
		
			[image: cover.jpg]
		

	
		
			[image: cover.jpg]
		

		

		

		PONY GIRL SLAVE

		

		Kidnapped by Ruthless Riding Dommes & Kept as their Pet Slave

		

		Verity Black

		

		TREMISISS BOOKS

		

		

		TABLE OF CONTENTS

		

		
			Chapter 1 – Public Exposure
		

		

		
			Chapter 2 – The Riding Girl
		

		

		
			Chapter 3 - Kept in Chains
		

		

		
			Chapter 4 – Horse Trials
		

		

		
			Copyright
		

		

		
			About the Author
		

		

		
			Thank You
		

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 1 – PUBLIC EXPOSURE

		

		A THRILL RUSHED THROUGH LESTER as he drove up to the car park of Lipton Woods, a number of vehicles were parked there already. It was just 9 in the morning and the dog walkers and female joggers would be doing their routes. He sat in the car for a few minutes before unzipping his flies and pulling them wide to reveal his pink lacy underwear beneath. This he told himself was the acceptable face of flashing. It was not illegal, he still wore underwear and it was purely accidental that his flies were open but he received such a thrill when young women passed him, looked down as his groin area and then giggled to themselves as they passed by.

		This was all that Lester needed to get off. It excited him so much, his heart beat faster at the anticipation of this public humiliation. But he was always careful to limit this to middle aged adults and never to older people that may take offence to such an encounter. In factor Lester was an extremely considerate and law-abiding deviant.

		Lester set off up the hill through the woods to take the most heavily used path. After ten minutes, he had reached the clearing where the pond was and on a small bridge that went over the adjacent stream encountered his first pair of joggers. They were a couple of young women in their early twenties looking resplendent in their tight lycra running outfits, both had ample cleavage on display that gave Lester an even bigger erection. He began to fear it may pop out of the panties and protrude from the opening in his trousers.

		He saw one of them giggle and then whisper to her friend who then immediately looked at Lester’s groin. Result, both had noticed his exposure. The bottleneck of the bridge made them slow down into single file. Lester smiled and said good morning to the first girl.

		‘Nice day for it!’ The first girl laughed and then the second one blew him a kiss as they ran off laughing.

		Lester wanted to go off into the woods and pleasure himself but he resisted the urge hoping for another encounter of equal magnitude before he beat off.

		As Lester walked further up the hill into the deeper and denser part of the wood the path narrowed and in the distance, he heard the bark of a dog. A large Alsatian came running up to him stopped and continued past, assured Lester was no threat to him or his mistress that now emerged and approached Lester.

		She was in her mid-forties, tall and elegant with dark hair and fine features and a thin cruel mouth Lester decided. She looked sternly at him as she approached, swinging a dog lead in one hand. She wore a waxed jacket a short ruffled floral skirt, stockings and rubber riding boots.

		This was Lester’s lucky day, another gorgeous woman to expose himself to. He smiled as she approached and then saw her glance down at his groin when she was just a few metres away.

		‘You seem to have underwear on display.’ She said looking directly at Lester.

		Lester froze and his cheeks coloured. Nobody had ever spoken to him before about his underwear. If they said anything, which was rarely, it was simple greeting and then they hurried on in a fit of laughter.

		This woman had not only pointed directly at his tight pink panties encasing his bulging erection but had challenged him about it. He didn’t know what to say.

		Lester was terrified, he stood rooted to the spot unsure which way to run.

		‘Well, well. Looks like you wanted me to see your little pink frillies, hmm?’

		Lester bowed his head, blushing even more.

		‘Oh, don’t be so bashful, it’s okay, these things are fine with me. Everyone has their link peccadillos, people need to be more tolerant, don’t you think . . . well?’

		‘Yes, you are right.’

		‘Good, well let’s see them why don’t you drop your trousers so I can get a good look!’

		Lester was horrified. This was not how it was meant to be, what was this woman? But he was extremely aroused and he thought there would be no harm in giving her a complete view of his pink panties. He hastily looked around to see whether there was anyone else around. The cast was clear.

		He unbelted his trousers, undid the button and zip and pulled his trousers down round his ankles.

