside him.

Arina licked her lips, tasting his suffering that would soon come. She traced the crop across his ass, pushing into the flesh and watching him writhe on her big cock.

“You made several mistakes today, did you not?” she asked him.

“Yes, Master,” he answered her direct question.

“I expect you to make up for those mistakes by displaying enthusiasm for both my punishment and your submission. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Master,” he answered. A shiver raced down his spine as her crop traced unfamiliar patterns in the soft flesh of his ass.

“Begin,” she said, knowing that he would lack the enthusiasm she desired.

To Randal’s credit, he wasted no time in following his Master’s instruction. He immediately lifted himself up and then lowered his body on the shaft of the hard cock. Randal bounced up and down, riding Arina, his body tight with effort and his hole stretched the way she wanted.

Arina’s trained eye, however, recognized the rudimentary adherence to her instruction - and found it lacking. She wanted more from Randal. More speed. More suffering. More desire. She would coax it out of him, a puppet master extracting the emotions from her devoted toy.

“Faster,” Arina said as she began punishing Randal with the crop.

Swift, rapid strikes gave Randal a rhythm to follow, and he began moving quickly, up and down the shaft, taking her cock and working his entire body in time to her strikes.

She hit him harder, at the same tempo, spreading her punishment over his ass and sometimes even up his back. And then his thighs. She cropped him harder as he bounced, fast, moving up and down the cock in an increasingly difficult struggle to lift and then lower his body.

Arina hit him harder, still, crop whistling through the air as she left marks on his butt, back, and thighs. Randal bounced, obediently, riding her cock as she punished him mercilessly.

Gasping, Randal tried to maintain his speed despite the increasing numbness in his legs. He felt her punishing strikes on his reddened skin, felt the sting from her crop and the heat from her cock. He rode her hard, moving past the protest of his body and feeling instead the heat from within. He threw himself onto her cock, uncontrolled, lifting and then dropping his body, over and over.

She filled him and punished him and marked him, and within minutes his mind shifted to her and only her. His body was at her mercy, every sensation controlled by her.

Arina, seeing Randal’s change, knew that he would cross another barrier on the route to complete submission.

“Good,” she said, her voice low and sexual, her gratification growing ever closer.

“Good girl,” she told him, her crop never slowing, her strikes never diminishing.

He threw himself onto her unyielding cock again and again, sweat coating his body and red welts marking his skin.

“Good pony,” she said, increasing the strength of each swing, driving the words into him in physical affirmation of the command. He would be hers.

Sweating and gasping, Randal’s strength ebbed as he used every bit of his strength to maintain the pace his Master set. Her encouragement drove him further than he thought he could go, riding her hard and fast, his cock cage bouncing and his mind given only to moving as she commanded.

Arina stopped hitting him with the crop, watching his pace. Randal continued bouncing and then slowed, worried that he had disappointed her. He missed the stinging beat of her crop, and he wanted more. He needed to earn it. He moaned, desperate for her approval, riding the cock and taking it all the way into his trembling body.

“Enough,” she said as she set the crop down.

Randal sat on the cock, struggling to keep his weight off his Master, unsure what to do.

“Kneel,” she told him, her succinct commands demanding an immediate response.

Randal fell forward and knelt in front of her, his body still trembling, a sheen of sweat covering the red marks. His hole, stretched and dripping from her waxy chemical, felt suddenly empty without her cock. Randal shivered as his body adjusted to its sudden emptiness. His mind whirled in denied bliss and submission.

Arina watched him trembling at her feet and surged with arousal and power and the taste of victory. She could smell his sweat and his submission. But not yet, not for Arina. She wanted to break him, to ruin him and make him hers in broken mind and broken body.

“Clean yourself off me,” she told him, pushing her cock forward.

Randal turned towards her and immediately took her cock into his mouth.

“Look at me while you do it, while you suck your hole off my cock,” she said.

She wanted to see his submission, to see how deep it ran.

Randal looked at her with gratitude, for having her cock in his mouth, for being allowed to clean her, for being allowed to take her inside of himself.

Arina saw his grateful eyes and put her hand on his face as he sucked her fake cock.

“Do you smell your body?” she asked him, holding his face as he moved up and down on her cock.

He moaned, nodding as he sucked, tongue covering her slick cock. He smelled sweat and sex and degradation, and he embraced it hungrily. Gratefully.

Arina leaned close, looking deep into his submissive eyes.

“Good girl, you lick it clean and take it in your mouth. You’re going to give that to me in every way that I want it, do you understand?” she whispered to him.

