
        
            
                
            
        

    



 A Pony’s Mistake 
 
      
 
    Before the equipment and before the training, I had no idea how badly I could mess up. Before all of this, I thought I was smart. More than smart. Brilliant. I figured that I had gotten through high school and college and I had ascended the corporate ladder, so nothing could go wrong. Intelligent, articulate, and hot, I could have any guy, any job. I was going to win. 
 
    It didn't work out that way. 
 
    It turns out I was capable of messing up. Badly. 
 
    Here are a couple of mistakes I made. 
 
    First, I decided that I would get ahead at work by contracting out with some local syndicates. I thought I was smart enough to handle them. I thought I understood how the rules would work. Second, I screwed up by not realizing just how far those groups would go. 
 
    And last, I thought that I could trust Elizabeth. 
 
      
 
    "Are you sure about this? We are not the kind of people you want to disappoint lightly," came the anonymous voice on the other end of the phone line. I smirked in my office. Despite my youth and general inexperience, I had done very well at my company, enjoying one promotion after another. 
 
    Some people like to bitch, whine, and moan about how the corporate world is so unfair. They talk about how it doesn't matter if you work hard or whatever. And they are right, to a degree. Hard work is part of it, but still a prerequisite. You also need to understand how to make things happen. 
 
    So I cut a couple of corners with funding. So what? So I made a couple of deals with the local gangs. Who cared? 
 
    But now, I have this voice on the other end of the phone, and he thought he was going to intimidate me? Yeah, right. He had to know that my company would not be stopped. Sure, his people could rule the streets, but mine dominated every center of power. 
 
    I wasn't going to be intimidated. Another mistake. 
 
    "Mr. Johnson," I said, knowing full well that wasn't his name. He had needed a pseudonym, so I gave him this one. It fit; the guy could be a dick. "I appreciate your concerns, but you will not be paid at this time. The terms of our contract have not yet been fulfilled." 
 
    "You lying bitch," he said, only to cut the line. 
 
    I shook my head, lowering my phone down to my desktop. 
 
    Cute. He thought he was going to intimidate me with a couple of insults? 
 
    I went back to work, typing away at my computer, negotiating with different civic leaders, doing all of the general work of a fixer. It was reasonably fun, and I enjoyed navigating the different halls of power. 
 
    Late that night, I decided that it was time to go. I took the elevator down, falling through the bones of the skyscraper. Then I stepped out into the wintry night. Cold air buffeted me. It felt good, waking me up. 
 
    I had called a car. It wasn't here yet. Shaking my head, I wondered if I should call the driver's supervisor. I could have them fired with ease. We were an important client after all. No one wanted to piss us off, least of all the help. 
 
    Opting to give him a couple more minutes, I waited there by the curb. Then a black sedan pulled up. It stopped right in front of me. I opened the door and got inside. There was a man already sitting there, at the other end of the seat. He had a gun out. He was pointing it at me. 
 
    Before I could say anything, he pulled the trigger. 
 
    For a horrifying second or three, I thought I had been shot. Before I could stumble back, the man reached forward, grabbing my arm and yanking hard. It felt like he might wrench my limb out of its socket. But no, I just fell forward. He yanked again, pulling me all the way in. Someone else slammed the car door shut. 
 
    I rolled onto my back and felt for the bullet hole. He had shot me. That meant there was going to be blood, right? 
 
    Instead of an open, gaping wound, I found something else. I pulled on it, only to get another jab of pain. And then I looked at the small item. It was a dart? 
 
    I could see the needle, the black casing, the aerodynamic contours. I blinked a couple of times. Finally, it occurred to me to say something. "What's going on?" 
 
    "Jillian Moreno, you have made an enemy of the Orion Syndicate. As such, you owe us a debt. You will pay this debt off by being sold at auction." 
 
    Sold at auction? What did that even mean? 
 
    The words didn't fit. And suddenly, everything was becoming hazy. I tried to roll over, to sit up. I managed to flex my arms and raise my hands. But then, my fingers seemed to blur in front of my face, like I was looking out at the world through a kaleidoscope. Everything had become fuzzy, indistinct and confusing. 
 
    I blinked, which was a mistake, because I couldn't get my eyelids open again. Unconsciousness dragged me down into warm, comfortable darkness. 
 
      
 
    I didn't wake up all at once. Instead, it seemed to come in stages. But strangely enough, this wasn't like when you wake up before work and you know that you should get up, but you can't quite manage it. Instead, I was on my feet, walking. Strong hands guided me forward, and I could distantly hear the echoing sounds of heels against concrete. 
 
    Where were we? What was going on? 
 
    Those questions appeared in my head, only to flutter away like winged text, disappearing into the distance. Occasionally, I opened my eyes, but everything felt so bright, as though my eyes had been dilated for a visit to the optometrist. I shut them quickly, and then there were the sounds of men talking. 
 
    Their words hit the air, stretching out, like someone was messing with a recording. I tried to shake my head, but I couldn't do that either. So I walked, and the door opened and shut. They held me, grabbing my arms and twisting them behind my back. 
 
    I didn't put up a fight. How could I? I couldn't see anything. I couldn't even get my lips or tongue to work. 
 
    Then one sentence made sense. "This one’s cute." 
 
    "Don't get attached. You know she's going to fetch a high price," came another voice. 
 
    "Is there anything you would like me to do with her hair?" That was another voice, only this one belonged to a woman. 
 
    When I recognized that those were feminine tones, I tried to say something, but my mouth still wouldn't work. It felt as though my entire body was made of cotton. I wasn't a woman, not anymore. I'd somehow been transformed into a doll. I only stood because they held me up. I only walked because they shoved me forward. 
 
    That wasn't all. 
 
    "We need to get her into the gear," said the guy. "After that, do whatever you want with her hair. But yeah, I think it probably looks okay." 
 
    They were talking about me, evaluating me, figuring out what they were going to do with me. 
 
    Of course, I didn't have any idea what was going to happen next. If I had, I would've fought a lot harder. 
 
    Tight leather was pushed along my fingers, wrists, and up my arms. Next, I felt something tighten around my fists, forcing my fingers down into the palms of my hands. 
 