		The woman smirked as she examined his fully exposed form. It was then he realised that the tip of his engorged member was popping out over the top of his panties.

		‘Drop your panties, let’s see what you have got!’

		Again, Lester was horrified this was going too far – what if she was an undercover police woman looking out for flashers?

		‘I can’t, I’m sorry, the thing is I really don’t want to be arrested for indecent exposure. I don’t know you or who you are and I can’t risk it sorry.’

		The woman thought for a moment then smiled ‘I have an idea. Come with me. Take your trousers off at least so you can walk without tripping up. This way come on. It’s a really quiet part of the woods.’

		Lester was nervous but excited as well. He was complete exposed wearing his panties like this with no trousers on gave him such a rush. But his legs were beginning to be scratched and stung as he followed the woman and her dog through thick vegetation until they came to a dense overgrown thicket of slender birch trees. This was really off the main path and the trees bordered one of the bridle paths rarely used these days.

		‘Now you say you don’t want to expose yourself to me, but what about if you were helpless and I then took advantage of you – how does that sound?’

		God was this happening he thought. This gorgeous woman was going to have sex with him in the woods and seemed almost aroused by his cross dressing. Lester looked at her then the ground and shyly whispered ‘okay, that sounds good.’

		The woman took her riding boots off and then rolled down each stock from her slim beautiful legs. This got Lester even hotter. She then put the boots back on and walked over to one of the silver birches.

		‘Over here. Lie down.’ She pointed to the ground next to the tree.

		He did what she said and before he knew it she sat on his chest and began tying his wrists together with one of her black nylon stockings. The stockings were pulled really tightly so they dug into and caused him mild pain but he was also aroused but this and lay there looking up at her stern features as she concentrated on making sure Lester could not escape.

		Then she used the dog lead to secure his arms to the trunk of the tree. Where the lead was connected together she tied it to his bound wrists, with the ends of stocking so there was no way of his fingers unhooking the catch on the lead. He was truly helplessly bound and secured to the tree and at her mercy.

		The woman then rose and stood over him. ‘Open your mouth’ she ordered. She looked down at his bulging, twitching groin and sneered. Then she pulled down her underwear, took the black lacy knickers and shoved them into his gapping mouth. With the other stocking, she tied it in place.

		Gagged and bound he looked helplessly up at the woman, he wondered what was going to happened next.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 2 – THE RIDING GIRL

		

		LESTER STRUGGLED TO AS HE saw the woman begin to descend onto his face. She pulled he skirt around her buttocks and then parted them to ensure his face was completely encased in her rear.

		Lester began to panic as his air was cut off. He felt her weight increase as she pressed down harder onto his face squashing his nose and completely suffocating him.

		He twitched and wriggled and then began to thrash around. The woman seemed to eventually respond and raise her arse into the air a fraction to allow him to gasp air through his nose into his lungs. But then she returned to her full weighted seat.

		Despite his fear he felt immensely aroused and his cock twitched and stiffened which increased as he felt her slowly grind her hips onto his face. He heard her moan and whimper as her rhythm built up. He managed to get some air as her movement increased and so lay perfectly still hoping to please her and then sure it would be reciprocated.

		As she reached her climax he felt her full weight again descend onto his face completely encasing his. She whimpered and moaned as she came and gripped his chest digging her nails into his flesh. This made him even more turned on and was anxious to be released in both ways.

		After a number of minutes, the woman climbed off the bound helpless figure of Lester.

		She looked down at him and smiled at his muffled cries to untie him.

		She placed her booted foot on his groin.

		‘But it’s your turn now isn’t it my little flasher?’

		Lester closed his eyes and accepted that a shoe job was better than nothing. He waited but the boot did not move. He opened his eyes.

		‘The thing is you are not really my type. Why don’t you wait here and I will have a think about what to do with you?’

		Lester cried out.

		‘I have no idea what you are saying but you clearly are excited about the prospect. Listen I will look after your clothes so you don’t wander off and we can discuss the matter when I return.’