He nodded again, moaning an affirmation as he hungrily sucked her defiled cock.

“And if you do good, if you give me that sexy little submissive ride just the way I want, then you can taste me,” she said.

Randal’s eyes flashed in greedy hunger. He needed her. He whimpered this time, unable to moan, his desire for her eclipsing any semblance of pride.

“Good,” Arina said. “Good girl.”

She smiled as she reached into her saddlebags, ready to begin using her new toy.


Chapter 6

Arina told Randal to crawl to the spacious room in front of the crackling fire. She watched his powerful body crawl at her simple command, saw his naked muscles flexing with each deliberate move of his hands and knees.

Randal stopped in front of the fire, warmed by the heat of the flames and the burn of his beaten ass.

Arina carried her equipment near the fire and poured several objects next to Randal. He dared not look, instead holding his position as instructed. Arina paced around him, surveying her progress on his body. She traced the crop over his reddened ass. She pressed the crop against his stretched hole, still wet from her fucking. She lifted his chin with the crop, posing him to her desire.

“Hmm,” she said, musing aloud. “Lower your head to the ground, be my devoted supplicant.”

Randal lowered his head and Arina put her foot out, beneath his face. Randal kissed her bare foot and reached his arms straight out, stretched past her legs, his bare ass raised.

Arina swung the crop through the air, knowing that this position would give her much more force behind each punishing swing.

She debated how much to tell Randal about the punishment. He had proven intuitive to much of her desires, and his perception would no doubt speed his training. However, she wanted Randal to know exactly what she thought. That would undoubtedly enable him to better serve her.

“Due to your failure to properly greet me,” Arina began and then paused, emphasizing her words with a flurry of blows from her crop, “you will be punished now, and will in the future greet me as you are now, ass up and lips on my feet, where you will receive additional punishment.”

Randal continued kissing Arina’s foot as his stinging ass received additional blows.

“Thank me with your tongue,” Arina said.

Randal did, and Arina began raining several full-armed blows of the crop on his upturned ass. Though he tried to remain still, quietly accepting his punishment, the full force of the crop drove deep into Randal’s already red ass, adding a renewed sting as he concentrated on kissing his Master’s foot.

Arina unleashed on Randal, punishing him hard and losing herself to a steady thought of the muffled whimpering and adulation from her pet. Randal, too, was driven to a nearly hypnotic state of pained suffering that he embraced, driving any doubt from his mind that this was his rightful position.

Arina reached a crescendo of strikes on his stinging, red ass, and punctuated her final blows with a loud command, “You. Will. Be. A. Good. Girl.”

Randal reached a state of incoherence as he licked and sucked her foot, full strokes of his tongue across every toe as he sought to take her inside of himself in any way that he could. His cock throbbed inside its cage as his body surrendered to his Master.

Her punishment nearly concluded, Arina stopped to catch her breath. Her chest heaving with exertion and excitement, she reached down and stroked Randal’s hair as he continued worshipping her foot.

“Turn around, show me your red ass,” Arina said, losing the battle of self-control.

When Randal presented his ass to her, Arina nearly scrapped the remainder of her punishment plan. She wanted him. Now.

Staring at his tight hole, so recently stretched and claimed by her big cock, she fought to contain her desire.

“Do you know how you can please me?” she asked as she traced her finger over his fucked hole and his red ass.

Randal, attentive to her specific words, knew that he must not speak. He did not know and could not presume to know what would please.

Arina grabbed his ass in both of her hands, felt the warmth from his beaten skin and felt the raised redness where she had punished him.

“You will be my well-behaved little pain slut,” she said as a statement of fact.

Randal trembled, not with fear but with maddening desire. He needed it. He would do anything for it. For her.

He arched his back excitedly.

Arina smiled to herself, enjoying the submission of her newest pet. She pulled his ass open, exposing his hole and spreading it to her whim. She put her thumbs against his asshole and spit directly on his tight opening. She wanted to stretch it out again, to watch him surrender his body to her in the most submissive way that he could.

Arina pushed her thumbs into his hole and pulled his body open. Breathing heavily, Randal held his pose and gasped as he felt his hole stretch open.

“Good girl,” Arina said and then pulled her thumbs free.

She almost began riding her new pet right then, burying herself in him and feeling his powerful body surge beneath her. She took a deep breath, stopping herself, again.

Instead, she picked up her crop. One more lesson, she thought.