    As that happened, one person grabbed onto my leg, forcing me to balance my weight on one foot. Or rather, that one foot supported my weight while I was held up. If there hadn't been strong hands there pushing and holding me, I would have fallen. I know it. 
 
    My foot was then brought down into something snug. Did I catch the aroma of more leather? Yeah, I thought so. Another boot was applied to my other foot. Now, my weight was pushed down into the balls of my feet. They tightened the boots, securing them. 
 
    Next, I could feel the strange straps around my waist, up my chest, and along my shoulders. Distantly, I realized something. I was apparently naked. I could feel the cool material against my bare skin. 
 
    Horror should have shot through me. I should have been shocked by all of this, but I wasn't. Somehow, this seemed to feel like it was happening to another person. My brain was no longer capable of excitement. 
 
    Just at that moment, my captors decided to test me for a different sort of excitement. "Are you going to cover her pussy?" 
 
    "No. She's really cute. Leave it out," said the girl. 
 
    "Do you think she should be damp?" 
 
    "I think we should test her to see just how responsive she is. If she comes quickly, we can put that in her file, and it’ll probably get us a better price." Again, it was the girl who said those words. 
 
    Just a moment later, someone grabbed me, pulling me up against his chest. 
 
    He held me in place, like he thought I was going to fight or try to pull away.  No way. I couldn't even conceive of struggling, let alone running. 
 
    And then I felt a soft, gentle caress along my slit. She touched me, her fingers starting along my most sensitive spot. I could hardly believe it. And yet, I still didn't resist. "Do you want of the bridle and reins in place?" 
 
    "Yeah. Let's hook her up," said the girl. And then that gentle, delicious teasing disappeared. She took her hand away, and I finally seemed to move of my own accord. I tried to step forward, to lean into her fingers again. I was seldom touched like that. 
 
    Sure, I could sometimes masturbate in the middle of the night or something, but I was mostly focused on work. Hitting project goals, achieving milestones and benchmarks, that was where I spent all of my energy. 
 
    That didn't leave much for anything else. Certainly not dating. 
 
    But there was no use. The men held me tight. And then, I felt something. It was shoved into my mouth, a bit. I could feel the rubber against my teeth. It was pushed up against the far corners of my mouth, making it impossible for me to speak. Next, a set of blinders were added. They were attached to the bridle. I got my eyes open for a moment. This time, it didn't hurt so much to look out since the dark strips of leather to my left and right blocked so much of my vision. 
 
    Then I saw her in front of me, a girl with dark hair. She was probably my age, but she wore a cruel smirk. I tried to say something. This time, I managed to get my throat and lungs to work. I mumbled and moaned. 
 
    "Oh, you are a pretty one. Probably a fighter too. I'm sure a lot of the boys will love seeing you. They're going to want to tame you." 
 
    I somehow managed to shake my head from side to side. And I looked down at myself. I saw that my arms were still held behind my back. Not only that, I saw the boots that went all the way up, almost to my knees. But they didn't just look like footwear. Instead, with the angle of my feet, they seemed more like hooves. 
 
    I didn't understand, and I couldn't ask. The girl grabbed me, her fingers twining into my hair. She tugged me forward; simultaneously, she held out her hand, impaling me on her fingertips. She pushed her digits deep into my slit. I was wet, responsive. As she looked into my eyes, she teased me, playing with my clit, forcing me to come. 
 
    At first, I did my best, begging her to stop. I wanted to convince her that I deserved some modicum of dignity. Or maybe I was even being dumber than that. Maybe I tried to tell her that she could negotiate with me. I had so much to offer! 
 
    But with the bit in my mouth, I couldn't say anything. I whimpered and made whinnying noises as she watched me, studying my reactions. 
 
    Then my nostrils flared, I cried out, closing my eyes and raising my chin as high as I could. 
 
    "Definitely sensitive," said the girl. Then she turned back to the men. "Take her back to her stall. The buyers will be here soon." 
 
      
 
    Walking on the hooves was challenging. As they guided me back through another concrete core door, it felt like I was going to fall. At one point, my stomach clenched and my lungs locked up. With my arms bound behind my back, I couldn't even catch myself if I did fall. 
 
    But these guys knew what they were doing. They brought me through another small door, and then I looked down, and I saw that the ground was actually dirt. 
 
    Not only that, I caught an aroma, one that seemed familiar yet exotic. 
 
    Hay. As a child, I had visited a couple of farms with my parents. I expected to see faded, red paint on barn walls. But instead it, everything looked clean, though still concrete. 
 
    The men guided me over to one of the stalls, as instructed. They opened the door and pushed me inside. I turned around, my eyes wide with indignation. I was an executive! I was one of the privileged elite, I wouldn't be treated this way! 
 
    Yeah, they didn't care about who I had been. Instead, one of them touched my cheek as he turned around and walked away. 
 
    Determined to figure out what was going on, I stared at my surroundings. I was indeed in a stall. It was a small, rectangular space. But if I minced my way forward on my hooves, I found that I could see the other girls. They had bits in their mouths just like mine. They were also wearing bridles and harnesses. 
 
    What was going on here? 
 
    Even if I hadn't been equipped in this way, I wouldn't have known what to say. 
 
    I looked down at the door, realizing that it had a simple bolt and catch. If I'd been able to use my hands, I would have been able to open it quickly and simply step back out into the rest of the facility. Escape would have been easy. But with my hands locked behind my back, trapped in those leather binders, there was nothing I could do. 
 
    I kicked at the ground, scraping with frustration. 
 
    "Oh, this one looks interesting," said a woman as she walked by. She was holding onto the arm of a man. The woman was dressed in a snug, white gown. It was the kind of outfit that you might wear to one incredibly fancy event. The pearls dangling from her neck and the diamond on her ring made it abundantly clear that she was wealthy, ridiculously rich. 
 
    The man had on a gorgeous suit. Clearly, it had been tailored. 
 
    "What's so interesting about her?" asked the guy. 
 
    I glared at them, my nostrils flaring again. I felt like a boar, this wild animal that might charge any moment. But with the gate between us, there was nothing I could do. They could point, stare, and laugh. 
 
