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Prelude











I had a lot to think about. Ever since coming across a story on the internet about a girl who became a sort of human pony, it was all I could think about. I’d go to bed imagining myself as a ponygirl running through the fields, closely following my Masters instructions so he would be pleased enough to give me a nice reward when we got home.



It made my dreams so wildly erotic I had to start putting several towels under my butt before I lay down, in order to stop having to change the bed every day. I scoured the net for every picture, every video, and every ponygirl story I could find, and had to start buying batteries in bulk for how much use my little rabbit-shaped friend was getting.



Some of the stories seemed rather extreme and frightened me a little, but I figured they were just fiction after all, and there were far more tales that turned me on like never before. As a side note, my computer chair not only got the towel treatment, but a sheet of plastic between the towels and the seat as well.



I had to start using the laundromat very early in the morning, because my frequent loads of towels had an unmistakable and embarrassingly strong feminine odor to them. The day the bit gag I’d mustered up enough courage to order arrived, I actually used my little friend so much I burnt it out and had to make an emergency run to the local adult toy store!



In addition to replacing my trusty rabbit, I picked up one of those electric powered magic wands with the fat head I’d heard so much about, and used it until my pussy ached. I was turning into half a nympho, but I couldn’t seem to stop myself. I had to find out more.



It was a real stroke of luck when I entered a BDSM chat room, just as two people were talking about an upcoming ponygirl show in my home state of Texas. I got the info and bought my ticket the very next day, after booking two weeks off from work. The show was only a week long, but I figured I might be able to enjoy some extracurricular activities after it was over, and didn’t want to miss out on what might be the chance of a lifetime.



It was every bit as exciting as I’d imagined, and even better in a lot of ways. The experienced ponygirls could move with such power, grace, and beauty, it was all I could do to keep my hands out of my pants while watching them. I kept my fingers occupied by taking about a million pictures and videos, and each night I reviewed the highlights while masturbating furiously as I imagined myself in their shoes.



I met a few people who were interested in becoming my Master, but they were mostly neophytes. As the week wore on, I became bound and determined to latch onto one of the premier ponygirl trainers at the ranch, and on the very last day, my prayers were answered.



“Hello,” the man said, during the closing ceremonies and orgy. “I’m Ethan, and this is my partner Vivienne. Are you Piper?”



“I… I am, sir,” I stuttered.



“Isaac mentioned you might be interested in staying on here at the ranch and becoming a fulltime ponygirl. Is that true?”



“Yes, sir,” I quickly replied, my heart racing.



“Why don’t you come join us in our stables so we can discuss this in private. I think we may be just what the other is looking for, and we have a lot to talk about.”



“I think you may be right… Master.”

















The Interview











The trip to their stable didn’t take long, since they had a ponygirl with a small cart for them to ride in, and I was easily able to match her slow, plodding pace. It was an unusual cart, being bigger than a sulky, but smaller than the typical wagons I’d seen, and had oversized wheels to make pulling it easier.



Not that Mistress Vivienne and Master Ethan added a lot of weight, since she was rail thin and probably weighed only a hundred or one-ten, and he was probably only around one-forty or fifty. A few of the Masters here probably weighed more than the two of them put together!



They had a smaller stable than Master Isaac or Master Oliver, but it was clean, well appointed, and had all the things I expected to see. Just inside the entrance were two small and two large stalls, followed by a larger area that could be used for indoor training or practice, an open shower stall, and some double doors on the back wall that were probably for storage.



Lining the walls were all kinds of leather tack that would never fit on a real horse, a wide variety of punishment implements, and countless bundles of rope. I could feel the heat between my legs start to build just by looking at it all. It also had stairs led up to a loft, and that’s where Master Ethan took us after hitching his ponygirl’s reins to a hook on the wall.



“So, tell us why you want to become a ponygirl, and explain why we should accept you into our stable?” Master Ethan asked, once the three of us were alone and seated.



After what I’d seen this last week, I knew enough to give my reasons as completely and as honestly as I could, even if some of the details were frightfully embarrassing. The only thing I hedged a little on was my reason for talking to them, since I thought saying they were my last chance instead of my first pick sounded kind of bad.



“Well, I have to say she sounds serious,” Mistress Vivienne remarked, once I’d wound down.



“Oh, I am, Mistress Vivienne!”



“I’m not your Mistress yet, nor is Ethan your Master. You will address us as ma’am and sir unless otherwise instructed.”



“Yes, ma’am. Sorry, ma’am.”



“At least she’s polite,” Master Ethan chuckled. “She also doesn’t sound like a duffer who got caught up in the excitement of the show.”



“Will she be able to handle being a ponygirl for real? That’s the real question.”



“She seems reasonably pliant, and that’s one of the primary attitudes a submissive needs to have. Complete obedience can be easily instilled as long as the initial pliancy is there.”



“Is she? Piper, take all your clothes off.”



It was a little disconcerting to be talked about like I wasn’t present, and her sudden command caught me off guard. I felt an instant of fear, weakness, and something else I didn’t have time to analyze, because they were both looking my way and waiting.



Gulping, I leapt to my feet and quickly pulled my T-shirt over my head, resisting the automatic urge to cover up my bare boobs. If they let me join their stable, they’d probably see them each and every day, so being shy in front of them now was rather silly. Still, I’d always been self-conscious about my nipples, since they were as big as the end of my thumb when erect… like they were right now.



I sat again to take my boots off, since she’d said
 all
 my clothes, and this wasn’t the time or place to ask for clarification. All meant all, right?



As soon as my boots and socks were on the floor, I stood again and unbuttoned my Daisy Dukes. After taking a deep breath I opened the zipper and gave my hips a wiggle to get the tight denim down my thighs. I blushed when I saw there was a little wet spot on the crotch, and hoped they didn’t notice, although it probably didn’t matter, since the dampness on my pink thong panties was unmistakable.



Not knowing what to do next, I stood at attention like I’d seen Grace do, and waited for them to continue.



“Go to the fridge and get a bottle of pinot grigio. Bring three glasses from the bar as well,” she said.



I immediately did as she asked, thinking that making me fetch some drinks after I’d stripped was probably some sort of test. Master Ethan had mentioned obedience a moment ago, so she probably wanted to see how I acted and reacted when tossed into unfamiliar waters.



While she hadn’t specifically asked for me to do it, I took the time to pop the cork at the bar, since a bottle of wine is pretty useless if you can’t pour it. I put it all on a tray and brought it over, putting it on the table between them and standing at attention again.



“Fill two glasses and resume your seat.”



I did as she asked without hesitation this time, although I was a little miffed I wasn’t getting a glass of my own yet. We’d left a big party to come here, and I hadn’t had time to have a single drink yet, although maybe that was the point… she wanted me sober to ensure I wasn’t asking to become their ponygirl because I was drunk. It instantly made me feel better about my interview, since they wanted to make sure I was doing this with a clear head. Safe, sane, and consensual, was a term I’d read about during my research.



“Show me how flexible you are,” Master Ethan asked, after taking a sip of wine.



I felt confident here, although not entirely comfortable with his request, since bending over or doing the splits exposed me quite thoroughly. Still, it was all part of the job, right? It was no use becoming a ponygirl if things didn’t get intimate, and I could already imagine the three of us having a hot, sweaty romp in the hay.



I’d been a pretty good cheerleader in college, and while I hadn’t kept up with any of the specialty exercises I used to do, I was still fairly limber. Or so I thought. After showing how I could raise my leg up to my head, bend over and touch my toes, and doing the splits on the floor, Mistress Vivienne called me over.



“Come here and turn around.”



When I did as she asked, she grabbed my elbows with a surprisingly firm grip, and pulled them almost together in the center of my back. She released me after a moment and told me to sit again.



“What do you think?” Master Ethan asked.



“She needs a little work, but then again, most ponies do.”



“She listened and obeyed, which is a good start.”



“True.”



“She slouches when she walks, she needs to lose a few pounds, and her legs are a little flabby. It’ll take a lot of work to get her into shape.”



“She’s also a horny little slut. I can smell her wet pussy from here.”



I turned beet red at the casual way they were talking about me and my flaws, and had to bite my tongue to keep from arguing in my defense. While I didn’t know all the rules, one thing I knew for certain was a ponygirl shouldn’t speak unless asked a direct question.



“We take the lifestyle
 very
 seriously here at the ranch,” Master Ethan said, looking me straight in the eye. “If this is something you just want to do for fun while you’re on vacation, you can get dressed and return to the party right now.”



He gave me about ten seconds, and when I didn’t get up he continued.



“Do you have a significant other?”



I shook my head no. I hadn’t had a boyfriend in quite some time, and the only person I’d slept with had been the guy I’d met here.



“Once you’re on the ranch, there won’t be any contact with the outside world. It means you’d have to quit your job, sell your house, and you won’t even be able to sit down for Thanksgiving dinner with your folks. Is any of that a problem?”



“I’m an orphan, can leave my apartment with a month’s notice, and my job sucks, sir.”



“You realize you’d be giving us complete control over you? We decide what you wear, when you eat, sleep, and get up. We will punish you when you need it, reward you if we feel you’ve earned it, and use you any way we see fit.”



“I understand, sir.”



“Eleanor is our ponygirl for a briefer than normal period of time, since she was brought to the ranch to fill a staff position. The Lady Scarlett wants every person working on the ranch to understand what being a ponygirl is like, but after that she’ll begin her regular duties, leaving us with an empty stable. That’s why we agreed to speak with you tonight.”



“Thank you, sir.”



They turned to look at each other, and after a few moments, I saw each of them give a faint nod to the other.



“Give me your phone, pour yourself a glass of wine, and enter your contact information into my phone,” he said, pulling it out of his pocket. “You will have two months to either change your mind, or take care of any business.”



I winced a little when he said I had to wait two months, but could see the logic behind it. Even though my boss and landlord were assholes, it was only right for me to give them proper notice, and there were a few friends I should probably say goodbye to before I basically disappeared off the face of the planet.



After we’d exchanged numbers, we finished our wine and he told me to get dressed so we could rejoin the festivities.



“Feel free to enjoy yourself at the party tonight, since this may be the last chance you’ll have for quite some time. We’ll introduce you to some of our friends and their ponies while we’re there, and hopefully we’ll also be able to grab Flynn the tack master for a few minutes so we can get you measured properly for your new kit.”



“I think she needs to do something to prove her commitment to us before we get Flynn to make any custom gear,” Mistress Vivienne frowned.



“What did you have in mind?” he asked.



“You’ll see,” was all she said, but the smirk on her face told me it wouldn’t be anything easy or simple. I didn’t care; I was gonna be a real ponygirl!



***







They each had their own test they wanted me to pass, and both of them were quite difficult, although for different reasons. Master Ethan’s test was simpler on the surface, but the psychological effects were quite powerful. When we found Flynn, he had me strip naked in front of the whole crowd so every part of my body could be precisely measured, and finished by having him rivet a leather collar around my neck!



The only way to remove it would be to cut it off, and if I did, my one chance of becoming a ponygirl would be gone forever. It was bound to raise some embarrassing questions back home, but that’s how he wanted to test me, so that’s how it was going to be.



Mistress Vivienne’s trial was a true test of my commitment, and came within an inch scaring me off.



“Good evening, Doctor Felix,” she purred. “Are you able to take care of some business tonight?”