She placed the end of her crop against his glistening asshole, and then, while keeping her hand in place, she bent the rod back with her other hand. When she released the end of the crop, it would spring into her pet’s tight hole, right at his most sensitive, shameful spot. Pain and shame in one move, binding him to her through unrestrained domination.

Without comment, or warning, she released the crop. It sliced through the air against his tight, pink hole. Randal jumped, the pain surprising him, but he held his position and kept his body open, presenting for her.

Arina moaned in pleasure at his submission, and then caught herself. He took it so well, he was such a good pain slut!

Again, she pried the crop back. She waited for him to stop moving and be completely still. Arina opened her mouth in anticipation, a perverse empathy that thrived on his willing submission and his need for pain. She could almost feel it. She could taste it.

She released the crop and it hit his exposed hole with a slicing whisk. He held still, unmoved, save a slight tremble that danced across his red ass.

Arina could barely contain herself. She had hoped for a well-behaved pet, but this was beyond even what she had come to expect. She would commend her staff, the training staff, everyone involved. Including her new pet. For the first time, her desire for the new pet expanded beyond the immediate service.

Arina took a deep breath. She was getting ahead of herself.

Instead, she pried the crop back again, farther this time, aiming it straight at his stinging, swollen, stretched hole that sat between his red ass, open by his arched, willing back.

“Delicious,” she thought, then reprimanded herself.

She released the crop and watched it smack directly against his hole. His body quivered but he held his pose, ass open and burning and stinging, ready for her, ready for more.

Randal’s eyes were closed and he was in a state far from his physical reality. He was hers, in every sense, floating outside of his body in an altered state of submissive bliss and pained ecstasy.

Arina recognized his stance and knew that he belonged to her, fully. She leaned forward, his musky scent of sweat and pain, submission and fear, pleasure and devotion all mixed with the punishment she had rained onto him. She breathed in his scent, tasting him, his caged cock throbbing for release, to please her, his tool demanding its own attention and his hole desperate for more.

Arina traced her lips across his taut body, over the heat of his beaten ass and the dripping wetness of his fucked, spanked hole.

“You are my good girl, my very good girl,” she whispered to him, proud of how readily he had accepted her punishment. His masochism was obvious, and it fueled her sadism to a state of frenzied pleasure.

“Now, my good girl, I’m going to ride you. I’m going to let you be free beneath me, let you run for me. My good pony girl,” Arina said. She rubbed her hands over his worn muscles, the heat from his abused body giving her strength.


Chapter 7

Randal’s head sagged with exhaustion as Arina walked in front of him. She could see the toll his punishment had taken on his body, could see that he had become a moldable mass of muscle and passion.

He was ready.

Arina crouched down in front of Randal and lifted his head by his chin.

“You have done well,” she said. “You will be ridden, hard, and you must show me your everything. You must not hold back. Do you understand me, sexy pony?”

“Yes, Master,” Randal said, eyes flashing with desire.

“I’m going to give you a reward, something to help you dig so very deep and show me who you are,” Arina said as she unbuttoned her riding slacks.

Randal watched her lower her pants and then turn around, kneeling on the floor in front of him. Arina bent over, exposing her dripping wetness and her tight hole.

She spread her legs, exposing the wet folds of her labia to Randal’s hungry eyes.

“Put your nose in my pussy, breathe it,” she said.

It was Randal’s turn to exert his self-control and refrain from immediate over-indulgence. He pushed his nose against her wetness, smelling her sex and her musk.

Arina moaned as she pushed back onto his face, feeling the contours of his nose and his lips as she slid her wetness over him.

“Good girl. Good. Now put your nose right inside of my asshole and lick my pussy clean with your little pet tongue,” Arina said as she looked behind her. She could see Randal’s broad shoulders and then she felt him following her command.

Randal slid his nose up to Arina’s asshole, inhaling her essence and overloading his senses with the pheromones of his powerful Master. He smelled her, tasted her, and saw the most private parts of her body. His cock, caged and trained for obedience, pushed in futile effort against its metal confines.

Breathing her scent, tasting her, Randal desired nothing more than to please her.

Arina felt his nose pressing into her tight opening, felt his tongue licking deep into her pussy. She heard his heavy breathing and felt her wetness drenching him. She heard his tongue and his mouth as he suckled at her wetness, tasting her pussy as he buried his face in her ass.

Arina, who would have ended his prospects of serving had he displeased her, had given him this reward out of sheer pleasure at his performance. He truly had done exceptionally well. But it was also true that the hardest test was still to come.