    Unused to this, I looked around at first, searching for some way out, something I could do. Distantly, I kept thinking of what would happen if I could find some sharp protrusion, like a damaged hook or something. I would sidle up next to it and rub my arms along the edge, dragging it into the leather until I could free myself. Eventually, the bindings would snap free. 
 
    But there was no jagged hook. There was nothing I could use to get free. 
 
    Another couple came by. "Oh, this one is cute." 
 
    The man shook his head.  
 
    "Maybe you're right. She doesn't look like she has been worked out either." 
 
    I snarled at them, growling. I launched myself forward, only to slam into the stall gate. The couple didn't rear back, nor did they startle easily. Instead, the two of them just glanced at one another before they burst out laughing. 
 
    To them, I was a cute amusement, nothing else. 
 
    They were shopping for a pet, so they were ready for this kind of behavior. 
 
    If I couldn’t mess with their customers, then what could I do? 
 
    That question lingered for a little while. Several more people streamed by. Lone men, a couple of solitary women, happened by. They stared at me with a passing glance. 
 
    One guy strolled over to my stall. Then he did something that surprised me. He held out a piece of apple. It had been neatly chopped up, and I could just lean in and start to bite into it. 
 
    My mouth started to water immediately. It was only then that occurred to me that I had no idea how long it had been since my last meal. As the saliva gathered at the corners of my mouth, I turned my head aside. No. No way. I wasn't going to eat a slice of apple out of his hand. 
 
    I wasn't a horse; I wasn't a pony! 
 
    As if he could read my mind, he held it out little bit closer. I had to retreat back. 
 
    Before he had shown me the apple, I would have been tempted to throw myself forward, to smash my head into his hand. I liked the idea of crushing the bones in his fingers against the solid wood of the stall door. That would have shown him. 
 
    But I couldn't do anything like that. 
 
    So instead, I resisted the temptation. 
 
    Or at least, I tried to. 
 
    "Come on, pony. You know you want to," he said. The man struck me as reasonably generic. Middle-aged, relatively fit, he stood there, extending his hand. 
 
    I shook my head, feeling the bridle as I did so. Not only that, the bit pushed down into the corners of my mouth. I worried that I might start to drool, but there were some indignities I was able to avoid. I could be grateful for that, at least. 
 
    "Okay," he said, turning around. He walked over to another stall. 
 
    Because I couldn't resist the temptation, I marched over to the opening, and I looked out. I saw that same man feeding another girl. She was leaning forward, her head bowed down. Some of her hair had come loose, and she was happily nibbling at that piece of apple. 
 
    Jealousy welled up inside of me. It filled me, and I wanted to hit something or break something. I pushed my fingernails down against the palms of my hands. That pain helped me focus. It crystallized my perceptions. 
 
    I didn't know where I was, but I'd get out of here. And soon! 
 
    What was wrong with me? Why was I jealous over stupid piece of apple? I was a wealthy young executive. I had a position of prominence in one of the major corporations in the country. This meant that I had money. Lots of it! 
 
    That's when it occurred to me. I just had to have access to my finances. If I could get the bit out of my mouth, I could start talking to people. 
 
    If I start talking to people, then I could make a bribe. Right then, I didn't even care how much it cost. I just wanted out of all of the stupid gear, especially since my body was on display. 
 
    Before I could pull back into the stall, I heard the sound of giggling. 
 
    Did I recognize the voice? 
 
    No, it couldn't be. 
 
    This had to be my imagination. 
 
    That's what I told myself as I turned my head, and I locked my eyes onto a beautiful young woman. 
 
    She had wavy, glossy blonde hair. Her bright blue eyes were piercing. Her lipstick was a dark shade of red, and she had a pair of matching, ruby studs in her ears. Her dress was tight and sleek, made from some kind of polymer. It came with a white Peter Pan collar. Somehow, it made her look both sophisticated and innocent at the same time. Her black boots reached up toward her knees, and she had seen me already. 
 
    "Jennifer!" 
 
    She recognized me. No one else here had used my name. Immediately, I retreated back to the other side of the stall. I pushed my bound arms up against the wall. I had to get out of there. But where could I go? I couldn't run. There was no escape for me. 
 
    That same woman appeared at the stall opening just a few seconds later. She recognized me, and I recognized her. 
 
    Her eyes swept along my body, starting at the boots they forced me to wear, working up toward my naked sex and my exposed breasts. 
 
    "Well, well, well," she said. I didn't want to think of her name, yet those syllables rose up to the forefront of my thoughts anyway. Elizabeth.  
 
    Elizabeth let every sound drip with nothing but barely disguised disdain. "How're you doing, Jennifer?"And yet, she was smiling. It was this bizarre mix. 
 
    "When was last time I saw you again? What was it? Oh, that's right," she said, snapping her fingers. "It was graduation. You came up to me, you slapped me across the face, and you told me that I was never going to amount to anything." She shook her head, like this was funny, though I could sense the recalled anger radiating from her petite shoulders.  
 
    Of course, I wanted to talk to her. Over the course of my education and my time at work, I had learned how to be diplomatic. There were so many things I could have said. Of course, the bit and bridle made that impossible. I wasn't going to be able to talk my way out of this. 
 
    Or could I? 
 
    Pretending that I was timid and tentative, I took a couple of steps closer to her. I leaned in, hoping that maybe she would be willing to loose the straps around my face. I looked up at her with big, nervous eyes. 
 
    Elizabeth easily reached out, stroking the top of my head. And it felt wonderful. 
 
    Yes, I had enjoyed my share of massages. That's one of the perks of working at a high-end company. And yet, this was completely different. Her fingers pushed through the strands of my hair, down along my scalp, and it felt like I was melting. All the stress and humiliation disappeared. I was no longer thinking about anything else. 
 
    "Did it bother you that I was richer than you? Is that why you always had to be such a bitch?" Elizabeth asked even as she continued to pet me. "Is that why you were such a brat? You thought you had to prove something?" 
 
    Elizabeth shook her head. "I've never met anyone as mean as you, Jennifer." 
 
    I looked up at her, doing my best to appear contrite. I murmured something, though there weren't any intelligible words. Even if there had been, I'm not sure that Elizabeth was interested in talking to me. But I had to try. I wanted to offer her something tantalizing, like an apology. But she wasn't going to be able to hear it, not unless she released me from the restraints. 
 
