The Ride

By Robert Caveat

When she told me she had given up meat for Lent, I asked her if that included Dommeat. Her Freudian Slip was too good to pass up. She replied that she had only given up pork and beef. I told her that was the correct answer. She would eat my cock meat whenever I required it of her. She of course agreed. 


And eating my cock meat was what she was doing very well right now. Her mouth made smacking and slurping sounds as she worked hungrily at me. The feeling was exquisite. I could feel my cock swell so much it felt like it would burst. 


I had her tied face down on my wooden bondage horse. I made it from a sawhorse kit--the kind that had plastic forms in which to fit wooden legs and a crossbeam. The legs were standard two by fours. I made the top from a two by six that was covered with a strip of carpet. I don’t want the pet to be too uncomfortable. I drilled four holes in each of the horse’s legs and used these to run ropes through, securing her arms and legs to the four legs of the horse. It is a very effective device, inexpensive and easy to make. I built it at just the right height for my cock to slip between readily available lips, cunt or ass cheeks. 


As I fucked her face, I held her head steady by the hair. She had no choice but to go along with whatever I wanted to do. Knowing I was getting ready to come, I pulled away from her hot mouth and was rewarded with a groan. I did know if the sound was because she wanted more of me in her mouth or because she knew she was going to get her buns worked over. 


I began with my hand, spanking her softly at first, then increasing the intensity and speed of each slap, until she was moaning with pain. I decided to work her over with one of my favorite whipping toys, the cane. The cane I picked was a short one, only about two feet in length, but what it lacked in length, it more than made up in severity. I had made this one from a much thicker piece of cane by splitting it lengthwise into several smaller pieces. The result was a small cane that cut through the air and stung like fire. Because of it’s small size, I could direct each blow with precision, and I did this, working on one ass cheek then the other as she cried out with each cutting blow. Red welts sprang up after each strike of the cane. Next, I walked the cane down the backs of her legs to her knees, while she squealed and screamed with each strike. If she could have kicked her legs or gotten away, I knew she would have. The horse is wonderfully secure, and held her without much movement. Checking her hot bottom, I made a few more strokes to fill in between some of the welts I felt were too far apart. She continued to scream and cry out with each blow. 


Finally, I had had enough. My cock was straining for release. I squirted some warm baby oil on her crack and my cock, stepped between her open legs, and gradually eased it between her parted cheeks. Her whimpers stopped as she tried to push back against my cock head as it slowly pressed into her dark entrance. Suddenly, I was it. She was hot at tight beyond belief. I began working in and out of her hot hole, knowing I would not last long. I bent over her, reaching around to find her pendulous breasts, then squeezing and pulling at the nipples. As usual, the extra sensation of my hands hurting nipples, caused me to go over the top. As I grunted to a shuddering climax, I heard my pet achieve hers, too. I stood there transfixed by the intensity of it, feeling her hot hole contract around my pole, bringing me along to the end. 


As I stood there catching my breath, I stroked her hot cheeks, feeling the welts under my fingers and telling her what a wonderful pet she was. Her aftershocks and shudders indicated that she had enjoyed the experience to the fullest. I wondered if she knew how soon she would be required to ride the horse again. Then I realized that she would not mind the ride no matter how frequent, as long as all good things came in her end. 