		Lester struggled but was helpless and unable to protest. He almost cried when he saw the woman disappear into the trees with his trousers, shoes and dignity leaving him gagged and trussed up wearing just a pair of pink women’s underwear.

		–

		It was not until late afternoon that Lester heard something in the distance. His body stiffened and he craned his neck to get in a better position to see anything through the dense foliage.

		He heard the snort of a horse and the sound of hoofs. No one has passed by this way for hours and he was terrified she had forgotten about him and he would never be discovered. He began to panic and started to cry out muffled pleas for help.

		After a few minutes, a young woman around 19 or 20 appeared through the undergrowth. She was dressed in riding jodhpurs, boots and a tight white blouse hinting at a pair of marvellous breasts that lay beneath. She carried a riding crop in her gloved hand and lashed at the undergrowth with it to clear a path. Her face was strikingly beautiful which lascivious plump lips and dark brown eyes, long wavy dark hair that came down to the small of her back.

		She stood looking at Lester unsure what to do.

		‘What happened to you – why are you tied up and wearing those?’

		She pointed to his groin with her crop. His gag only distorted his explanation but the girl was clearly keen to know more as she knelt down and untied the stocking that held in the gag.

		He spat out the knickers and looked up at the young woman who was so gorgeous, like an angel sent to rescue him.

		‘This woman brought me here, tied me up and left me. She is crazy, a psycho bitch you have to help me and get me out.’

		‘Okay sure.’ The young woman leaned over and reached for the lead that bound his hands, her breast only inches from his face.

		‘What about those knickers – did she put them on you too? God how degrading!’ the girl said and giggled a little.

		‘Err, yes – I guess, yes she forced me to wear them,’ stuttered Lester as he felt the knickers tighten as his cock stiffened and popped out over the top of the panties.

		The girl noticed the movement in his groin, and immediately recoiled leaving Lester still bound.

		‘Are you fucking getting off on this – are you some kind of fucking pervert that enjoys this? Did you do this all yourself? You are fucking sick!’

		Suddenly she lashed at his groin with her riding crop, beating it mercilessly. He raised his legs but she lashed out at those too and forced them down with her booted foot while she continued to rain down blows onto his exposed member. He screamed in agony. The pain seemed to last an eternity.

		‘Please stop, please I am sorry. Please stop hitting me. I do get turned on by being tied up and wearing women’s clothes, but I didn’t do this. Please, this crazy bitch tied me up and left me here please you must believe me and untie me.’

		She seemed to calm down a little and stopped striking him with her crop. He looked up at her majestic slim body towering over him. She turned as if to walk away and gave him a perfect view of her tight firm buttocks in the smooth cream jodhpurs which were magnificent. His cock was so hard now and its presence was noticed by both of them.

		‘You really are a randy fucker, aren’t you? Look if you like being tied up so much you should have said. I have a brilliant idea.’ She walked off to her horse and returned a few moments later with a bottle and cloth. She lowered her body onto his torso. Her strong thighs and knees were gripping his head. She took the stopper out of the bottle and immediately he could smell the strong aroma of a solvent. She dowsed the cloth in the solvent and then held it hard against Lester’s nose and mouth. He struggled but the girl was extremely strong and it was a matter of seconds before his head began to spin and his vision was blurring and then he slept.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 3 - KEPT IN CHAINS

		

		LESTER AWOKE TO BOTH A splitting headache and muscle aches and pains all over his body. As he gathered his senses and the fog in his head cleared it dawned on him that he was no longer in the countryside but in some enclosure or building. His body ached because he was suspended a few inches above the ground by heavy chains that were manacled to his wrists and secured to the overhead beam. He looked around, straw lay on the stone floor and the place smelt of horses. Indeed, there a wall of tack and saddlery on the far wall of what Lester now assumed was a stable block.

		Lester spun round at the sound a door opening behind him. He saw the beautiful girl enter the stables with a broad grin on her face. She was dressed the same but instead of a riding crop held a large bullwhip in her hand.

		‘Glad to see you are awake I was beginning to worry.’ She said sweetly.

		‘What the hell is going on here. How did I get here?’ he barked.