    She had no interest in doing that. 
 
    Elizabeth kept petting me, first with one hand, the other, then both. It felt wonderful. For the first time, I was actually grateful for the hoof-boots. They seemed to make it easier to stand even as my back relaxed. 
 
    "That's right. Just relax. Don't think about who you used to be. Don't think about how you were such a monumental brat. Don't worry about any of that because you're just a dumb animal now, aren't you?" 
 
    Despite the mandatory relaxation, my eyes widened, and I managed to jerk back. 
 
    The spell was broken; the pleasure dissipated. "You really aren't used to this, are you? Did they even tell you how they reprogrammed you?" Elizabeth asked me, her hands on her hips like this was all some silly joke...or a game she couldn't lose. 
 
    Reprogrammed me? 
 
    My gut reaction was to scoff, like such a thing would be utterly impossible. And yet, I knew that the world was a very big place. Just because I didn't know about something didn't mean that it couldn't exist. So I stared at her, appraising her expression. I tried to figure it out, to put the pieces together for myself. 
 
    "Okay, so let me spell this out for you. When a girl like you is acquired, you are put through some special 'procedures'." She flashed air quotes around that last word. "I'm not exactly sure how it works. They keep most of the details to themselves. Trade secrets and all." She shrugged at that. "But apparently, it involves some kind of hypnosis combined with chemical programming. This way, when you wake up, you still remember who you are and everything, but you are more susceptible." 
 
    Susceptible? Susceptible to what? 
 
    I growled at her, biting into my rubber bit, pushing forward once again. 
 
    Elizabeth didn't seem to mind. As I approached, her hand dropped down, and she reached out for my leg. Her fingers slid along my naked skin. 
 
    A jolt of sensation ran through my body, electric, stunningly powerful. My eyes widened, and I jerked back. What was that? 
 
    "Oh," she said puckishly, "Did I forget to tell you that the chemicals are also supposed to make you more sensitive? Sorry." Yeah, there was no hint of genuine remorse in her voice. She wanted to toy with me, so she did just that. 
 
    I turned my whole head to glance to the left, then the right. I had to get out of there! 
 
    But there was nothing I could do. 
 
    "It's funny. You were such a brat. But I guess it makes sense. You thought you were better than me. So now here you are, a good little pony. Don't worry. I'm sure lots of people will bid on you. I know I will." 
 
    I shook my head from side to side, heedless of how I may have appeared. 
 
    She laughed again. Elizabeth grinned, eager to educate me. "I'm sure you want to be purchased. If no one buys you, then they might send you to the glue factory." 
 
    My eyes got big; then they got wet. What did that mean? But even as the question crossed my mind, I understood. Did she mean that they're going to kill me if no one bought me? 
 
    I didn't know what to think, and then Elizabeth started to laugh. She laughed so hard, all at my expense. And of course, the sound was seductive. Elizabeth was a beautiful girl. I looked at her, and suddenly I wanted to nuzzle her. I wanted to rub the tip of my nose along her breasts, up her neck. More than that, I started to wish that she had an apple slice for me. 
 
    "Gotcha!" she exclaimed a moment later. 
 
    I blinked a couple of times, confused. What did she mean? What was she talking about? 
 
    "Don't worry. No one is going to hurt you. I mean, they might sell you off to some unsavory characters, so you could end up as a pet in some awful place somewhere. But I'm sure you can handle it. You are always so tough. Isn't that right?" 
 
    I didn't know how to answer. I didn't know what to think. 
 
    Elizabeth turned around, and she started to walk away. 
 
    I found myself rushing forward, right toward the stall door. I leaned out as far as I could, but without the use of my hands and with my legs trapped in his boots, I couldn't get out. 
 
    Other couples and individuals started to wander closer. Apparently, quite a few of them were interested in me simply because I was looking back out at Elizabeth. 
 
    No, she couldn't go! She couldn't leave me in this strange place. Just because she was a familiar face, I needed for her to stay and talk to me and tell me what was going on. 
 
    More, I wanted her to tell me what to do! 
 
    That thought startled me. I stumbled back again, closing my eyes. 
 
    I could hear another pair of people start to discuss me. They were probably pointing, but I kept my eyes closed, like I couldn't face the reality of my situation. "Oh, this one is pretty sexy. Look at her. You can tell she worked out before she decided to become a pony." 
 
    They were talking about me like I had chosen this. I grunted and growled. I cried out, desperate for them to understand me. But with the rubber holding my tongue down, it was impossible for me to utter a single word. No sound I made was coherent. 
 
    So instead of trying to talk, I stared ahead, thinking about Elizabeth, thinking about what was going to happen next. 
 
      
 
    I had to stand there. I just stood there while strangers walked up and pointed at me. A few of them tried to beckon me forward. They held out little slivers of apples. And then it got worse. One girl really wanted me to approach her, so she reached into her pocket, and she took out a sugar cube. Yes, a freaking sugar cube. When she looked in my direction, she didn't see me as a person. 
 
    That much became clear. To her, I really was just a dumb animal. I could be convinced to behave with a couple of treats. 
 
    To make matters worse, when my eyes locked on that small, white cube, I was sorely tempted. I could feel the urge burn through my body. It would be so easy to lean down and to start to lick. My mouth salivated all over again. This was an even more intense desire than for the bite of apple. 
 
    In fact, I took a step forward. "That's right, girl. Come here," said the young woman. I was older than her, probably about five years. She looked like she was still in college. In her aquamarine tank top and with her hair tied in pigtails, I could tell that she was spoiled, some rich brat. 
 
    And she was holding out that sugar. I wanted it. I wanted it so badly. 
 
    Because I believed I would get out of this situation, I reached deep into my psyche, drawing upon every drop of determination and willpower I possessed. No! I wasn't going to degrade or humiliate myself that way. I wouldn't lick up a sugar cube! 
 
    After a few more seconds, the young woman shrugged, and she sauntered off. 
 
    Then Elizabeth came back. She walked in front of me. She reached into her pocket, and she took out another piece of sugar. "Would you like this, girl? Would you like some of that?" She moved her hand from side to side, and my eyes followed it, almost like it was something magical. 
 