The excitement coursing through her reached deep, flowing places that made their presence known on few occasions. Arina again savored the feel of his face pressing into her, taking her into his body, and moved her ass up and down his face, covering him completely in her impassioned wetness and rich musk.

She pulled away and looked back at her adoring servant. Randal’s eyes were wild, his obedient face reduced to a primal, animal need.

The time, obviously, was now.

Arina pulled a bit gag out of her belongings. She strapped it in Randal’s mouth, him complying without even recognizing the device and her tightening the gag until it pressed deep into his mouth. The bit sat between his teeth, its cold metal covered in seamless leather wraps that bore no marks from any previous wearers. Randal was afforded no movement of his jaw or tongue, and the bit buckled tight behind his head.

Two long, leather reins draped across Randal’s ass from behind the bit gag. Arina, beside herself with pleasure, withdrew several additional items from her saddlebags. She thought of the equipment as Randal’s tack – had it custom made for the specific purpose of riding her obedient pony. She worked now with deliberate, serious attention to each strap and each buckle.

Arina slid a cold metal hook into Randal’s asshole. He twitched as it slid in, eliciting a gentle and reassuring stroke from her now-gloved hand. The end of the hook went inside Randal, came out, and looped back towards his head, pressed into the small of his back. Any pull on the open end of the hook forced Randal to further lift his ass. It felt like Arina had slid a cold finger into his asshole and then lifted him by it.

“Shhh, good girl,” she said as she rubbed his neck and his shoulder. Randal calmed immediately at her soothing touch. His body warmed the metal hook and he adjusted to the new sensation quickly, as he had been taught to do.

Arina smiled as she looped his reins through the hook, then back up to each side of his bit gag. The reins ran from the back of his gag to the hook in his ass, then back to the sides of the bit gag. She pulled them, firm and strict, tight and deliberate.

Randal groaned as the sensations flooded his mind. His hooked ass, pulled up towards his head, which was pulled back towards his ass, was held firmly in the tight grip of his riding Master.

With her pony mostly equipped, Arina pulled up her pants and buckled a harness across her hips. The black strap-on cock protruded from her midsection with a dripping hunger of its own.

Arina set the saddlebags across Randal’s back, completing the equipment package.

She stroked his shoulder, noting the tremble of anticipation.

“Good girl, nice and easy now,” Arina said as she tightened his reins. Randal lifted his ass and pulled his head up, high, his back arched beneath the tight reins.

Arina pressed her hips against Randal’s upturned ass, but allowed the cock to slide beneath him, pressing against his cage instead of into his hole.

Randal felt the cock pressing against him and moaned at the memory of what it had done to him, delirious with pleasure and pain and submission.

Arina clucked her tongue, “Come on, walk,” she said with a flip of the reins.

Randal began to take a step forward but was held in place by the reins. He adjusted quickly, rocking forward and back, pressing against Arina’s hips and then leaning forward again.

Each time he rocked backward, the tightness of the reins relaxed. He would then rock forward and the hook would tighten into his hole and pull his head up high. With the reins wrapped around her hands, Arina set the pace for Randal by allowing him to rock forward and then pulling him back.

She watched as the hook pressed into the soft flesh around his hole, forcing it open, and then tight and closed as he rocked back, right before his ass would bounce into her hips, vibrations running through his powerful muscles, bouncing him forward and then stretching his tight little hole open for her.

Arina, mesmerized by the cycle playing out on Randal’s reddened ass, craved the submission of her obedient pet. She watched as his body took her, stretched out for her pleasure, and presented itself so openly and so shamelessly.

Randal, feeling every touch and vibration of the hook, lost himself in his Master’s pleasure. With his head held high, he matched her tempo and gave his body to her. He felt his own readiness as her cock pressed against him. He wanted it. He tried to show it, walking at her controlled pace but moaning for more. He wanted to run. He belonged to her.

Arina felt his desire, barely, as she was so lost in her own.

“Good girl,” she said as he moaned in a low, staccato call not dissimilar from a wild horse.

“You’re ready to run for me, aren’t you? Ready to gallop for me,” Arina said.

Randal responded with a renewed pull against the reins, stretching his hole open for her as he surged forward, then quickly back, careful not to slam into her.

Arina lined her cock up with Randal’s tight, hooked hole. He growled, fear and submission swallowed beneath undeniable need and desire.

The tip of her hard, black toy pressed against his hole, tight around the hook but opening wider with each wild lunge.