“It depends on what you have in mind.”



“Full ponygirl piercings,” she promptly replied. “I want Piper here to get her nose, nipples, triangle, and both inner and outer labia pierced to prove she’s not wasting my time.”



I froze when I heard what she required me to do, but when the doc looked at me with a raised eyebrow, I bit my lip and gave him a quick nod. I’d admired how those piercings looked on Grace, so why shouldn’t I have them done as well?



Being strapped into an exam chair while a crowd gathered to watch was one fairly compelling reason, and another was how my subconscious survival instinct reacted to having sharp things stuck into my body. I stuck to my guns, though, and didn’t struggle too much.



The anesthetic spray he used was pretty effective, so only my clit piercing was hard to take, although hearing the crunch of his tool go through the cartilage in my septum almost made me lose it. That one had a plastic grommet pressed into place instead of a ring, so it was hardly noticeable unless you looked real close.



My inner labia were pierced twice on each side, and the outer lips got three each. Mistress Vivienne had used my phone to record close-ups of them all, which was a further embarrassment, but one I found rather hot when I looked at them later.



Believe it or not, the hardest part of the entire process was when I was ordered not to have sex or masturbate until I returned to the ranch. For someone who’d been rubbing out numerous orgasms every night for more than a month, quitting cold turkey might be the hardest thing I’d ever have to do!



When the doc was done with me and I was released from the chair, the crowd gave me a round of applause. I felt my face flush and was quite embarrassed, but forced my thinking into a new channel, and gave them one of those ponygirl half bow, half curtsey things I’d seen Grace do.



I wasn’t allowed to dress and Mistress Vivienne clipped a leash to the front of my collar so she could lead me around, but I think I was over the mental hump. I’d passed both their tests, and was introduced to their friends as their new ponygirl.

















My Master and Mistress











It took almost no time at all to put my affairs in order. I went out for a lady’s night with my friends and told them I’d be moving for a new job, and they accepted it without many questions. One of them had just split with her boyfriend and wanted to take over my apartment, so it simplified things with my landlord, and my boss was completely indifferent when I told him I was quitting.



Star kept some of my stuff when she moved in, and I gave a lot to Goodwill, leaving me with less than a trunkful of stuff to take with me. I theoretically wouldn’t need any of it, but I kept the important stuff in case being a ponygirl didn’t work out.



A sudden case of cold feet made me pause at the entrance of the long dirt road leading to the ranch, but after a few deep, steadying breaths, I stepped on the gas and finished the trip. The route here wasn’t well marked, and even though I’d been here once before, I’d taken a wrong turn and was a little late, meaning my new Master and Mistress were already outside waiting for me.



They might have been miffed at being made to wait, since the first thing they said to me was strip, and leave my street clothes in the car. I had to walk naked and barefoot down the gravel path to the compound, which was far from pleasant, but I did it without complaint. They’d warned me I’d be punished for any infractions, and making them wait for me definitely qualified.



The first order of business was a trip to see the doc so he could inspect my piercings to ensure they’d healed properly. I hoped like hell he didn’t find anything wrong, since I’d been right when I thought not touching myself was going to be hard, and I was
 so
 ready to get it on with my new Master and/or Mistress it wasn’t funny. The triangle piercing had been a special kind of hell for me, since it seemed to keep my clit puffy, engorged, and sensitive beyond all belief.



His checkup was long and thorough, but he pronounced me fit in all aspects, and released me from the same kind of strap covered chair I’d originally been pierced in. As I began moving over to where my Master and Mistress were waiting, he called me back.



“You forgot to thank me,” he said, sounding disappointed.



As I turned back towards him, I saw his pants drop to the floor, and realized the exact manner in which he wanted to be thanked. I gave my Master and Mistress a quick look, but when they didn’t say anything, I knew it was something that was simply expected of me now.



I wasn’t very good at oral sex, but I dropped to my knees, took him in my mouth, and did the best I could. I gagged a lot, especially when he grabbed my head or hair to force his cock a little deeper, but at least I didn’t throw up when he filled my mouth with his salty spunk. I had a feeling I’d be getting a lot of blowjob practice in the near future if this was standard operating procedure around here.



I knew our next stop was a forge, due to the ringing of a hammer on steel. The sight of the glowing metal shackle was a little scary, since I thought it might be for me, but he put his tools down a moment after we entered, and took me over to an alcove near the back.



From a fancy wooden box, he took out a heavy steel collar with four integral D-rings, and handed it to me. While I was looking it over, he cut off my leather collar with a pair of heavy duty snips and tossed it aside.



“Put it on yourself,” he said, holding up a mirror for me.



It had a hinge on one side and clips inside the open ends, and putting it on felt sort of like a ritual. I had to exert a fair amount of force before the ends clicked together, but once they were mated, I couldn’t even see the seam. I had no idea if it could be removed with anything less than a blowtorch.



He checked the gap between collar and throat, grunted his apparent satisfaction, and pulled out a pair of wide mesh wristbands… or I guess cuffs would be a more apt description. These had only a single D-ring near where the ends met, and one of them looked like it had a watch face on it. They both fit quite snug, but not overly tight, which shouldn’t have been a surprise after the ten million measurements they’d taken the night of the party.



Apparently, I was done here, since he handed me the box and began unbuckling his belt. I hate being right.



Once I’d finished thanking him properly, we were off to see Flynn the tack master. I took a deep breath the moment I entered his domain, since the overpowering smell of leather was practically intoxicating. The place was so stuffed with leather gear of all sorts I could barely find a path to his fitting stand, and my Master and Mistress elected to wait by the door.



The first thing he did was give me a stool to sit on, since the first order of business was to see how well my new ponygirl boots fit. I was amazed at how soft the thick leather felt when I picked the first one up, and the slight oily residue it left on my fingers made me suspect it was highly waterproof. I shivered slightly as I slid it up my leg, but then had to stomp a few times before my foot got all the way to the bottom.



I thought it felt extremely tight, and the strict, en pointe position it forced my foot into was already straining me from my toes to my calves, but there was no stopping now. I laced both knee-high boots as best as I could, and then let him finish the job with a lace puller tool that eliminated the final gap and made the tiny seam look more decorative than functional.



I’d probably be even more impressed than I was if my right calf hadn’t started to cramp up halfway through the process, and I was distracted by the need to work it out. While I worked at getting the kinks worked out, he grabbed my first real ponygirl harness and held it up to my chest.



Two straps went over my shoulders, another two pairs went around my chest, over and under my breasts, and a heavy-duty belt went around my waist. Once all those were nice and snug, he clipped my wrist cuffs to a rope above me, and flipped a switch to pull me to my feet.



Holy shit… as soon as I put weight on my feet, the pressure on my toes doubled, and then doubled again. If I hadn’t been held up by the winch, I would’ve fallen flat on my face!



It got worse when he kicked my feet apart so he could pull the crotch strap between my legs, something he did with
 way
 more force than necessary, since I’d actually lost contact with the ground from the strength of his pull! The word ‘motherfucker’ slipped past my lips at that point, and while not exactly directed at him, he didn’t seem to take it well.



He buckled my head harness into place with hard yanks of each and every strap. Around and under my chin, across and over my forehead, and a few behind me I wasn’t sure of why they were needed, but all were pulled tight enough to cause almost instant discomfort. He then went back to my main harness, and tightened each buckle by another notch or two as well, until they were digging into my skin everywhere.



Now I
 really
 felt like calling him a motherfucker, but luckily, I wasn’t quite that stupid. The last part of my bridle was the bit and reins, the first of which came out of the blacksmith’s box, and was a simple steel bar with a rubber coating that tasted gross.



The reins he took from a hook on the wall, but before clipping them to my bit, he wound up and gave me a blow across my ass that made me howl. I heard him mumble ‘motherfucker indeed’ as he attached them to the sides of my bit.



I guess I deserved that one.



He lowered the winch by a foot or so in order to let me get used to standing in the kind of boots I used to think were so cool, but now felt like pure hell. How on Earth did Grace manage to even
 stand
 in these things, let alone run like the wind or dance like a ballerina?



I had to stand there like that for fifteen minutes while he sat down to enjoy a cold beer with my Master and Mistress, but he didn’t do it to be deliberately cruel; it took me that long to find my balance in the heelless ballet style boots. I was still pretty shaky when he unclipped my wrists from the winch and fastened them to my waist belt, but I managed to make it to the entrance without doing the face plant I’d been expecting and fearing.



While I really wanted to apologize for saying motherfucker, I almost cried when I saw him drop his drawers. Getting to my knees like this would be damn near impossible, and I had no idea how to even attempt it without falling forward and head-butting him in the groin!



My new Mistress was instantly there by my side, helping me get to my knees, and also unclipped one side of my bit so I could thank him in the now-familiar way. When I finished him off, I fervently hoped our errands were done now, or my stomach would be too full of cum to eat a real dinner!



Once my bit was back in place, Master Ethan pulled me to my feet by my reins and led me outside where someone had left the cart I’d seen Eleanor pull on my last visit. I tried shaking my head to indicate I wasn’t ready for this yet, but he kept a firm grip on the reins and soon had me in the traces.



“Don’t worry,” Mistress Vivienne crooned into my ear. “We’ve got the training wheels on.”



What she called ‘training wheels’ were an additional set of wheels just in front of me that didn’t actually touch the ground, but would come into play if I stumbled and fell. It made me feel slightly better, but I still thought they were going too fast with all of this.



Too bad.



As soon as they were seated, I felt a searing pain explode on my right ass cheek, and knew what it felt like to be hit by a whip. I automatically jumped forward to escape the pain, stumbled, and then righted myself with another step. I knew I’d be taking them home one way or another, so I used the initial inertia to keep the momentum going, and started to pull for real.



It wasn’t pretty, but I managed to get us to the stable without too many stumbles and mistakes, and happily that’s all they required of me for now. I was led to my stall and had my reins tied to a hook high up on the wall, which was theoretically supposed to let me adapt to my torturous new boots.



After ordering me to keep shifting my weight from one hoof to the other, and to start practicing how to walk in place, she popped a peppermint past my bit as a reward. As it slowly dissolved on my tongue, it kept me slightly distracted from the pain in my feet for one simple reason; I fucking hated peppermints!

















Expectations and Reality











“This isn’t what I’d signed up for!”
 I thought for about the thousandth time in a row since my arrival at the ranch. My entire ‘job’ so far had been to stare at an unfinished wooden wall a few inches in front of me, while shuffling back and forth in boots that felt like they were destroying my feet.



If I tried to move more than a few steps away, my bit would dig cruelly into the corners of my mouth, and the less said about my attempt to sit the better, since my jaw was still aching from that bit of stupidity. To top it all off, they weren’t even watching me… I was left alone to practice being a pony, while they went up to the loft for a nooner!



Mistress Vivienne was quite a screamer, so there was no mistaking what they were doing, and I couldn’t help but think I should be up there with them, since that was what this was all about, wasn’t it? I was so fucking horny by now it actually hurt, yet there was nothing I could do about it except sob to myself, and pray they’d let me join in on the action soon… real soon… the ‘hopefully before I spontaneously combusted’ kind of soon.



It seemed to take forever before they returned to check on me, and not a moment too soon, in my opinion. I’d been standing on my toes for so long my feet were killing me, and my legs were close to giving out. I pretty much collapsed the moment my reins were freed from the wall.