    My mouth began to water. 
 
    Yes. I wanted it! 
 
    The desire itched at me, scratching deep within my chest and stomach. Before I knew it, I took one step, then another and another. I leaned in. I kept my eyes aimed up at her, like I would be able to jerk back or bite at her. 
 
    I realized that I wasn't going to be able to do this, however. 
 
    I still had the bit in my mouth. 
 
    "You'll figure it out," she said. Thankfully, Elizabeth didn't try to touch me. She didn't run her fingers along my hair or down my cheek or anything. If she had to, that would have jolted me again, perhaps even giving the strength to retreat back. 
 
    I realized that if I stuck out my tongue, flattening it, I could actually get it past my bottom lip. And suddenly, I could taste the sugar. 
 
    "There we go. That's a good little pony," she said. My tongue flicked along her palm to the rough texture of the sugar. It felt so good! Incandescent pleasure filled with me. 
 
    I loved this. I loved standing there. 
 
    And then my eyes opened again and I saw Elizabeth reaching for the top of my head. My nostrils flared, and I want to pull back, but I couldn't. I needed to lick at the sugar some more! 
 
    "That's right. Just relax. You're a good pony. Yes, you like being a human pony, don't you? This is better for you. It's easier for you. I don't know what you were doing before, but you're going to be happier this way." 
 
    I had to shake my head or snarl. I couldn't do any of that. My conscious mind fought against all of this, but it couldn't win. 
 
    From one second into the next, I kept licking, sliding my tongue along the sugar. More. I wanted more! And then I had an absurd idea. If I just did this for a couple more seconds, I would be able to stop. Yeah, right. It didn't work that way. Like a good little pony, I kept at it. I couldn't help myself; I couldn't stop myself. 
 
    "There we go. Hey, at this rate, you're going to be a good little pony, so I'm sure you will win the race. Maybe that will be enough for you to get out of here." 
 
    Elizabeth tilted her head to the side. She didn't see any sign of recognition on my face. "They did tell you about the race, didn't they?" 
 
    I shook my head without pulling my tongue away from the sugar. It was halfway gone now, dissolving even as I enjoyed the flavors dancing on my taste buds. 
 
    "Oh, poor little pony. They really didn't educate you, did they? I wonder why not?" Infuriatingly, she waited several more seconds. I kept licking, fixated on the sugar, but I wanted information as well. In fact, I concentrated on that, telling myself that it was okay for me to play this game since it meant that she was telling me useful details about my captivity. 
 
    Granted, this was nothing but a shallow justification. Still, it was better than nothing. 
 
    Finally, Elizabeth deigned to tell me something useful. "Whoever buys you is going to get to race you. And if you win that race, you might be released. I mean, you're still property and everything, but a lot of owners really like to release their property. It's kind of a tradition, you know?" 
 
    Obviously, I didn't. I had no idea how this place could possibly work. 
 
    The sugar was gone now. Once the last bits disappeared, I should have been able to pull my head back, to stare at her. Instead, I kept licking, eager for more. Some of her skin now tasted like sugar. 
 
    So I kept licking, making her giggle. 
 
    She smiled happily, reaching up and stroking my hair. She ran her fingers over my tresses and down my neck. 
 
    It was soft and intimate, easy and gentle. I liked it. I closed my eyes. 
 
    "Hey, since you are this malleable, maybe I will even bid on you. What you think you're worth?" 
 
    I didn't answer. I couldn't. I kept my eyes closed until she pulled her hand away. Then she walked off, probably to go chat with someone else. 
 
    And for my part, I had to stand there. More questions started to percolate behind my eyes, but the bit made it impossible for me to utter a single one of them. 
 
      
 
    I'm not sure how long I stood there; I'm not sure how many more couples wandered by. How many people saw me, evaluating me, deciding whether or not they were going to try to purchase me? 
 
    And then I saw something a little while later. Once the prospective buyers disappeared from the hallway, a young man in dark clothing walked by, but he was holding onto the reins of another pony girl. 
 
    He tugged her along, and she seemed confused, perhaps disoriented or reluctant. Either way, I only had a few moments. 
 
    Then she was gone. 
 
    Where were they going? Eyes narrowed, I stared ahead. Pretending that I didn't care, I concentrated, doing my best to put the pieces together. Obviously, there had to be some sort of answer. But what? 
 
    Then someone came for me. 
 
      
 
    She grabbed onto my reins, pulling me roughly from my stall. I stumbled forward, doing my best to stay on my feet. It was challenging. 
 
    I clopped along in my boots, making my way down the hallway. We went through a pair of double doors and into a darkened space. I could hear the voice of a man. And of course, there were people clapping. 
 
    What was going on? 
 
    On some level, I knew that I probably should have stopped. I should have frozen, stubbornly refusing to follow along. Any time I so much as slowed down, I was rewarded with another yank on my bit and bridle. My head was forced forward, and I nearly fell. With my hands still locked behind my back, I hated that prospect, so I cooperated. Mostly. 
 
    My handler took me out toward the light. I didn't know exactly where we were headed, but then I was pushed out. A bright illumination cut across the air, blinding me. Instinctively, I tried to pull my hands back up over my face. I desperately wanted to hide, especially as I heard the low murmur of chuckling. 
 
    The handler stepped ahead of me, pulling me up onto the stage. 
 
    As my vision started to clear, I could make out the silhouettes of an audience. People looked at me. They could see me. 
 
    I glanced down for just a moment, drinking in the sight of my mostly naked body. My breasts and sex were all on display. These people could see me! 
 
    I looked up, and it got even worse because I picked out the telltale constellations of people holding up their phones, individual lights indicating that they were ready to record and snap pictures. 
 
    I shook my head from side to side, my eyes wide. 
 
    "I think we can all safely say that this little filly is going to be a little bit more shy," said the announcer. 
 
    I glanced over and saw a man in a nice suit. He had on a red tie, a black dress coat, and a white shirt underneath. With his hair slicked back, he looked like your average salesman. 
 
    And he was there to sell me. 
 