		‘Now then you will have to moderate your tone somewhat, my mummy really won’t like you talking to me like that.’ She walked around him and smiled turning his body as she went with a gloved hand. He swung round like a meat carcass on a butcher’s hook.

		‘Now you got here because I tied you to my horse and dragged you along the bridleway to the stables. Your back maybe a bit sore. I tried to keep to the grass verges but there are so many nettles.’ She giggled.

		‘Okay you’ve had your fun now get me down from here you bitch, this is kidnapping!’

		‘Now what did I tell you about the way you talk . . . uh oh you are in for it now.’

		The girl spun him round to face another woman entering the stables, it was the first women who had tied him up. This was crazy, what the hell was going on?

		The woman came striding up to him and lashed out at his groin with her black leather riding boot. Pain shot though his body as the toe connected with his scrotum and he screamed in agony. He felt sick and pulled his knees up to his chest.

		The woman grabbed his face and squeezed – you will talk to my daughter with the respect she is due from a worthless piece of male crap like you. Now say sorry to Mistress Isadora behind you.

		Lester hesitated a fraction too long and the woman’s knee came crashing into his groin send an explosion of agony into his brain.

		‘Well?’ Demanded the woman.

		‘Sorry for speaking to you like that . . . Mistress Isadora.’

		The girl laughed and clapped.

		‘Oh, mummy this is wonderful can I hurt him?’ She raised the bullwhip but her mother took it from her hands.

		‘All in good time my dear, like all dumb animals he needs to be broken first. Now remember what I taught you. Now pull down his little pink panties. By the way pig you will thank us both at the end for everything. You will address me as Lady Pippa.’

		Isadora pulled down his knickers and out popped his manhood which she grasped firmly in her gloved hand. She pulled his nipple with the other hand and they grabbed his neck partially choking him. Her eyes widened and she grinned in pleasure.

		She stared directly into his eyes. He big beautiful eyes, heavily made up with long lashes seemed to penetrate his very soul. God, he was so hard as she gripped him tightly and then her hand from his throat cupped his balls with her other hand.

		He was helpless and in heaven. He murmured in pleasure and immediately felt a stinging blow as the whip cracked and sliced open a thin cut between his shoulders. He screamed in agony as Lady Pippa admonished him for making a noise.

		Isadora started moving his throbbing manhood up and down, squeezing his balls. He whimpered in ecstasy and again there was an excruciating sting from the whip behind him.

		He was learning his lesson and tried his hardest to keep silent but the odd whimper escaped rewarded with more lashes to his back.

		He knew he was about to cum and just as he was about to explode Isadora let go of his cock and smiled. He groaned as she did so and there was yet another slash across his back.

		This continued for what seemed like hours, Isadora cunningly pre-empted every time he was about to cum and withdrew. He was beside himself and begged her for release. She cruelly shook her head and after another ten minutes stood back from him and placed both her hands on her hips.

		‘Do you want me to be your Mistress?’ She softly asked.

		‘Yes, Mistress Isadora.’ He moaned. This time there was no crack of the whip.

		‘Will you do anything for me?’

		‘Yes, Mistress Isadora I will do anything for you.’ He would do anything for her she was so beautiful and cruel and he would happily kneel before her and suffer whatever she wanted.

		She walked away from him he watched her elegant physique, her exquisite buttocks and her slim torso. Her long legs ending in the sexy black rubber riding boots.

		She returned with a small metal object. It gleamed like polished steel and as she approached he noticed it was some kind of tube and a padlock.

		‘Would you wear this for me?’

		He had no idea what it was or did, but it seemed find to agree. He nodded.

		‘Oh, my you are a good pet aren’t you. Well you realise it’s not coming off until I decide you are performing to the best of your abilities.’

		He had no idea what she as talking about, all he wanted her to do was stroke him to ecstasy.

		Sadly, this was the furthest thing from his Mistresses’ mind as she took her crop and repeatedly lashed at his penis until it was erect no more.

		He hung suspended above the ground squealing in agony thrashing his legs trying to protect himself from any more blows.

		Fortunately, no more came and even better Isadora was gently stroking his wounded member.

		She slid a large metal ring and a cold metal tube over his flaccid penis then took the padlock and snapped it shut.