“I’d hoped she would’ve put in the effort to get in shape over the last two months,” Mistress Vivienne said, looking down at me. “She’s either lazy, stupid, pathetic, or deliberately willful. What do you think, dear?”



“I think we’ll have some fun figuring out which it is. We can whip the lazy, teach the stupid, train the pathetic, and break the willful, so I’m willing to give her a month to get her shit together. If she doesn’t work out, we can always sell her.”



Whip? Break? Sell??? Were these people insane? What had I gotten myself into?



“She seems to be having a lot of problem with her new hooves. I bet she’s rarely worn anything other than sneakers.”



“You’re probably right, although all that baby fat on her legs is compounding the problem tenfold.”



“A week on the lunging bar should take care of that. By the way, Rhys wants to know what we’re going to name her so he can do the engraving.”



“Right now, I think Sloth would be accurate, but I’m open to suggestions.”



“I’ve always wanted a pony named Snowflake.”



“That’s a little overused already… how about Misty?”



What were they talking about now? Were they planning on stripping away my identity too?



“Piper’s not a bad name for a pony, so let’s just leave it at that for now. A better name might suggest itself during her training.”



“I’m okay with that,” Master Ethan agreed. “The day’s wearing on, though, so let’s finish getting her ready.”



They each grabbed one of my arms and hauled me to my aching feet, and I was then half walked and half dragged over to the shower stall. Chains were attached to my shoulder rings and pulled up until they took a little of my weight off my feet.



A rap with a riding crop on each inner thigh was a pretty obvious suggestion they wanted me to spread my legs, although it wasn’t easy to do with the chains holding me. It took several more blows before I had them spread to their satisfaction, and within seconds of reaching the mark, they’d reached down and fastened them in place using a pair of short chains connected to the floor.



It was a precarious position, but I guess the ceiling chains would keep me from falling, so it was better than when I was in my stall. I got some real relief when my crotch strap was removed, and I hoped it’d be staying off for a while.



Mistress Vivienne hung a bag from a hook on the wall, and ran a tube from it into my mouth. A foam rubber piece went over the bit and filled the slight gap I’d had around it, and a wide rubber strap went around my head to hold it in place. When she opened a valve on the bottom of the bag, a milky white fluid ran down the tube and began filling my mouth, forcing me to swallow as fast as I could.



I got distracted momentarily when I felt a greased tube press into my anus and almost choked on my lunch. It luckily didn’t go too deep, but then it seemed to grow larger somehow… much larger. At a guess, it was some sort of inflatable bladder to make sure I didn’t try to push the tube out, and I think a second bladder was sitting just outside my ass as well, since I felt pressure on both sides by the time he was done.



While I didn’t have any firsthand knowledge of the process, it didn’t take a genius to figure out the tube was for an enema. My guess was confirmed a moment later when I felt lukewarm water begin to slowly fill my backside, and I found the experience to be not as horrible as I’d feared.



In fact, my lunch seemed worse than the enema, since he turned off the water after reading a quart on the inline flow meter, while Mistress Vivienne kept feeding me until I’d swallowed around a gallon of the foul-tasting stuff.



“How long do you figure, dear?” she asked.



“Felix said to give the laxative a full hour for maximum effect, so I guess I’ll leave the stool softener in place for the same amount of time. I suspect her diet consisted mainly of greasy items served from a drive through window, so let’s make sure she’s squeaky clean before moving on.”



As if his words were a trigger, I felt my stomach start to gurgle. If my ass hadn’t been plugged so effectively, I think I would’ve shit myself right then and there, but all I could do was shift a little in a futile effort to counter the ever-increasing pressure.



It was probably the longest hour of my life, and I swear they must’ve lost track of time and left me writhing for half the day. They hadn’t, of course, but it sure felt like it from my point of view.



When he finally released the enema tube, it was the most explosively embarrassing moment of my life, and I think that’s about all I want to say on the subject. Once I was empty, Mistress Vivienne connected a bag of mush and fed me what she said was a normal, high energy lunch, and Master Ethan gave me a second, much larger enema to clean out the last remnants of what might be left.



Considering I hadn’t done anything other than stand (or hang) there, I was completely exhausted by the time they’d finished and hosed me down. When I was released, they carried me over to a long, waist-high table and lay me face down on top of it from the hips up. Considering my current predicament, the multitude of straps they used to hold me in place was complete overkill.



Six over my torso, one from the back of my head to somewhere on my back, and a final pair on my ankles that pulled them so far apart they’d actually lost contact with the ground. They fiddled around with some other things behind me as well, but I had no clue what they were doing until Mistress Vivienne hopped up on the table in front of me and gave me a most dreadful explanation.



“It’s usually more fun to let a pony figure this out the hard way, but since you seem exceptionally slow, I decided to be nice. You can thank me later for my generosity,” she said, while stroking my forehead.



“The collar you’re wearing isn’t simply a convenient form of restraint or mark of ownership, but a means of enforcing our commands when you’re being difficult. For example, when I tap this icon on my phone, it activates ‘silent mode’, which means I highly recommend you don’t try to speak. Care to test it out?”



I believed her and had no intention of testing it out, even after she removed my bit, but then an unexpected slap to my ass made me cry out. My collar became instantly and painfully alive for a few seconds… it was a damn shock collar like you’d put on a dog to keep them from barking! I resolved to keep my mouth firmly shut.



“See, dear? She can learn when motivated properly.”



“They all do, sooner or later.”



“The battery pack attached to the back of your waist belt can power up to six devices for a full day, and rest assured the collar is the least of the motivational devices we plan to use. We have attachments that can clip onto your nipples, go up your ass, fill your snatch, and even zap your big, lovely clit! Would you like a demonstration?”



I froze in fear, hoping she wasn’t serious.



“Of course, some of our little toys can also provide incredible pleasure, as well as pain. Life here is simple, really… do well and you’ll earn a reward, or disappoint us and earn some punishment. I recommend the former over the latter, but it’s completely up to you. A few of the ponygirls I’ve seen actually enjoy being punished, and I’m perfectly happy to oblige if that’s what you seem to want.”



I perked up a little when she mentioned rewards, but then deflated when I realized it was probably a false hope. Based on how little they thought of me, the chances of me earning a reward were somewhere between slim and none.



“This seems to be going well… shall we proceed?”



Master Ethan didn’t reply, but he probably nodded his agreement since she swung one of her legs over the bench so she was facing me. A double zipper on the crotch of her jodhpurs allowed her to expose her shaved pussy to me, and as she wiggled closer, I knew it was time for me to ‘thank her’ for her so called generosity.



She not only mashed her pussy tight against my face, but she also wrapped her legs around my head and squeezed tightly, cutting off all my air. She relaxed her grip a few seconds after I started licking, and the implications were obvious… do a good job or suffer!



I actually didn’t mind too much, since I’d fantasized about this moment numerous times over the last two months, although my daydreams hadn’t involved such strict bondage or dire consequences. It got even better when Master Ethan began fingering my pussy and rubbing my clit, although he was taking his sweet time about giving me the stimulation I needed so badly.



Her legs muffled my hearing a bit, but I still heard when she asked him what size of tail plug he thought I needed. His fingers, wet with my own juices, withdrew from my pussy and began probing my backside.



I squirmed a little when I felt a finger wiggle inside my ass for the first time. I’d never let any of my lovers go there before, and it felt distinctly odd, yet not actually unpleasant. The enema hose had actually felt a lot worse.



I felt a glop of cold grease hit my rosebud before he added a second finger to his probing, and I didn’t start to feel discomfort until he began stretching me with a third.



“She got one of the tightest asses I’ve seen in a long time,” he remarked. “If I didn’t know better, I’d swear she was a backdoor virgin.”



“You better make sure, dear… selecting the right plug for her tail is too important to just guess at.”



“You’re right as usual, love.”



I felt another glob of grease hit my sphincter a moment before I felt something much larger than a finger begin to press against it. I automatically clenched to stop the intruder from gaining entry, but he reached around and began massaging my clit again, causing me to relax a little as my body began reacting.



Just as I was getting close, he gave a hard push and got the head of his cock inside me, and that was that for my anal virginity. Enough of a shriek slipped out of me to trigger my shock collar again, and if Mistress Vivienne hadn’t had the foresight to pull away slightly, I might’ve accidentally bitten her clit off. As satisfying as giving some pain back to her would’ve been, I had no doubt retribution would’ve been swift and multiplied a thousand-fold, so I guess I was lucky, in a warped sort of way.



With his bulbous head fully inside my ass, there was no stopping his increasingly deeper and harder thrusts. It wasn’t long before he was giving me a real reaming, but once the initial pain passed, it actually got a little easier to handle.



He’d occasionally rub my pussy or flick my clit with the tip of his fingers, but for the most part I was left alone. This was all about their pleasure right now, not mine.



Speaking of ‘their’ pleasure, Mistress Vivienne seemed to be getting close. Her juices were really flowing, and I could swear I tasted a little bit of Master Ethan’s seed mixed in with it from their earlier romp in the hay. I don’t know why, but it really turned me on for some reason.



Just before she popped, I used the one trick I had in my arsenal from my college days. Sucking hard on her clit, I pulled it into my mouth, gently bit down, and then attacked it as fast as I could with the tip of my tongue.



The dam burst, both figuratively and literally, as she began screaming and convulsing in the throes of an incredibly powerful orgasm, and the gush of fluids that came out of her almost threatened to drown me. I’d never seen or even heard of anyone who could squirt so much before!



I felt a few contractions and smaller gushes signifying smaller aftershock orgasms, and kept at it until she pulled just slightly out of range. Master Ethan had slowed down while she was getting off, but now he resumed screwing me with even more gusto than before.



His powerful thrusts started hurting my tight little hole again, but at the same time, I felt a little tingle begin to build deep inside me. I wasn’t sure what it was, or where it came from, but it was definitely there, and I was almost sorry when I felt his cock pulse and fill me with cum.



“What’s the verdict, dear?” she asked, once he’d finished and pulled out.



“I think anything more than a number two or three will be hard for her to handle,” he replied.



“Nonsense… if she managed to take your salami without splitting in two, she can easily handle a number six!”



I wasn’t sure what the numbers meant, but they decided to settle on a ‘number four’ for now, and soon had it firmly stuck up my ass. It was a fat and stubby thing, but narrowed down to almost nothing near the base, so other than feeling like a stuffed turkey, it didn’t really hurt once it was installed.



From listening to them discuss the matter, I found out it was going to be a near permanent feature, and could be used for a variety of purposes. It was hollow inside so it could be used for my daily enemas, it connected to the battery pack so it could be used for punishment, and the hole in the middle was threaded so they could attach my tail.



From now on, the only time it would come out was if Master Ethan wanted to use me, or if they decided to replace it with the bigger one Mistress Vivienne thought I should have. Based on how much the number four already filled me, I hoped like hell that day never arrived.



I had a feeling Mistress Vivienne was as insatiable as I was, since she kept me strapped to the table for the rest of the day, and she made me bring her to orgasm so many times I lost count. I thought Master Ethan might use my other hole once my ass was plugged, but then he filled me with a dildo that felt a little like the rabbit vibrator I loved so much, and replaced my crotch strap.