    All of a sudden, I concentrated on my anger and frustration. No! I wasn't going to let them get away with this! I wasn't going to let them do this to me! 
 
    I yanked as hard as I could, trying to twist my way free. 
 
    The handler must have been distracted by all the attention as well because she lost her grip. When I jerked away, I slipped to the reins free from her grip, and I started to run as fast as I could. Normally, I would have chopped my fingertips through the air, sprinting away as quickly as I could. In all of this pony gear, that became impossible. 
 
    I took one step after another, and the audience was laughing! 
 
    Yes, this was just a game to them. It was funny! 
 
    The anger propelled me forward, granting me extra strength, right until I felt the metal teeth press up into my flank. I didn't know what it was, not even when I felt the burst of painful electricity. 
 
    I turned, my eyes wide, a gasp escaping my lips. 
 
    Before I knew it, I lost my balance. I stumbled forward, scraping my knees on the stage. 
 
    I squirmed to get up. Then I felt the handler as she grabbed my reins, yanking hard. I was forced onto my feet. I stumbled, disoriented. Looking around, I couldn't even tell where the audience was. 
 
    And then the announcer strolled up to me. "Ladies and gentlemen, you can see that this is a wild one. She might be a bit shy, but I'm sure you could break her with relative ease. I mean, just one zap from the stun gun, and she went right down." Another round of applause. 
 
    I turned my gaze over to the handler. And sure enough, she was holding some strange baton tipped with a pair of metal prongs. 
 
    When I saw them, I realized that she had actually shocked me. I retreated back, suddenly nervous, worried. She held onto the reins, making sure she wouldn't make the same mistake twice. 
 
    "Let's get a good look at her," said the announcer. He reached down and smacked my naked ass. "How much will she be worth?" 
 
    "For the next few minutes, I had to listen to the numbers. 
 
    While I couldn't see through the sharpened illumination, the announcer apparently had no problem. The numbers jumped from five to ten, fifteen, then thirty-five. I didn't know what they were talking about. Was that how much I was worth? Were they using American dollars? It could have been something else just as easily. 
 
    But they were having fun. People whistled. They hooted and cheered. 
 
    This is all a game to them. It was my life they were messing with, they had no problem owning me. 
 
    "Fifty, it is!" The announcer finally shouted out. 
 
    And just like that, I was purchased. 
 
      
 
    I was escorted back to the stall. I hated it, of course. I hated being trapped behind that door. To make matters worse, I had to wait for my new "owner." Of course, I was never going to be trained or domesticated. I was never going to give in or let these people win. That's what I told myself, anyway. I was going to fight. I was going to show them that I wasn't even worth it, and I would get back to my old life. 
 
    Those thoughts kept me sane at least until my new owner appeared. 
 
    It was Elizabeth. 
 
    I recognized her right when she stepped up in front of the stall opening. 
 
    "Hey there, cutie," she said. 
 
    My eyes widened with disbelief. I still had the bit in my mouth, so I couldn't speak. 
 
    "I'm going to have you loaded up into my truck, right after the race. But first, I was wondering if you'd like to talk a little bit? I mean, that's unusual. Most ponies don't get to say anything, but I'm sure you have a couple of things on your mind." Her eyes glittered with mischief. Certainly, she had something she wanted to do with me, and I knew I wouldn't like it. 
 
    I bit down on my lower lip, nervous. What was she thinking? What was she imagining? 
 
    "So? Are you going to be a good girl for me? And you going to be an obedient little pony who does that she's told?" 
 
    Really, there was only one answer. If I shouted or snarled at her like a wild beast, then she might decide that she just wanted to leave me there. Or maybe she would send me off to the race without any kind of preparation. No, I couldn't let that happen. So I answered her question by nodding my head like a good girl. 
 
    "Glad to hear it!"She chirped happily, beckoning me forward. I moved along on my hooves. She wanted me to lower my head down, resting my chin on the palm of her hand. 
 
    Since I couldn't see any alternative, I played along. 
 
    "There's a good pony," she said. Rather than take the bit out of my mouth, she let it languish there. To make matters worse, I actually started to like it. It felt good to feel her touch, especially when she caressed my cheek or the top of my head. She was good at this. Or maybe it had something to do with the various drugs they used on me. I couldn't know one way or the other, but I still told myself I was going to figure out some way to resist. That thought didn't mean much as my eyes closed and I surrendered. 
 
    "Good pony. That's right. Who's a good pony? You're a good pony!" 
 
    Finally, she reached down and loosened the straps holding my bit in place. The rubber fell forward. I spat it out, snarling. I pressed my teeth together, clenching down. It felt magnificent! 
 
    "Now, what do you want to say to me?" 
 
    I narrowed my eyes immediately thinking about how I would threaten her. I could promise her unmitigated hell unless she helped me escape right away. 
 
    But those words would have been a mistake. That much was obvious. So instead, I played along with her game. I decided that I would have to wait for recompense. 
 
    "I want to get out of here." 
 
    "Really?" 
 
    "Yes," I said, resisting the urge to snarl back at her. "Please, Elizabeth. I know we had trouble back in school, but this is real. This is serious!" 
 
    "Of course, it's serious. You know how much I spent on you?" 
 
    Choosing not to dignify that with a response, I just stared back at her. When it was clear she wouldn't add anything else, I proceeded as though she hadn't spoken at all. "Please, Elizabeth. How about this? If you help me get out of here, then I can pay you." 
 
    She laughed. She laughed in my face. 
 
    "No, I'm serious! I have a lot. I’ve done very well." 
 
    She kept laughing, hard enough to make her eyes start to water. After several more seconds, she finally reached up, dabbing the corners of her moistened eyes with the tips of her pinkies. "Oh, that's good. That's so funny! You're really funny, pony." 
 
    Again, I didn't want to dignify that with an answer, so I did my best. "Elizabeth, if you help me get out of here, I will make sure that it's worth your while." 
 
    "I already have money." 
 
    "You can have more," I answered, though my words sounded lame, even to my ears. 
 
    "Sweet little pony. Obviously, you don't know how money works," she said, her voice infuriatingly patronizing. "Once I have enough money, I don't need more. I'm already rich. What would another hundred thousand mean to me?" She snapped her fingers. "Nothing." 
 