Sweat ran down Randal’s forehead as the black cock pushed into his hole, stretching him with a second penetration adding to the hook. Randal’s mind raced between pain and submission and his devotion to his rider. He calmed himself with measured breathing, in through the nose and out through his gagged mouth.

Her scent filled his senses again and Randal pushed back against her cock, taking her into him with desperate need.

Arina moaned in satisfaction at his embrace of her position. He rocked back on her slick, black cock and she saw his tight hole stretch to take both the hook and the cock.

“Good girl, nice and easy, good!” she said with excited passion.

Randal threw his head from side to side, dismissing any doubt and any hesitation. He went, gladly, to the depths that she would take him.

Arina clucked again, “Get on,” she told him. And Randal did.

He lunged forward and then back, her cock impaling him and then sliding out, tight against the hook, stretching his hole with every move. Randal leaned his head forward, pulling the reins tight and lifting his ass higher into the air. It bought him leverage to use for greater speed as he began bouncing hard and fast against the large dick.

Arina tightened the reins, pulling his head up and giving her an extra length of leather. She slipped both reins into one hand and grabbed the loose leather with the other.

“Good girl, ride!” she said as she began whipping his bouncing ass with the strip of leather.

Randal became her pony, mounted and taken and ridden, hard, on the tip of her powerful cock. He bounced and whinnied, pulling his head forward as he rocked onto her cock over and over. His trembling muscles protested with a deep burn, but the stinging whip of Arina’s leather drowned every pain of exhaustion.

As his mind was transported, a state of submissive bliss that carried him as a ridden pony through fields and forests of forbidden pleasure, Randal’s caged cock began to pulse in the same rhythm as his unyielding rider’s thrusts.

Randal began losing himself in his broken, stretched, beaten body. He was her pony.

Arina felt Randal’s sexual response to her domination. Her own body responded to Randal’s obedience, her pleasure rising as each thrust of the cock pushed back against her insatiable sex.

She felt his power beneath her, felt his thrusting energy and his taut muscles as they worked past the point of physical submission and became part of her mount, extensions of her own muscles and her own impulses.

Impossibly, Arina felt Randal’s strength and thought it dwarfed that of her fastest horse. As she looked down at his whipped body, marked and taken, she felt the electric rush of orgasm welling deep within her body.

Randal, gasping for air, breathed in Arina’s scent over and over. His cock responded to her in immeasurable ways. Randal felt his own orgasm, felt the wetness dripping from his cock as it sought release through its cage. His orgasm, normally forbidden, would come as he was ridden by Arina.

Arina saw his body reacting to her control and saw his muscles tensing as his orgasm began. In hindsight, it might surprise her. But as she rode him, as she saw him trembling in pleasure beneath her, she knew that his body must orgasm, it must react to her in that way.

Arina saw Randal’s body tighten its grip on her cock, she felt him desperately squeezing as his body moved up and down the cock.

The electricity in her pulsed through her body, waves of orgasm reverberating through her body despite the lack of penetration, reaching wider and longer through its lack of depth inside of her.

Randal screamed into the gag as his body pulsed, a rising tide of orgasm that hit a forceful crescendo and then erupted from his caged cock like a rising tide, wave after wave pushing him farther and farther into his state of submissive bliss.

Randal collapsed forward as Arina released his reins, his drained body broken and spent.

Arina sat back and then lay beside the fire, her sweating body shivering in heated passion. Her well-behaved pony lay on the floor in front of her, panting, his body still stuffed with her toy. She stroked his glistening body in post-orgasmic bliss. He moaned, purring at her touch, rewarded for his devoted performance.

“Good girl, good pony,” Arina said. “I’ll be staying for the next several days. Impress me, and I may further reward you.”

Randal stared silently at Arina, listening, accepting.

She continued, “For now, you may draw a hot bath and then stable my horse. When you return, you will prance your tight body around my room and be my obedient little show pony. Until then, you may resume walking about as the good girl that you are, as long as you keep your hole filled.”

Randal obeyed, excitement coursing through his body. Days? And a reward? He silently hoped that the reward would be more time performing for his Master, in whom he felt complete devotion.


Thank you for reading. I hope you enjoyed it as much as I enjoyed writing it!

If you did, consider joining my mailing list to receive a free short story:
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Feminized by the Professor is an erotica short about Austin, a shy student who spends too much time fantasizing about the Professor's Assistant, Jasmine. Jasmine and the Professor decide to allow Austin to take part in an experiment they're running. It doesn't take Austin long to submit to the experiment and embrace his role in pleasing the professor!
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