He did a brief test to make sure both the vibrator and shock programs worked, but only at low power so I neither got rewarded nor really punished. I had no doubt Mistress Vivienne had been honest when she said their toys could be used for both incredible pain or pleasure, and vowed to get the better part of the deal anyway I could.



It wouldn’t be easy, since the reality of being a ponygirl had already gone far off track from what I imagined it to be like, but I was sure there was a way. They had a definite obsession with sex, so even though I fell asleep as horny as ever, I was confident I’d be getting at least some satisfaction in the near future. It helped if I kept saying that to myself.

















My Training Begins











I’m sure I hadn’t eaten enough to add even a single shit molecule to my colon, but apparently, an enema was part of my morning routine, so they filled me up and flushed me out before giving me a much-needed shower. I’d spent the night strapped to the table, with Mistress Vivienne’s secretions slowly drying on my face, body, and hair, so the barely warm shower felt almost heavenly.



Yesterday had been a pretty rough one for me, but the more I thought about it, the more I was sure they’d been deliberately messing with me to see if I have what it takes to be a real ponygirl. It was only a matter of time before they started treating me like I belonged, and they’d already given me all the information I needed on how to get there. Obey them completely.



I’d stumbled a little when I was released from the table, and I think they thought I was trying to fight them, so Master Ethan had pulled me over to the shower by my nipple. When he ordered me to spread my legs, I kept moving them outwards until I heard them hit the chain on the floor, and he was pleased enough to change my breakfast from the liquid sludge I was about to get, to a bag of grains, nuts, and dried fruit.



He called it a feedbag, but it was more like an oversized cup that went over my lower face, and I ate by tipping my head back until the trail mix spilled into my mouth. It was actually quite good, although I would’ve killed for a pot of coffee. I got something a little saltier from him instead of coffee, and while it didn’t do much for me, it sure woke him up nicely.



I stood still like a good girl when Mistress Vivienne checked my body for chafe marks as she changed my harness, and opened wide when she brought the bit up to my face, which earned me one of those damn peppermints. I wanted to tell her not to bother with the lousy candy, but my damn shock collar was still active, so all I could do was shake my head in disgust.



Out of everything so far, it was the collar that had thrown me for the biggest loop. Ever since I was little I’d had a fear of electricity, and of course I had a normal aversion to pain, so staying absolutely silent was something along the lines of pure survival mode for me.



I still got a little zap when they put the single glove armbinder on me and I groaned too loud. They really wanted to get my elbows to touch behind my back, but my arms just weren’t used to bending so far that way. Yet. A pair of wires and a set of small bells were connected to my nipple rings, my reins to my bit, and then I was guided backwards out of my stall.



I groaned again when I was led outside and between the poles of their cart, but thankfully not loud enough to trigger the collar this time. My feet felt a little better this morning, but I didn’t think I was up to pulling them around yet, and wished I had a way of getting that across to them.



This time I picked up on the shake of the reins, and started moving without the additional prompting from the buggy whip. I even got it right when I felt the pressure on the left side of my bit that indicated they wanted me to turn onto a dirt path running next to the stable, although I almost fell when I tried to straighten out again.



Both reins were pulled back as we passed under an open-air gazebo, and that’s as far as we went. I was torn between being thankful I wouldn’t be pulling them all over the ranch, and being pissed they’d made me pull them a lousy fifty feet or so because they didn’t feel like walking. Whatever.



They each unhooked a side of the cart and took me over to a round concrete circle that had a long steel bar running from a middle pole out to the outer edge. Ropes near the end of the bar were loosely tied to my shoulder rings, and even if I hadn’t known about lunging pits from the stories I’d read, the purpose of this setup was quite obvious… at least on the surface.



“Should we explain the rules in advance, or see how long it takes for her to learn on her own?” Master Ethan asked.



“Let’s go eat,” she replied. “We can explain things to her after breakfast if she hasn’t figured it out, but the beginner program is pretty straightforward.”



“Sounds good to me,” he replied, patting me on the rump as he passed by.



Once again, I was disappointed to be left alone, but they were calling the shots. I started walking around the perimeter of the circle like a good little ponygirl, suddenly pleased at the melodic tinkling of the bells on my nipples, and the ringing clop of the small horseshoes on the bottom of my feet. This could be fun!



I’d had many orgasms while fantasizing about being lunged by my Master, and this was fairly close. In fact, the way the dildo and butt plug were shifting slightly inside me with each step, combined with my own vivid imagination, I might be able to get an orgasm out of it.



The thought added an extra spring to my step, but unfortunately, that didn’t last very long. The lunging bar had both resistance and inertia, both of which could throw me off my stride if I wasn’t careful, and my unfamiliar pony boots definitely weren’t helping.



After only a dozen or so laps, I found myself drenched in sweat, a near continuous stream of drool was dripping between my tits, and my lungs were heaving so hard I could feel the press of the harness on my chest with each inhalation. I decided to risk taking a brief rest.



They’d mentioned there was a program I needed to learn, so I was ready to start walking again immediately in case I got zapped, but nothing happened. As I stood there and caught my breath, my pounding heart gradually slowed, and I began to think their mentioning of a program was some sort of mind fuck.



Wrong.



I think it might’ve been tied to my heart rate somehow… maybe through that fancy watch on my cuff, but however it worked, it got me moving with a powerful series of shocks from my butt plug. I
 almost
 cursed when I felt the shocks begin, but had the presence of mind to bite down on my bit instead. The shocks stopped after I did about a lap and a half, and I knew I wouldn’t be taking any more long breaks today.



I managed maybe two dozen laps this time before I had no choice but to stop for another break, I resumed walking much earlier this time, and didn’t get zapped. I risked another brief rest after only a few more laps and was successful, but got zapped again the next time I tried it. Trial and error wasn’t the best way to learn the system when you got the shit shocked out of you for guessing wrong, but I was fairly sure my initial guess was correct.



I wasn’t getting zapped from a lap counter or timer, only when I rested for too long. Knowing
 why
 I got zapped didn’t make it any easier to complete a lap, but the knowledge kept my innards from frying, which was something.



Either my sense of time was completely skewed, or they really took their time over breakfast, because it felt like hours before they returned to see how I was doing. As they approached, I saw Mistress Vivienne tap her watch at the same time she said ‘halt’, so I assumed she stopped the program to allow me a real rest.



Master Ethan gave me a good, long drink of water from a squirt bottle, although only half of it made its way down my throat. I didn’t mind wearing the other half, since it felt good against my overheated chest.



While I rested, they made themselves comfortable in the shade of the porch behind the stable, setting up a pair of lounge chairs with a table and cooler full of beer between them. Just the sight of the frosty cold bottles was enough to make me drool, but I doubted I’d be getting any. Okay, I was already drooling from the bit gag, but that’s beside the point.



The last thing she did before ordering me to walk again was to set up a laptop on the table, and run a cable from it to something between her legs. Master Ethan was good enough to explain the intermediate program to me.



“Each of the toys we used in and on you, are actually quite complicated and advanced devices. Among other things, the collar can register each breath you take, the wristband monitors your heart rate, and the anal plug records your core temperature. As the program learns your vitals, it will automatically adjust the settings to ensure a perfect workout range, although that’s something we may decide to override on occasion.



“Since neither of us wishes to spend the day watching a computer screen, Viv decided on a much simpler way to monitor your progress this morning. She has her favorite vibrator between her legs, and it’s programmed to change speeds based on your heart rate. Feel free to run as fast as you like, but be warned; there are minimum standards involved.



“If your heart rate falls below one-forty, you’ll automatically get shocked in the ass. If she wants you to go faster, she’ll override the system and bump up the minimum limit. If she feels like drawing out her pleasure, she’ll give your nipples a zap to let you know you are allowed to slow down, and if she reaches climax, we’ll let you rest until she cools down and is ready to go again.



“If you do exceptionally well at pleasing her, we
 may
 decide to give you a reward of your own, although we may also decide to hold off until we’re sure you’ve
 really
 earned it. We’ll just have to see which way the wind blows. Good luck,” he said, giving my ass a solid whack to get me moving.



Even the possibility of getting a reward was enough to make me put a little extra effort into each step, and I was pretty sure my new pace was keeping my heart rate well above the one-forty mark. For someone my age, I think my theoretical maximum was around two-hundred, although I didn’t try to push it anywhere near that. I wanted to earn a reward so bad I could taste it, so I didn’t want to burn myself out and disappoint Mistress Vivienne.



She apparently didn’t want that either, since I felt a tingle begin in my nipples, and when I didn’t slow down enough, the tingling turned into a set of stronger jolts that brought me almost to a standstill. I got a ‘friendly’ notification from my anal intruder when it was time to step lively again, and had to change my pace almost continuously after that, as Mistress Vivienne seemed to trying to edge herself close without going over.



She must’ve kept it up for at least a half hour before her steady moans turned into short, sharp gasps, and she pegged the system to get me to run all out. I think the screams of her orgasmic release must’ve echoed through the hills, but all I cared about was the fire in my ass and the heaving of my lungs.



I was close to my limit when the shocks in my ass finally ended, and I got a quick jolt to the nipples to signify I was allowed to stop. With my head hanging down I didn’t have any warning when Master Ethan began spraying me with a garden hose, but I only jumped a little.



The sun heated water was uncomfortably hot at first, but it didn’t take long before it cooled down and became quite pleasant. Between my exertions and the hot Texas sun, I’d probably been dangerously close to overheating. He got out of his chair long enough to give me some grape flavored drink, but that was it.



I was well-rested by the time Mistress Vivienne was ready to go again, although it wasn’t as easy this time. My feet ached, my legs were burning, my shoulders were killing me, and the ever-increasing power of the sun was quickly melting away my reserves. I think the only reason I made it through the second round, was because Master Ethan used the hose on me fairly frequently.



It was a real relief when he untied the ropes and brought me into the shade of the porch with him, and got even better when he removed my bit so I could work some life back into my jaw, and sip more of that grape drink through a straw. I was even allowed to kneel on a pillow while I rested, which was like the icing on the cake.



It had been an extremely tough morning, but I’d survived, and hopefully I’d also pleased them enough to earn a reward. I’d been wrong about the possibility of getting off from the shifting of the inserts inside me, and instead, I’d only worked myself up to a whole new level of arousal.



Once I finished my drink, Master Ethan took advantage of me being so conveniently on my knees before him, and then helped me to stand so I could get a lesson in the commands I needed to know. He sat down on the end of his lounge chair with another cold beer, which I thought was distinctly unfair, but then again, most of what went on went on here seemed to be unfair from my point of view.



I hoped this lesson wouldn’t take too long, so I could get off my feet for the rest of my lunch break. Between what I’d learned from the stories I’d read, and what I’d seen during the week of the ponygirl competition, I should be well ahead of the curve compared to most yearlings. For example, I already knew I could answer a question by stomping my hoof once for yes, twice for no, or three times if I didn’t know the answer.



First up was the basic crop commands. I was to spread my legs if he tapped my inner thighs, and close them if he hit the outside. A quick double tap between my shoulder blades meant I was to bend over, but holding it there meant he wanted me to kneel instead. Getting down on my knees was easy, because gravity, ya know… but figuring out how to get back to my feet while wearing such restrictive footwear and the armbinder took practically forever. Or at least it felt that way.