    "So what do you want?" I did my best to keep the desperation out of my voice. In spite of my efforts, I still failed. 
 
    "I want you to be a good girl for me. I want to be able to use you and tease you and play with you. And after that, maybe if you have pleased me, then I will let you run the race and I will even let you go if you win." 
 
    "Please you?" I asked. 
 
    With a sinking feeling, I already had a pretty good idea of what she may have meant. 
 
    Did I really want to think about it? Did I really want to figure it out? 
 
    I had to. 
 
    "What do you want?" 
 
    "First, I'm going to go sit up on that shelf right there. I'm going to climb up, I'm going to spread my legs, and my curious little pony is going to lick me like a good girl." 
 
    I turned my attention back to the corner of the stall. Sure enough, there was a shelf she could perch herself upon if she wanted to. If she did, her crotch would be right at my eye level. 
 
    I licked my lips, worried about what this would mean, worried about what it would portend. 
 
    "Do we have an agreement?" 
 
    "Yes," I answered. 
 
    "No. That doesn't count. You have to do better than that," she said. 
 
    My nostrils flared, and I wanted to smack her across the face. 
 
    "Better how?" I asked, pretending that I could handle this. 
 
    "Isn't it obvious? You have to ask nicely." 
 
    I didn't want to ask at all, let alone nicely. 
 
    But since this was my only option, I bent my head low. "Please, can I be a good pony for you?" 
 
    "Sure, you can!" Elizabeth chirped. 
 
      
 
    She's opened the stall door. She sauntered past me, and then she lifted up her skirt. As though this were somehow normal, she pulled off her panties, shimmying her hips so that the soft, expensive silk fell along her naked legs. 
 
    And then, with the same practiced ease, she climbed up the shelf. She perched herself at the top and spread her legs, exposing her moistened sex. Yes, just teasing me had been enough to excite her. Now she was ready for more. 
 
    As my heart hammered in my chest, I wondered what I was going to do, if I could really surrender to her like this. Really, I had no choice. I understood that, but my dignity held out, telling me I was better than this, that I should fight and resist and defy her at every step. 
 
    Instead, I turned around and started to clop forward like a good little pony. 
 
    "That's right. Show me what you are. Show me how you're going to behave for me. I own you. You belong to me. You have to do whatever I want. Whatever. I would. Want." 
 
    She mocked me with every syllable, and then my face was close enough, so she reached out and grabbed my hair, pulling my head between her legs. 
 
    "Lick." 
 
    I didn't want to do it, but then I remembered how it felt when my tongue ran along the palm of her hand. I had eaten a sugar cube. Suddenly, that same impulse overwhelmed me. I found myself leaning in, flicking at the tip of my tongue. Even though I had never gone down on a girl before, it seemed to somehow feel natural or normal. Why? What was happening to me? 
 
    The programming. While I had been unconscious, they had done something to me. 
 
    It didn't matter. 
 
    Just as I started to taste her, the instinct overwhelmed me. I eagerly licked at her slit. I brought my tongue up-and-down, exploring her opening. I played with her crevice. At one point, she decided this wasn't good enough and pushed my face up against her slit, and yet I continued to lick, eagerly lapping at her pussy like a good little pet. 
 
    I was an animal; at that moment, I didn't feel like a person. I wasn't capable of my own decisions or thinking for myself. 
 
    And it felt so good! 
 
    There I was, with my owner, and I could please her. I could hear her as she started to moan. She yanked on my hair, pulling back in pushing me forward, and for once, it felt like I wasn't actually fighting against the bonds. I belonged in those leather restraints because they helped me be a good pony for my owner. Suddenly, I wanted to prance around for her. I wanted her to see me and to be proud of me. 
 
    As the taste of her juices simmered along my tongue, I licked, going deeper, faster. Then I slowed down. I did so at her behest. She pulled on my hair, and I instinctively understood what would be best for her. 
 
    Strangely enough, my pussy started to get wet as well. I could feel the excitement ignite within my body. 
 
    Finally, she cried out, lifting her head and moaning. 
 
    She was done with me. She pushed me back and dropped down onto her feet. 
 
    "Nicely done. Now, I guess the only question is whether or not you're willing to beg for your own orgasm." 
 
    I stared at her, uncomprehending. 
 
    "Well, we both know you can't get off on your own." 
 
    That much was true. There was nothing I could use, nothing I could grind against. Worse, my hands remained trapped behind my back. 
 
    "Would you like me to give you a little pony massage?" 
 
    I didn't know what to say. 
 
    She picked up the bit, letting it dangle and swing in front of me. 
 
    In a few seconds, she is going to put that back in my mouth, robbing me of the ability to speak. "Well?" 
 
    I decided to be stubborn. I stared back at her, resistant. I wasn't going to let her break me. I would be rebellious and defiant. 
 
    "Fair enough," she said with an ambivalent shrug. I was going to say something, to tell her to stop, but that was a mistake. As I opened my mouth, she shoved the bit between my lips. She strapped it to the reins and the bridle. So all of a sudden, I no longer had the ability to speak. The taste flooded my senses, and she leaned in. 
 
    Elizabeth smiled at me. "You better run fast. If you don't, I'm going to keep you, and I'm going to play with you every single day. Understand?" 
 
    I did. 
 
      
 
    When I heard about a race, I assumed I would be running on my own. 
 
    No. It wasn't that simple. 
 
    A handler came out and grabbed my reins, guiding me out of the barn. Then I was taken out into the bright sunlight, my hooves pushing down into the soft grass. I wasn't exactly sure what they had in mind, but then I saw the track up ahead. It was dusty. There were stands already set up. Some people were sitting around. A line of ponies was waiting as well. 
 
    I was taken over to the others, and the handler let me go. For a second, I thought of running. I could have sprinted. But where? As I looked around the expansive fields, I noticed a few buildings, but I didn't think I would find any help there. At best, I would sprint off toward the trees I saw to the west. Maybe I would find someone eventually to help me? 
 
    Without the ability to speak, I doubted it. 
 
    Far more likely was the possibility that I would run five or ten feet, only to be tackled or shocked again. 
 
    No, Elizabeth told me that I needed to run a race. If I could win this, then I could get my freedom. 
 