		He looked down at his penis encased in the metal tube. What was this thing?

		She smiled at him licking her pink glossy lips as he looked deep into her eyes.

		‘You are such a good pet.’ She purred rubbing his face and brushing her breasts up against his chest.

		His cock stiffened and then he screamed in agony. Hundreds of tiny pins dug into the flesh of his cock as it swelled to fill the metal ring commonly known as Kali’s bracelet. His erection immediately abated and he hung from the chains sweating.

		From behind him he heard the mother move and press a button which activated the motor for the block and tackle and lowered him to the ground. He slumped to the floor, his legs could not hold him, and he lay there his wrists still manacled looking up at the body of Mistress Isadora that towered over him.

		She extended one boot foot so it was inches from his head.

		‘Lick them clean pet.’

		He looked up at her pretty face and soft eyes then lowered his head and began to clean the dirt from the rubber riding boots with his tongue.

		He didn’t know why he as doing it, it really was something he never desired before but he felt compelled to please this girl before him. He heard the mother snort derisively and footsteps on the stone foot receded as she left the stables; it was as if he were no longer a threat to her daughter and that she could be left alone with him.

		He completed the upper part of the boots and cleaned the sides unbidden.

		‘Lie down face up.’

		He quickly did as he was told, and the girl stood on his torso grinding her boots into his chest and neck. Then she lay a boot over his face and commanded him to clean the dirt from her soles.

		He extended his tongue gagging on the filth and mud that was caked onto base of her boots.

		He swallowed his pride as well as the soil, straw and horse shit.

		She smiled down at him approvingly. She knew it was time for some training and to ensure he would be completely compliant in the future.

		She took a key from her pocket then unlocked the manacles. His wrists were free. He rubbed the sore and tender parts where the metal had dug into him when he was suspended.

		‘On all fours pet.’

		He rolled over and assume the position.

		Isadora took her riding crop and slashed his buttocks, he yelped out.

		She then mounted him, he felt her buttocks on his back and her hand reached forwards and grabbed his hair. She yanked his head back, which he assumed was a single to move forward and on all fours, he slowly crawled across the stone stable floor carrying his Mistress on his back. Her thighs griped his waist tightly and again he felt the searing pain of the needles in his cock as he became aroused. She walked him around for thirty minutes then demanded he cantor by beating him with her crop. He tried his best to speed up but his limbs ached and his knees hurt, she beat him relentlessly as he tried crawl as rapidly as he could, she yanked his hair from side to side and he eventually collapsed in a heap exhausted.

		She booted him hard in the sides and told him to get up.

		He struggled to lift his limbs but managed it. He was wobbly but she sat astride him anyway, grabbed his hair and moved him forward.

		‘Down the end of the stable there is a cage take me there.

		He seemed to call on an inner resource of strength and slowly through great pain and exhaustion carried his Mistress to the end of the stable. She dismounted and opened the door to the cage.

		‘If you want to be my pet you will get in.’

		He looked up at her and her beautiful face that seemed to send spasms through his body. He turned and crawled into the cold dark space and heard the door shut behind him and the bolt closed.

		Isadora squatted down and clipped the padlock on the door. She stood up so all he could see from his metre cubed metal cage was her riding boots and her knees.

		‘Good night my pet, sleep well.’

		He was stunned, was she really going to leave him hear over night?

		He saw her turn and watched her leave him there in the metal cage shutting the stable door behind her.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 4 – HORSE TRIALS

		

		HE SAT HUNCHED UP IN the cold steel box for over four hours. He was not sure whether she was ever going to come back for him. All sorts of scenarios went through his mind before she finally returned with her mother.

		The stood there in front of the cage slapping their riding boots with their crops.

		What were they going to do to him now?

		Isadora unlocked the cage, grabbed his hair and pulled him out of the cage. He crawled out and knelt at the feet, head bowed.

		‘On all fours!’ Isadora barked.