He stood for the next part, which was teaching me how to stand properly. Chin slightly up, but my eyes directly forward. Shoulders square and my chest proudly out was easy due to the way the armbinder forced my tits out naturally, but apparently, I had a tendency to slouch slightly if he had me stand for more than a minute, so the failure to keep my back perfectly straight earned me numerous corrective blows to my ass and back.



Once I had that learned, if not quite perfected, was the whip instructions for when I was pulling the cart. A blow near my tail meant I was to either start moving, or increase my pace. A ponygirl could be compared to a car with a four speed transmission, with our gears being walk, trot, canter, and gallop. We also had overdrive, and if he kept cracking the whip when I was already at a gallop, it meant I was to give it absolutely everything I had.



Blows on the right or left obviously meant he wanted me to turn in the indicated direction, and cracking the whip over my head was the signal to slow down or stop. If he cracked the whip over my head when I was already stopped, it meant I was to bow by putting my right leg forward and bending the left knee while I leaned over.



I’d known the theory behind most of the commands he taught me, but the difference between theory and practice was a much larger gap than I’d imagined. I had a lot of trouble with the bow for some reason, but since this was my first time, he wasn’t too hard on me.



He reinforced each instruction he taught with the equivalent voice command, so I’d be able to work from whip, rein, or voice. He also let me know there were dozens of other commands I’d have to learn for the dressage field, but that would only happen once I’d finished with what he called ‘baby steps’.



He gave me my first praise when he went through each of the commands a final time, and since I got them mostly right, I was feeling pretty good. That lasted all of thirty seconds before my brief joy changed to crushing despair, when I found out it wasn’t noon like I thought. It was only nine-thirty, and I had to do two more hours on the lunging bar before we’d break for lunch.



This was going to be a long day.

















The Exciting Life of a Cart Pony











Once again, reality differed from expectations. After an absolutely exhausting morning, I got less than half hour break, and instead of getting to rest in my stall like I’d hoped, they hooked me up to the cart so I could take them to the manor house for lunch. Their lunch, of course, not mine… I’d be getting another feedbag if I was lucky, or a bottle of sludge if I wasn’t.



The plantation style mansion wasn’t really too far away, but the ten or fifteen minutes it took to get there seemed like an eternity since there was a slight upwards incline most of the way. It was also bigger than most hotels, so even after we arrived at the courtyard, it took several minutes before I could drop them off at the front steps.



One of the ranch hands on duty took my reins and guided me into an open sided barn, almost like it was valet parking. Several ponygirls were already ‘parked’ here, and he backed me into an open spot at the end of the line, next to someone I knew, at least by name. It was Luna, one of the ponygirls in Master Oliver’s stable.



I really wanted to talk to her once the hands were gone, but since I wasn’t sure if my collar was still in silent mode or not, I couldn’t risk it. She gave me a little whinny by way of a greeting, but I doubted she actually remembered me. I nodded in return, and carefully dropped to my knees so I could give my aching feet a chance to recover.



I didn’t recognize the ponygirls who came next, but gave them a friendly nod anyway, and got one in return. Six more came in rapid order, but the ponies next to me blocked my view, so I couldn’t see if I knew them or not, and then that seemed to be it for the lunch crowd.



After about a half hour, my knees were aching enough for me to risk getting to my feet again, and even though my muscles had stiffened up a little, I managed to get up on my first attempt. Go me!



It was maybe ten or fifteen minutes later when a group of ranch hands came by to wash the road dust off of us and our carts, give us a drink, and strap on the ‘ol feedbag. After I ate, one of them noticed I was getting a little red, and oiled me down with sunscreen, making triply sure my breasts were well covered, as well as under my crotch strap. Yeah, he took some unexpected liberties, but I had a feeling it was one of the perks of being a ranch hand, and it wasn’t like there was anything I could do about it anyway.



I wouldn’t have minded if he would’ve given me enough attention to let me cum, but he stopped just short, leaving me panting and frustrated. Prick.



I’d assumed we’d been cleaned up so we’d look nice when our drivers returned for us, but apparently, lunch was a long, drawn out affair around here. It was at least an hour before some of the ponygirls were taken out, and probably another hour before someone collected me. By this time, I was so friggen bored I was glad to get moving again, even if it meant grueling exercise in the scorching hot afternoon sun.



Wanting to try me out at something more than a walk, Mistress Vivienne whipped me into a trot for a few minutes, and then a canter, but luckily not a full gallop. As it was, I was drenched in sweat from the brief trip home, and could barely catch my breath.



As soon as my breathing returned to normal, they took turns with the whip and taught me how to turn the cart in place, back up, and even parallel park. Even when they didn’t use voice commands, I knew when the whip was in Mistress Vivienne’s hands, since her blows stung a lot more than Master Ethan’s. She could even hit me so the whip wrapped around my side and struck me on the tit when she wanted me to stand at attention!



After about an hour of training with the cart, she either took pity on me, or wanted to cool down herself, and I was unhitched so we could go inside. I got a quick rubdown in the shower stall, and actually enjoyed being bathed in cold water for once, since it helped cool me down quite a bit.



I may have been born and raised in Texas, but before coming to the ranch I’d spent most of my days sitting on my ass in an air-conditioned office, so working outdoors was really getting to me. It was just one of the many things I’d have to get used to in a hurry.



Fortunately, my next ‘assignment’ was indoors, although that didn’t mean it was going to be an easy one. They stuck me on a treadmill so I could start getting my legs in shape, but this treadmill was like nothing I’d seen at the local gym, and neither were my ‘workout clothes’.



The treadmill had a sturdy frame around it, with bungee cords that attached to new cuffs on my upper arms as a safety measure, and that was it. No bridle or bit, no harness, no crotch strap or pussy toys, and no armbinder, just a short chain that ran from each wrist through the front of my collar.



Well… that wasn’t
 quite
 everything. I still wore my pony boots and butt plug tail, and my front passage got filled with a pair of heavy ben wa balls that were then held in place by a few small padlocks through my labia rings. Mistress Vivienne decided at the last second to add bells to my nipples and clit ring, but that was all I wore when they started the program and went upstairs.



The treadmill program might’ve been completely random, or it might’ve been devilishly pre-programmed to give me the workout of a lifetime, but either way, I literally worked my ass off… among other things. A computer-generated voice gave me a mere second warning when I needed to change speeds, and if I didn’t match the new pace exactly, I paid the price with a severe anal shock.



I was allowed five minutes of rest for each mile I ran, at which time I could suck down some water from a sort of hamster feeder bottle at the front of the machine. It was hard work, but not nearly the hardest part of my day; that was dealing with the ben wa balls.



The heavy weights bouncing around the interior of the balls was almost as good as a vibrator, and even the bell tugging gently on my clit and nipples did their part to add to my arousal. It took about five minutes before it was enough to send me over the edge into an orgasmic release that seemed powerful enough to shatter granite, let alone my fragile flesh.



Enveloped in a sheath of pure, red hot bliss, I lost my footing and paid the price, but I barely cared, since it meant I finally got the relief I’d needed after so very long without. My second orgasm hit when I was running at a full gallop, and that one hurt much more than it pleased.



Having my legs give out when I was running full out meant it was damn near impossible to regain my footing so I could stop the shocks, and it completely ruined what otherwise would’ve been an amazing orgasm. I didn’t fully recover from that blunder until I got my first break, and even then, I barely managed to pull my shit together before the computer made me start running again.



When my next one blew through me, I was positive the anal shocks were getting stronger. Either the power level was rising, or my ass was getting more sensitive, but either way, each pulse hurt more than the last, and I began wondering if there was an upper limit, or if it’d eventually turn me into a crispy critter from the inside out.



While I wasn’t sure about my ass, I knew my cunt was
 definitely
 getting more sensitive with each passing moment. After my fourth one left me almost in tears, I stopped trying to work towards pleasure, and did my best to hold it back. Unfortunately, I wasn’t very successful.



I came at least once or twice for every mile I ran, and the treadmill program seemed to have no end to it. Were they going to make me run a fucking marathon? I had no clue how many miles I actually ran before the strongest orgasm yet burned through me, and when my legs gave out this time, I simply didn’t have the strength to get up again.



For whatever reason, the shocks seemed to drive my latest orgasm into a whole new plane of existence, and I just kept cumming and cumming and cumming until I thought my heart would explode. It took about a thousand years (or maybe sixty seconds) before the computer realized something was wrong, and shut down the program. It must’ve also sounded an alarm, since both Mistress Vivienne and Master Ethan, both of them bare ass naked, came racing down the stairs to help me.



“What happened? Did she overheat and faint?” she asked, while they tried to get me back onto my feet… hooves… something.



“We’ll check biometrics in a moment, but right now I need you to undo those straps when I lift her up,” he said, sounding worried.



The three brain cells that were still firing were gratified at the concern in his voice, but unfortunately, three weren’t enough to get my legs working towards the same goal. It felt like I was trying to stand on ball bearings, with legs made of spaghetti, and all the grace of a one-legged orangutan on speed.



They simplified the matter by dragging me over to a chair, and while Mistress Vivienne fanned my face, Master Ethan filled a bucket of water to cool me off with. The cold water dousing was just the shock my body needed, and I felt much better once he’d finished.



As soon as she saw my eyes regaining focus, she left me to check on the computer so she could find out what went wrong. Master Ethan was still sponging me down when she figured it out and started swearing.



“Un-fucking-believable,” she carefully enunciated, her voice practically dripping with disgust. “Come here and look at this… tell me I’m not reading this right!”



Master Ethan went over to see what she was so mad about, and after only a few seconds he snorted in amazement, and then broke out laughing.



“The stupid slut overheated alright… overheated from orgasm overload! Did you give her permission to cum?” she asked, fuming. “I sure as hell didn’t!”



“Look at all those spikes… she must’ve cum at least a dozen times,” he said, sounding impressed, rather than angry. “It’s no wonder she collapsed.”



“Oh sure… laugh if you will, but this is no joke. She was a very naughty pony, and I want her to pay the same price we set for Eleanor when she was bad.”



“That might be a little extreme,” he replied, sounding stunned. “Eleanor was lucky if she could string three orgasms together in a night, and if you punish her on the same scale, you’ll turn her into something resembling ground beef.”



“Rules are rules,” she countered.



“True… and I guess we would’ve arrived at this point sooner or later, so we might as well get it over with. I’ll explain things to her while you figure out the total infraction count.”



He walked over and squatted in front of me, grabbing my chin to make sure I was looking him straight in the eye before he began.



“Most demerits you’ll earn with us are compounded with each offence. For example, your first stumble was worth five points, your second worth ten, and so on. Each motivational shock from your plug is the sole exception, since the shocks increase in strength during each training segment, but each one adds to the total we settle up with you at the end of the week.



“One of the worst infractions we routinely deal with, however, is unpermitted orgasms. For those, we issue ten for the first, twenty for the second, and so on, and so on. To put it bluntly, your actions have not only sent you down shit creek without a paddle, you’ve sent yourself down that river upside down with your mouth wide open.”



“I have a count,” Mistress Vivienne said, sounding a little awed. “One thousand six hundred and eighty is the final tally, and I checked it twice to make sure my math was right.”



“Congratulations,” he said, turning back to me. “I think you just set a new worldwide record for the number of punishment strokes due to a ponygirl in a single month, and this is only the second day since your arrival. I fear the upcoming weekend might be a tad unpleasant for you, especially since anything over a hundred is customarily done in public.”