    I clung to that idea, focusing on it to the exclusion of everything else. Like an athlete, I waited around. Then that same man, the announcer from before, walked over in front of us. As he did so, the members of the audience quieted down. There were many more of them now. They watched us expectantly. A few people whispered back and forth. I could guess what they were talking about: wagers. They were going to bet on us. This was a horse race, after all. 
 
    I braced again, getting ready to run. A few of the other girls did the same thing. 
 
    "Ladies and gentlemen, you know the rules of this race. It is very simple. Whoever gets across the finish line first, pony and cart together, wins." 
 
    Wait a second? Pony and cart? That didn't make any sense to me. But then, I saw another set of handlers step out of the barn. They were pulling carts. 
 
    They looked a little bit like chariots. 
 
    Then I watched, horrified as the first cart was attached the first pony. The girl was going to have to pull it. Then, there was the rider. 
 
    She was going to drive the cart. 
 
    One by one, we were hooked up, harnessed and attached. I hated it! 
 
    Of course, I was no exception. 
 
    The handlers grabbed me, roughly pushing me back toward the cart. A set of bars were attached to my flanks. The harness was secured, pulled tight make sure that it wouldn't slip free while I ran. 
 
    No! 
 
    Silently, I fumed, hating all of this, yet my feelings didn't change anything. Within just a few seconds, they had me utterly trapped. 
 
    And that's when my rider stepped out. 
 
    Elizabeth. 
 
    Other owners decided to hire people to ride on their behalf. Not Elizabeth. She wanted to enjoy this. And of course, she was lovely in her white riding suit. She had on tight pants and a matching blouse. She carried a crop with easy authority, swinging it through the air. 
 
    Soon, it was time for us to line up. I tugged on the cart, feeling the extra weight. It wasn't too heavy, I told myself. Then Elizabeth got on, and she grabbed the reins, slapping them hard against my shoulders and back. I lunged forward, rushing toward the starting line. 
 
    It was about to begin. 
 
      
 
    The announcer made some inane remarks. He talked about the importance of tradition and how he wanted this to be a good, clean race. 
 
    I rolled my eyes, pretending that I could maintain some façade of dignity. But no, everyone in that audience was snickering, ready to laugh at me. 
 
    To them, I really was just a pet, a plaything. They could play with me however they wanted. They could say whatever they wanted. Since I wasn't a person, I could be used like an object. 
 
    And then, the announcer raised a gun into the air. 
 
    I braced myself, getting ready. 
 
    I was going to do this. I was going to win! 
 
    I told myself that there couldn't be any other option. 
 
    The announcer pulled the trigger. 
 
    BANG! 
 
    A shot rang out, and I darted forward. Of course, I expected more speed. Instinct propelled me, but I still had to drag that cart behind me. "Faster!" Elizabeth commanded. I pulled it, pushing my shoulders forward. The momentum helped. I ran hard, panting almost immediately. With the bit in my mouth, it was hard to breathe. And yet, I made the first turn. I looked over to my left, to my right. It was hard to see with the blinders up, but I listened as well, and I realized that there were two people already ahead of us! 
 
    I pushed more strength in my arms and legs, racing as hard as I could. 
 
    My lungs already burned. My legs ached. And yet, I couldn't slow down. In fact, I had to speed up! I forced my body to work, pumping every iota of strength and energy I had into my legs. 
 
    Faster, I had to go faster! 
 
    My best efforts weren't good enough, so my owner decided to strike me with the crop. She shot it down, letting it bite into my shoulder. Again and again, she swatted me, and the pain focused me. It made it easier for me to ignore the burning in my chest. 
 
    I raced ahead, as fast as I could go. 
 
    Faster, I had to go faster! 
 
    And then, I realized that I was gaining on the other two. 
 
    I rushed ahead, pouring out all of my strength. 
 
    From one turn to the next, I ran hard. 
 
    Pretty soon, my vision became myopic. It tunneled. I couldn't see the other carts or pony girls. Really, I couldn't see anything at all. I just ran, pushing my legs. I jumped from one step to the next, desperate to get there. 
 
    And then I felt it, the pull on the reins. 
 
    Confused, I didn't know what I was supposed to do. 
 
    There was again. Elizabeth pulled, and I started to slow down. I stopped altogether. 
 
    "Elizabeth and her pony are the winners!" called out the announcer. 
 
    At first, I didn't understand. But then, it really dawned on me. I had won! We were victorious! I was going to be freed! 
 
      
 
    Elizabeth stepped over to a podium, and she started talking to the audience. In the meantime, a handler came over. I expected her to release me. I thought she was going to pull off my bit and bridle, to make it easy for me to talk and speak again. After all, I was going to be rewarded with my personhood, right? 
 
    Wrong. 
 
    They guided me back into the barn. They locked me behind the stall door. I kicked the ground, desperate for someone to explain my situation. 
 
    After a while, Elizabeth showed up. 
 
    "How are you feeling?" 
 
    With the bit and bridle in my mouth and around my face, I couldn't say anything. She knew this. She just didn't care. 
 
    "So there's been a little change of plans," she said. "Since you are so good as a racing pony, I'm going to keep you this way." But don't worry. I'm going to reward you with lots of sugar and apple slices every time you win!" 
 
    I snarled at her, rushing forward. But she put one hand on the top of my head and she started to pet me. The programming kicked in. 
 
    To make matters worse, she took out another sugar cube. "Go ahead. Enjoy your reward." My reward was supposed to be freedom. And now, she wanted to just give me a piece of sugar, and that was supposed to make everything okay? No! No, no freaking way! 
 
    And yet, my instincts warred within me. The programming became too hard to resist. Pretty soon, I dipped my head low, and I started to lick. Pleasure rushed through my body, and I stopped thinking about freedom. 
 
      
 
    Every time I race now, I think about the mistakes I made. I messed up by pissing off the wrong people. I messed up by thinking that I could be my own person. But most of all, I made the mistake of thinking that I could trust Elizabeth. It doesn't really matter now. Now, I'm just a good little pony. I'm a dumb and pretty girl who lives for sugar cubes and slices of apple. Oh, and serving my owner. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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