		He assumed the position and she mounted her stead once more, grabbed his hair and whipped his posterior to spur him on. He cantered down to the end of the stable block where she yanked his hair to the left and he turned. She lashed at his buttocks repeatedly to spur him on and he pelted as fast as he could on all fours towards Lady Pippa who stood with her arms on her hips smiling approvingly at the pathetic male still wearing the pink panties carrying her daughter along on his back like some ancient eunuch devoted to his Mistress.

		As he approached her boots Isadora released his hair and he came to a stop panting.

		‘Well mother?’

		‘Bravo my dear, excellent. A very good start.’ Said Lady Pippa as she clapped with her leather gloved hands smiling cruelly.

		Isadora dismounted and stroked the head of her pet.

		‘You have been very good, so it’s time for your reward.’

		She bent down and took out his caged flaccid penis and unlocked the metal chastity device.

		His cock immediately sprang to life at her touch.

		‘Now you can pleasure yourself but stay kneeling at my feet and do not cum until I tell you too.’

		Behind him, Lady Pippa grabbed his hair and pulled his head back so he was looking directly up at his young mistress.

		With her other gloved hand Lady Pippa held his throat.

		He gazed up at the beautiful creature looking down at him and began to stroke. It was hard not to cum there and then but he knew he had to resist.

		To his amazement Isadora began unbuttoning her blouse and opened the crisp white shirt to reveal a lacey pink bra beneath that contained he ample beautiful round breasts. He was fixated by her cleavage and desperately want to cum. He gazed up at her eyes and she shook her head. He continued to stroke but very carefully.

		‘I will count down from ten and after one you have my permission to release. Then you will shout out “thank you Mistress Isadora” – do you understand.’

		He nodded his head vigorously, ‘Yes Mistress Isadora.’

		She began at ten, then nine, he began to pump harder.

		Eight . . . he felt Lady Pippa’s grip tightening on his throat, seven . . ., six . . . she was completely cutting off his airways . . . five . . . he could hardly breath, he was gasping for air but continued to pump transfixed by his Mistresses amazing breasts.

		Four . . . three . . . he struggled to get some air but Lady Pippa had him in a vice like grip.

		Two . . . one . . .

		Lady Pippa released her hand and his body shuddered in a unprecedent explosion of pleasure as he yelled out ‘Thank you Mistress Isadora’.

		He thought he would pass out in ecstasy and slumped to the ground groaning and murmuring in post orgasmic pleasure.

		He didn’t know how long he lay there. But eventually he became aware of his surroundings.

		Lady Pippa had left and Mistress Isadora had re-buttoned her blouse smiling.

		‘You have made quite a mess all over my boots, I think you need to clean it up . . . with your tongue.’

		He did as he was told, removing the sticky white gooey mess from the front of her rubber boots.

		‘Good pet. Now you will leave. You have done well for your first day’s training. But perseverance is the key to being a well-trained pet.’

		He looked up at her and wondered what she was talking about.

		‘Here are your clothes, you will get dressed and then leave. The path to the left of the stables through the woods will take you to the bridleway where we found you.

		‘You have a choice then pet you can either return next week to continue your training as my pet or you can return to normal life, spending it getting your thrills from exposing yourself to everyone in your little pink panties. If you failed to return here next Saturday at 7am promptly I will assume you have no desire to serve me and you will therefore never see me again. Do you understand?’

		‘Yes, Mistress Isadora.’

		‘Goodbye then pet.’

		She turned and walked out of the stable.

		Lester sat there next to his retrieved clothes and slowly dressed. He ached all over, muscles sore, the lashes on his back and buttocks were now causing him great discomfort. He reflected on the hear madness and suffering he had endured over the last few hours and thought there was no way that he would return to this mad house where he was abused and degraded in such a fashion.

		After dressing he opened the doors and saw to his great surprise these stables were a part of a vast stately home. This must be Sternham Manor he thought, the home of the Deville’s, a local aristocratic family that had vast wealth and privilege.

		He headed straight for the woods and found the bridleway. As he walked back to his car two girls jogged passed him and smiled.

		He felt nothing, he was unmoved by their beauty or physique or even the fact that they had seen his pink panties.

		All he could see was the face and body of his Mistress and then knew he would be back next week for his next session of training as the riding girl’s pet.
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