“I suppose we can knock off one for each time you made one of us cum, and another few for how fast you learned our instructions, so let’s knock twenty off the tally sheet,” she said, trying to be generous in the face of my impending apocalypse.



“Actually, you missed something,” Master Ethan said, after looking her numbers over. “She scuffed her brand new boots something fierce, and that’s worth fifty at a minimum. By my count, that brings the total back up to one thousand, seven hundred, and ten.”



“Apologies, dear, I shan’t miss that again.”



“No worries, lovey… after all, it’s not like it’s your ass paying the price!”



Their banter put them into a good mood while they restrained me spread eagle across the floor of my stall, and I was too stunned to do anything but let them tie me down as they saw fit. Once again, I wondered what the fuck I’d gotten myself into, but this time, I had a different thought to worry about… could I physically survive one thousand seven hundred and ten demerits?

















Project Overkill











I let them take me through my morning routine on autopilot, since my brain simply refused to function. I’d spend all night worrying about how much punishment I’d earned in a single day, mostly wondering if I’d be able to even walk by the time they were done with me.



Be a ponygirl… have non-stop fun and excitement… see the world… enjoy as many orgasms as Imelda Marcos had shoes… yeah right sure. So far, my brief stint as a ponygirl had gotten me worked ‘til I dropped, reamed until I thought I’d split, worked again until I thought I was gonna die, and now lined up for the mother of all punishment sessions!



What on Earth was I high on when I thought this ponygirl thing was a good idea, and could I somehow get any more before they quite literally flayed the skin from my bones? Inquiring minds want to know.



I’d already endured an ice cold enema, a breakfast of some sort of unidentifiable sludge, and a scrubbing with a stiff bristled brush that felt like it took a layer of skin off, but I didn’t complain or try to resist. My only hope of getting through this was to be the best ponygirl I could possibly be, and hope they took pity on me when they realized how hard I was trying.



I’m not sure if it was part of my punishment or if it was just time for an upgrade, but all the rings were removed from my piercings, and replaced with a new set made out of a much thicker, heavier material. They also added a fat gold ring to my nose that bounced against my upper lip in a most degrading manner, and the bells on my new nipple rings were heavy enough to drag them down significantly.



They had a new harness ready for me back in my stall, and this one they put on from the bottom up, rather than from shoulders down. A wide band went around each thigh, just below my crotch, with straps on the outside leading up to a waist belt that was at least six inches tall, and pulled cruelly tight.



Before putting the rest of the harness in place, they worked as a team to wrap a wet leather thong around the base of each breast, with the ends pulled behind me and tied off to make the world’s shittiest bra. It pretty much sucked before they’d even finished, but I knew it would get a lot worse once the leather dried and shrank.



More straps went up to the band below my breasts, and continued on to the one above them, but with a few steel rings, they spidered out as well. The extra ones went around my biceps, over my shoulders, and also to a fat collar that fit over top of my regular one.



A wet leather hood was next on the agenda, and let me tell you, I didn’t like the feel of it one bit. It had a wide opening for my mouth, a narrow slit under my nose that the new ring just barely fit through, a hole at the top for my mane, and two pea sized holes for my eyes. It felt restrictive and claustrophobic even before they finished lacing it up, and it also had a built-in collar that went over the others. Talk about overkill!



My bridle was slid over my mane and buckled around my forehead first, then below my mouth, and under my chin. In addition to an oversized set of blinders next to my eyes, it also had… wait for it… a collar that went over all the others. If they kept this up, my neck would look bigger than my head!



They hadn’t tightened my chin strap very tight, but that was because they still needed to wedge a bit between my teeth. The leather covered bar wasn’t much bigger than my last one, but it seemed to have some additional pieces to it, since one of them was pressing my tongue down in a most annoying manner. It also had a set of straps on the ends that led down to yet another collar, and not only pulled my head down a little, it also restricted my movement a fair amount.



I found out what overkill truly was when I saw Master Ethan approach with the biggest, heaviest piece of leather yet; a stiff, tall posture collar. With all the leather already around my neck, it barely fit, but once it was in place I learned what true restriction was all about.



It pushed upwards on my chin and countered the pull of the bit straps enough so I was looking straight forward again, but the opposing pressures put an incredible strain on me. It left me with absolutely zero head movement in any way, shape, or form.



I’d thought they were going to run me with my wrists clipped to my waist belt, but I should’ve known better. Today was all about redefining the word overkill, so they weren’t going to let me off with something so simple.



It started with a bar that pulled my upper arms behind my back, and gave them a solid mounting point for when they brought each hand to the opposite elbow. A few straps held them securely in place, but since this was all about overkill, they slid a leather sheath over them as well.



Straps went over the shoulder from the top of one corner, wrapped around, and were tightened to the bottom, opposite corner. A final pair went around my sides and connected to the bands above and below my breasts, which added more constriction to my already swollen globes. They sure weren’t fucking around today!



I felt the sting of the crop on my inner thighs, and obediently spread my legs as wide as I could, knowing they wouldn’t take me out in public without my tail. Following the theme of the day, they’d given me a new, fatter plug for my ass. I hadn’t even gotten used to the original one yet, and the new butt plug was almost too big to fit up there… almost, but they eventually got it.



They didn’t ignore my front passage, and I’m pretty sure the toys they used were the same as last time, although I felt a little fuller with the additional pressure from my anal intruder. Since this harness didn’t have a crotch strap, they made sure everything stayed in place by putting a piece of tape over the clit piece, and small locks through my labia rings for the dildo. The butt plug didn’t need any extra help to stay where it was.



When they attached my reins and gave them a tug to back me out of my stall, the true nature of the extra pieces on my bit became painfully obvious. The plate holding my tongue down pressed against it even harder, but it also had some sort of protrusion that dug into the roof of my mouth.



Even though my reins hadn’t been tugged all that hard, it fucking hurt, and it seemed to operate independent of the actual bit itself, because biting down on it didn’t help in the least. I’d be following my rein commands
 very
 carefully today, that was for sure.



They took me straight to the cart, and then onto one of the paths that wove through the compound. Since I could barely see, and my hearing was muffled from the hood, I was completely dependent on rein and whip commands today… and I wasn’t sure which was worse.



The buggy whip delivered a short, sharp sting, but the evil addition to my bit was a completely unfamiliar kind of pain. Sometimes I felt both the sting at the same time I felt a tug, so I was pretty sure one held the whip and the other the reins. I doubt I’d ever know for sure, but I thought it had to be Mistress Vivienne with the whip, since she tended to hit harder than he did.



Pulling on a straightaway or a gentle curve wasn’t
 too
 bad, although my restricted vision kept me quite nervous, but a sharp turn or a one-eighty was pure hell. Even my new jewelry added a significant amount to my trials and tribulations.



The unfamiliar weight of my new labia rings and the locks holding them together were just an unpleasant distraction, but that wasn’t the case with my tits. The heavy bells pulled my nipples around with each step I took, and the problem was compounded by the thongs trapping the blood in my breasts, making them doubly sensitive to each bounce and yank.



I was absolutely dreading the moment when I was whipped into a trot or gallop, but so far they’d been content to guide me around at a regular walking pace, and we even had frequent stops so they could chat with other people training their ponies. I was usually the main topic of their conversations, since they seemed to enjoy explaining my situation in great detail, and also to make sure everyone knew I’d be making an appearance at the manor house soon.



About the only thing working in my favor was that my jaw was held so firmly closed over my bit, Mistress Vivienne couldn’t ‘reward’ me with any of her damn peppermints. Considering the predicament I was in, I was looking for
 any
 silver lining, no matter how small or insignificant.



The numerous stops weren’t always restful. One look at the getup I was in was enough to let someone know I’d been a naughty ponygirl, and if they weren’t wearing a bit, it meant they were carrying a riding crop or worse. Trust me on that one.



I also found out a very interesting fact, although it was a piece of knowledge I wished I’d remained ignorant about. When your breasts are bound up and swollen, any corporeal punishment directed at them hurts ten times worse than normal. Trust me on that one too.



A Master named Benjamin made a comment about how deep my tittie bruises looked, so I guess in addition to hurting like hell, those blows also left some spectacular marks. I’d have to wait until I was freed from the severe head and neck restraints before I could find out for sure how bad it was, but I could probably take his word for it.



Then again, he could be messing with me. Playing jokes or hazing a new sorority sister had been standard operating procedure back in college, so why would it be any different here? If I was here as Mistress Piper instead of ponygirl Piper, I might be tempted to do the same to a newbie. It was probably even considered to be grand entertainment on the ranch… as long as you were on the other side of the whip, of course.



Speaking of whips, I’d apparently been lost in thought for too long, and missed the flick of the reins to get moving again. A searing line of fire ran right across one ass cheek to the next, and brought me back to the present in a hurry. Stupid, stupid, pony!



I couldn’t afford to lose concentration right now, and not just to save my ass. By missing the gentle shake of the reins, I pretty much guaranteed the next flick would be hard enough to hurt. One brief moment of inattention had just dug me deeper into my outhouse of a predicament.



On our next lap around the compound, I stumbled when I got a sharp and unexpected jerk of the reins to the left. It was the path that led to the manor house, and had the feel of a last moment change of plans. Could it actually be close to noon, and they just realized what time it was?



No… the angle of the sun was wrong, so they probably just wanted to take in some new scenery or something. God forbid they get bored driving me around the compound.



As we came into view of the courtyard, I felt a shake of the reins, followed by a pair of whip cracks against my ass. Shit… I’d been dreading this moment, but obediently picked up the pace. Shit… not enough… another pair of stinging blows forced me to dig deep and increase my stride again.



As I feared, the heavy bells on my nipples were doing a real number on me, bouncing, twisting, and pulling in every direction, making it impossible to anticipate which way they’d go next. It’s a good thing we didn’t go right up to the manor like this, or I thought my tits might fall off. Our goal, as it turned out, was a small grassy area in the middle of a flower garden.



When I felt both reins pull back, I learned inertia is a powerful force, and stopping the cart was just as hard as getting it moving. I overshot the spot they’d wanted me to stop at, and had to do another dreaded one-eighty so they could talk to the person they came to see. It was Lady Scarlett, and when I got the command to bow to her, I did it as deep as possible so as not to offend her.



“Hello Vivienne, Ethan… what brings you out here on this fine, autumn day.”



“We were just training the new filly when we heard you were out playing with your puppy,” Mistress Vivienne replied. “We’re both quite fond of her, so we thought we’d stop by to watch the fun for a while.”



“Isn’t she adorable? I’m teaching her how to fetch right now. Watch this.”



She bent over and came up with a red rubber toy bone, which she then threw to the far side of the garden. I hadn’t been able to see the puppy at her feet, and once she came into view I was startled to see it was yet another one of their kinky little games.



The ‘puppy’ was a girl covered head to toe in black latex, but with her legs folded back so her feet were up near her ass. She ran on all fours with paws where her hands and knees would be, had a tail that swished as she moved, and even had floppy little ears built into her hood.



She really did look like a puppy, although it seemed trying to run like that wasn’t easy. Running with short, jerky steps, she ran to retrieve the bone, grabbed it in her mouth, and returned to her Mistress with as much haste as she could muster.



“The toy has a radio transmitter in it, and whenever it’s more than five feet away from me, it activates the plug in her ass. She doesn’t like that very much, so she’s highly motivated to fetch it for me as fast as she can,” Lady Scarlett explained.



“How very clever,” Mistress Vivienne clapped. “Has she learned any other tricks yet?”



“I taught her all the standard commands, of course. Beg, come, heel, sit, stay, lay down, roll over… and lick.”



“I look forward to playing with her some time.”



“As soon as she’s trained up a bit more, I’ll be happy to loan her out for the night. So pray tell me why your new ponygirl is wearing discipline tack?”



It was embarrassing to hear her relate my long list of infractions, and I wanted to turn my head in shame. As it was, she stepped right in front of me to study my reaction, with the smirk on her face growing bigger by the moment. She appeared to think ‘project overkill’ was hilarious.



“I assume you’ll be bringing your naughty ponygirl by this evening?” she asked, toying with one of my nipples.



“That’s the plan,” Master Ethan confirmed.



“Feel free to bring her by for brunch as well. Maurice and Norma have been setting up all sorts of equipment in the inner courtyard for a photo shoot, so perhaps you might like to give her a head start on working off some of those demerits. It should be much more fun than simply tying her between the whipping posts for a few days.”



“What an excellent idea! We’ll be sure to get there a little early so we can have her in place before everyone arrives.”



She simply nodded her acknowledgement, but before stepping away, she scraped a fingernail over my clit, causing a sudden burst of pain and pleasure that almost dropped me to my knees. I had a sudden feeling I was lucky to belong to Mistress Vivienne and Master Ethan rather than her, or my ginormous pile of demerits would be even bigger than it was, and much, much worse to work off.



It gave me something to think about while the three of them played with the puppy, mostly out of my sight, but most of my thoughts turned dark fairly quickly. Brunch wasn’t too far off, and before she’d turned away, I’d seen something on the Lady Scarlett’s face that terrified me.



She was the type of person who would play with her food, or maybe a cat with a mouse would be a better analogy. Either way, the moment she got her hands on me, I’d either be lunch or a toy for her amusement.



There was absolutely nothing I could do to mitigate it either, since I didn’t have the dubious protection of a contract like Grace, and not a single person I knew was aware of where I was or what I was doing. I didn’t have a safe word, or even a way of communicating it if I did, since the shock collar would stop me at the first syllable I tried to voice. Yeah, I was pretty much fucked.

















Naughty Ponygirl!











After playing with the puppy, whom I’d since learned was Eleanor the ponygirl I’d replaced, they took me back to the compound for a few more laps around the property. Once again, they whipped me into a gallop as we approached the manor house, so I was a sweaty, exhausted mess by the time they led me to the front door.



They hung my nose ring over a coat hook on the wall until a pair of rubber mufflers could be found that fit over my hooves, since it just wouldn’t do to scuff the Lady Scarlett’s fancy floor with my horseshoes. The servant who finally fixed me up decided the nose ring was a convenient appliance, so after shutting my blinders, he used it to take me through the house, and into the inner courtyard where brunch would be served.



It was actually more degrading than it was scary or painful, but not by much.



When we got into open air again, I think he stuck me in the corner, but it was hard to tell. I was allowed to kneel, though, so I didn’t really care where he’d left me, as long as I could rest my feet for a few minutes. It was also in the shade, which was a pleasant and unexpected bonus.



I couldn’t hear much through the hood, although I thought there were footsteps around me numerous times, and occasionally there were louder noises, like hammering and a power saw. I could also smell food every now and then, like bacon… there was definitely bacon involved somewhere, and just that brief whiff was enough to make me drool.



Now if Mistress Vivienne used bacon as a treat instead of those stupid fucking peppermints, she’d really be on to something. As if thinking about her somehow brought her to me, I felt her long, sharp fingernails trace a line across my breasts and over my nipples. Despite the heat of the day, I shivered and felt goosebumps rise on my flesh.



She took the heavy bells off my nipples, which was a welcome relief, and also the locks and toys between my legs, which actually felt a little weird. The body gets used to the strangest things.



I felt the thong get cut and slowly unwrapped from around the base of my breasts, but I had mixed feelings about that. Yes, it was great to have them let loose before the constricting leather cut them off, but the sudden resurgence of blood flow made them throb and ache like never before.



As I twitched and moaned, she ran a nail over each rock hard nipple and then massaged some life back into my tits, but while she was doing that, I felt more fingernails spread my labia and peel back my clit hood. Unless she’d suddenly grown a third arm, it meant she wasn’t alone!



Whoever it was who had their hand between my legs was barely touching me, but she was touching in
 all
 the right places, and within moments I could feel my juices begin to flow. I automatically started trying to grind my hips into her fingers, but then it hit me; I wasn’t allowed to cum, and if I did, it would add to the billion or so demerits I already needed to work off. I froze, and tried to think of anything other than what they were doing to me. Was this a test?



It wasn’t easy, since each new sensation they evoked brought me back to the present, and even thinking of the excitement I got from doing laundry or watching bowling didn’t help. I breathed a sigh of relief when the fingers pulled away before I popped, but I had a feeling my reprieve wouldn’t last for long.



I was apparently here to be their entertainment for the day, and once everyone arrived, I had no doubt I’d be put to the test to see how much pain and/or pleasure I could handle. Okay… so I really had no clue what to expect, but whatever was coming, I knew it would be for their amusement, not mine.



I knew I was letting my imagination run wild, but I couldn’t seem to help myself. Part of me even wanted them to get on with it, just so I could stop wondering. Of course, the sensible part of me told the first part to shut the hell up and enjoy the break while it lasted.



All too soon the first part got its wish, and a pair of hands grabbed me by my shoulders and helped me to my feet. As soon as I found my balance, I was guided further into the courtyard, where I could hear the low murmur of many different voices around me.



Distracted by trying to figure out how many people it might be, I didn’t notice they fastened my waist belt to something until it tightened up enough to start taking my weight. I instinctively started scrabbling to find purchase as my feet slowly lost contact with the ground, and someone nearby snickered at how I looked like a ‘prancing pony’.



I had a brief moment of panic when I tipped forward, fully expecting to land on my face, but my shoulder rings had also been tied to something, and I stopped at around a forty-five-degree angle. If I’d been able to think about it rationally, I would’ve realized they’d never let me fall and hurt myself by accident. No… when they wanted to hurt me it would be controlled, calculated, and deliberate.



Since I was still flailing my feet, someone had to hold them in place while tugs at my ankles told me they were being tied off as well. It was quite disconcerting to be hanging in midair like this, so when the hands on my legs came off, I resumed kicking and flailing, trying to find the ground again. I knew it was futile, since the ground was well out of range now, but blind instinct rarely follows the path of solid logic.



They let me struggle until I tired myself out and simply hung there, before pulling the ropes taut above me. You’d think having another solid anchor point would make my suspension easier to deal with, but they didn’t simply raise my feet up, they raised them up
 far
 . They kept going until my back had a severe arch to it, and the tension across my entire body was maxed out.



Almost, that is. Another pair of ropes tied my knees off, and spread ‘em wider than I thought possible in a position like this.
 Now
 I was truly immobilized.



I wasn’t a sideshow contortionist, and could barely do basic yoga, so this was probably a lot tougher on me than on the other ponies they were familiar with. I hoped they realized that, and didn’t leave me like this all day, or there’d be no way I’d be able to even walk back to the stable, let alone pull the cart. If you sprinkled some salt on me, you could call me a pretzel.



I think most of them were probably eating, since I was pretty much left alone, other than an occasional grope, pinch, or slap to my pussy or ass in passing. The first time I got pussy slapped, it surprised me so much I actually managed to jump a fair amount. While I can’t say I got used to it, I handled most of the following blows better, although they always caught me off-guard.



I also didn’t exactly get used to being hung up as a human pretzel, but after a while the painful ache reduced to a dull throb as my muscles stretched a little. Maybe I’d be able to make it through lunch after all.



After a wait of God only knows how long, I felt a pair of hands stroke my legs from knee to crotch and back again. Unlike the previous ‘drive-by’ gropes, these hands lingered and continued to stroke and grope until I was back in the zone, so to speak.



I was brought up short when a pussy rub turned into a dozen open handed slaps that took my breath away, yet still didn’t fully cool my ardor. Maybe the combination of pain and pleasure was another one of those screwy things my body was somehow getting used to. He or she repeated the process of getting me worked up with tender caresses, and then spanking my pussy until it ached, several times in a row.



Each time the slaps became less and less effective at cooling me down, and now I had to fight to keep from cumming. As badly as I wanted to, I knew it would only lead to more punishment, and I was determined to work off my demerits, not earn more.



The next round brought me
 really
 close, but instead of slapping me with an open palm, I felt the much stronger and focused sting of a riding crop. It definitely helped cool me down, but not as much as I would’ve thought. As soon as the initial pain faded, it left behind a strange burn that seemed to make me hotter even without the probing fingers.



Now I was getting three quick blows over my clit from the crop, followed by one over each nipple. The sting seemed to hurt a lot worse on my nipples than it did on my clit, which was backwards from the way I thought it should be, but maybe it was because it was a new type of pain. I don’t think they were getting hit any harder, but by this time, I knew my thinking was getting foggy.



The pain was starting to turn into a bizarrely intense form of pleasure, and I knew I wouldn’t be able to hold back the tide for much longer. Demerits or not, I was on a one way ticket into orbit, and on the very next set of blows, blastoff!



As I was engulfed by the strangest orgasm of my life, it didn’t go unnoticed, and the crop began landing faster and stronger blows on all three areas. My legs would’ve buckled if I had been standing, but as it was, I flexed in my backwards arc to the absolute limits of my bonds, unable to help myself.



Each new blow was another fan to the flames of my burning lust, and I just kept cumming and cumming until I thought I was gonna explode. My orgasm finally stopped when the blows did, other than a few twitching aftershocks that kept me incoherent and babbling things even I couldn’t understand.



Once I’d completely calmed down, at least on the surface, I felt the hot, unmistakable feel of a real penis rub up and down over my crotch. Oh no… it was bad enough I’d already cum once, but if he stuck that thing up my hungry snatch, there was no way I’d be able to stop myself from another one, or maybe even more!



It had a pretty good girth to it, but I was so sopping wet by now, he slid inside me with practically no resistance whatsoever, and buried himself to the hilt. That’s all he did for the longest time… he simply stood between my legs, keeping up enough pressure to make sure I stayed fully impaled, but that was it. What was he waiting for?



It was a minute or two later when I got my answer; he was waiting for a few more people to gather round. Without warning, I felt floggers strike downwards over each breast, and thinner lines of fire explode along the outer edge of each ass cheek. At first I thought those came from a whip, but it seemed too solid to be a whip, so I assumed it was a rod or cane.



Whatever it was, it hurt like hell, and the pain lingered much longer than the ones caused by a crop or flogger. I resumed my twitching and bucking and trying to get away, but there was nowhere for me to go, and the only thing I accomplished was to move my pussy over the dick inside me.



In a day of oddities, this was the weirdest of them all. I was quite literally fucking myself on a nearly stationary cock, and every involuntary movement made it that much harder for me to resist giving in to temptation, and grinding away on it until I came my brains out.



It was a little ironic. I came here mostly because of the highly erotic nature of the ponygirl lifestyle, yet now that I was here, I was afraid of giving into my desire due to the risk of getting punished. Life just wasn’t fair.



I swear I could feel every little bump and vein on his cock, and if given some modeling clay, could replicate it blindfolded… of course, blindfolds were easier to come by around here than modeling clay, but don’t mind me… I’m just babbling to try and distract myself from the pressure growing in my loins.



You know what? To hell with it!



Whatever torture they could come up with to punish me for disobeying couldn’t be as bad as trying to keep the dam from bursting under so much pressure. One way or another, I was gonna get me some good before having to deal with the bad.



I’d never tried twerking before, but that’s what I imagined it looked like I was doing. I could lift my ass up a tiny bit with each bounce, and get a little motion where I needed it most. With how tightly I was bound it was a lot of work, but it felt so fucking good I didn’t care.



Worried I might run out of steam before I reached the peak, I began clenching down on the prick as hard as I could for each thrust. I must’ve been giving as much pleasure as I was receiving, because he started working with me a little, meeting each bounce with a little thrust of his own.



It was a photo finish which one of us started cumming first, or maybe we set each other off, but either way, our climaxes fed off each other and amped up the pleasure ten-fold. It was like I’d become hyper-sensitized all over my body, and every pulse of his cock, every stroke of the flogger, and every blow from the cane added to the overall effect. It was a full body orgasm like nothing I’d ever experienced before, and was enough to make me squirt just as powerfully as Mistress Vivienne.



When I finally came down from the peak, all I could do was hang there like a ragdoll, and try to get air into my starving lungs. I guess I must’ve forgotten to breathe during my intense orgasm, and the strenuous position I was in made recovery almost impossible.



Just as I started getting it together, I felt the touch of something furry brush against my crotch, followed a moment later by several quick licks of a tongue. It was gone before I knew it, but whoever it was returned fairly shortly to give me another dozen fast, hard licks along the length of my folds.



It kept happening, and I was a little confused at first, but I eventually caught a few words here and there that made sense of all. It was the Lady Scarlett sending her puppy over to lick me clean, but Eleanor was still in training, so she was on a timer.



At Lady Scarlett’s command, she had to rush over and clean as much of me as she could before needing to return to her Mistress to either avoid, or stop getting shocked from her butt plug. There was probably more to it as well, but her tongue was
 my
 only concern, since I was highly sensitive after my last orgasm, and she was rapidly getting me worked up again.



I have no idea how many times she went back and forth between us, but based on the strength of her hot, heavy breath between my legs, she was getting one hell of a workout. So was I for that matter… even if I was still oozing a little from my last fuck and the new attention I was receiving, I had to be pretty damn clean down there by now.



Maybe she’d been ordered to keep going until I came again, and if so, should I try to help her out and go for it, or should I fight it in case cumming meant she had to clean up another mess once I was done. Decisions, decisions.



Before I could make up my mind, the decision was taken out of my hands. A riding crop began tapping rapidly on my clit in between rounds, and while none of the blows were exceptionally hard, it was like a machinegun firing against my most sensitive spot. It not only worked me up to a frenzy on its own, but it made Eleanor’s tongue feel much more powerful each time she returned.



Surprisingly, when it all built up enough to push me over the edge, it happened when I was being smacked by the crop, not being licked. Once again, pain and pleasure became intertwined so thoroughly, there was no separating one from the other. What was happening to me?



This time they changed tactics as soon as they saw my orgasm hit, and a hard cock rammed all the way into me without warning, and began pumping in and out like a piston. Holy shit… the sensations it evoked were mind-blowing, and my orgasm shot up to an even higher peak.



This wasn’t making love, this was raw, hard sex, and it was just what I wanted right now. No more holding back and worrying about punishment at a later date, and no denying my inner lust. Live for the moment, that’s what the ponygirl lifestyle was all about!



It felt like I’d made the right decision… there was a time to toe the line and a time to run like the wind. Surely they wouldn’t have put me into a situation like this without knowing I’d be cumming like a fiend.



I wish I knew who was pounding me like a veal cutlet. His powerful strokes were keeping me going with regular bursts of mini orgasms, like firecrackers going off inside me one after another. It was absolutely unbelievable.



I had one more big one before he pulled out and decorated me with his cum, which was quickly licked off by Eleanor so a new guy could take his place. As the latest cock filled me, I had the strangest vision of being at the end of a buffet line, with a whole string of guys waiting their turn. I knew it wasn’t true, but the insatiable part of me wished it was.



This guy didn’t seem to have the stamina the last one did, since he would pump for a while and then pause… pump and pause. It could also be he was just trying to extend his pleasure by slowing down so he wouldn’t pop too soon, because that was the exact effect he was having on me.



It was actually a rather nice change of pace, since I was overly sensitive from all the stimulation I’d received, and it gave me the chance to catch my breath a little. He even managed to finish that way without bringing me off, but I was fine with that… I might not have been a buffet item, but I had a feeling he wasn’t the last in line.



I was right, and as soon as Eleanor cleaned me up, someone new took his place. The difference was noticeable right off the bat, since even the best dildo can’t replicate a real cock in every way, and this one wasn’t real.



It definitely had an oversized head to it, as well as unnaturally large bumps and lumps along the entire length of the shaft. It was also a lot longer and fatter than any I’d experienced so far, but that didn’t mean it wasn’t attached to someone. When it was seated to an almost painful depth, I felt a pair of silky smooth legs touch mine.



Whoever was wearing the strap-on took the low and slow approach to screwing me with it, which was a good thing from my point of view, since it was almost too big for me to handle. Then again, the design of this thing meant she didn’t have to go fast; each and every protrusion felt like the skillful caress of the world’s greatest lover, and it took no time at all before I was poised over the abyss.



I held back my impending climax for a moment, not because I feared some vague future punishment, but because I wanted to let it build into something truly special. I couldn’t contain it for long, but holy shit, was the reward worth it!



When I finally gave in, it was like a stampede that started at my stomach, and ran through me like a herd of wild horses… or unfettered ponygirls. In some ways, it was an even wilder ride than the one I got from the guy who’d fucked me silly earlier, especially since a dildo wouldn’t ejaculate and end the pleasure until whoever was driving it ran out of steam.



I was still riding high when I felt a set of lips cover each of my nipples, suck them deep into their mouths, and bite down like a clamp. It was another sweet mix of pleasure and pain that immediately rocked me to a second orgasm, and then possibly a third. It all happened so fast, it was hard to separate one from another.



As bright flashes appeared between my eyes and the blinkers still blocking my sight, I had another strange vision, this time of a symphony conductor directing the gangbang I was the center of. It only lasted a moment or two, because another powerful wave of pleasure washed over me when the dildo began to vibrate.



Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit… right from the start it was too much for me to handle, yet it kept getting stronger and stronger at an incredible rate. It couldn’t have taken more than a few seconds to get up to full speed, but then it slowed down equally fast, allowing me to take a deep, ragged breath before it climbed again.



It was like riding a wave, and the person controlling it soon matched her thrusts to it precisely, with the strongest vibrations happened when it was buried to the hilt inside me. I’d like to tell you how many times she made me cum with that deliciously evil thing, but I honestly have no clue.



All I know is my orgasms kept coming faster and closer together until I was engulfed by an almost continuous wave of pleasure that turned my world bright white, and then slowly faded to grey, and finally black, as my brain shut down and I lost consciousness.



***







I have no memory of how I got back to the stable, or even being released from my tack and restraints, but they got me there somehow, since the next thing I knew, I was laying on the blanket in my stall, wearing only my collar and cuffs.



As the fog began clearing from my mind, I thought there was a pretty good chance I wasn’t dead, so I leaned over and took a long drink from the water bottle someone had thoughtfully left within reach for me. Yup, I was still in the land of the living, although now that I didn’t have all those funky natural chemicals running through my veins, I was really feeling all the aches and pains I’d collected earlier.



I risked taking a look at my tits, fully expecting to see a red, black, blue, and purple rainbow, but to my surprise they weren’t nearly as bad as I’d feared. There were several red lines and a few bruised spots, but nothing that wouldn’t fade after a few days!



They’d mind-fucked me into thinking they were flaying the skin from my body, but that was nowhere near the case. Taking another drink of water, I changed my mind about the mind-fuck; they hadn’t done it to me, I’d done it to myself!



There was probably an important lesson to be learned somewhere in all of this, but I’d think about that later, when I could actually get a few more neurons working together. When I finished my water, I lay down on my side and got as comfortable as I could, thinking they’d probably bedded me down for the night.



The straw beneath my blanket was actually fairly comfortable, and I dozed off fairly easily, although I woke up a lot due to my protesting and overworked muscles. During one of those times, I could hear voices outside my stall door, so I tilted my head slightly and held myself still so I wouldn’t miss a word.



“… probably put back the proper ponygirl training schedule by a few days, but we learned a lot of important and unexpected things about our wonderful new filly,” I heard Mistress Vivienne say.



“I never would’ve guessed she had a pain slut hiding inside her, but you sure read her right, dear. I shouldn’t have doubted you,” Master Ethan replied.



“You can pay me a forfeit by finishing cleaning her tack yourself. She barely outlasted me and the brute, and my legs are still a little wobbly from the experience.”



“I don’t doubt it,” he chuckled. “It took two of us to keep you upright towards the end.”



“I’m going to have a few stern words with Sadie tomorrow for not warning me how powerful that thing is. I’d love to put her on the receiving end of the brute for a few hours, and see how much she likes it.”



“Knowing Sadie, she’d probably love it, so I’d come up with another way of chastising her if I were you. Besides, we still have out hands full with Piper.”



“True,” she mused. “She needs to start learning how to walk like a proper pony before bad habits take root, and then there’s a bit of cellulite to work off, not to mention we’ll need to keep working on her flexibility.”



“She did fairly well today, but I agree on all counts. “Starting tomorrow, we need to not only work on her ponygirl discipline, but we need to work off the discipline she’s earned from misbehaving.”



“I was a little incoherent earlier, so I missed the final tally. What’s she sitting at now?”



“One thousand, seven hundred, and eighty-eight,” he replied, sounding awed.



“That’s a little more than we can dish out tomorrow, but we’ll have plenty of time. She’s here for the long haul, and I have a feeling after the next ponygirl competition is over, we’ll have a few blue ribbons decorating our walls.”



“I’m sure you’re right, dear. I know she’ll take to her training well, but that’s in the future. For now, what were you planning on wearing to dinner tonight?”



As their conversation turned to prosaic matters that didn’t concern me, I thought about what I’d overheard. They’d talked about the international ponygirl show that happened only once a year here at the ranch, and had hopes of winning a ribbon with me.



That meant they’d planned on keeping me as their ponygirl for at least that long, and once again it hit me; it wasn’t my choice, it was theirs. I may have gone into this willingly, but now any and all choices were beyond my control.



They could keep me as their slave indefinitely, and my only choice was to obey them completely, or fight, get punished, and then obey them completely. It wasn’t much of a choice, but as I thought longer about what they’d put me through today, and what else would be coming my way, a revelation hit me.



If given the choice to stay on as their ponygirl, or return to my former life, I’d elect to stay regardless of whatever surprises they might have in store for me. For better or worse, there was no going back.



I’m Piper the ponygirl, and damn proud to be wearing the hooves to prove it.



###
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