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Chapter Nine

The forest swallows us whole, trees closing like a fist around any hope of escape. Every step is agony—my bound ankles allow only short, shuffling movements that strain my thighs and calves. The metal bit pulls the corners of my mouth, grinding against my teeth and pressing down on my tongue.

Behind Skarn’s cart, I am nothing but cargo being transported, my reins tethered to the back while the human stallion pulls from the front, both of us animals in the eyes of our master.

Moonlight filters through the canopy in patches, illuminating the path just enough to prevent me from falling. When I stumble, the reins go taut; the bit yanking against the sensitive flesh inside my cheeks. Each time, I right myself quickly, learning the painful lesson: keep pace or suffer. The chain connecting my shackled ankles jingles with every step, a constant reminder of my captivity.

My arms, bound tightly behind my back from wrists to elbows, have long since gone numb. Occasionally, pins and needles shoot through my fingers—at least I can still feel something there. I focus on that sensation, desperate for any distraction from the horror of my situation.

We traveled deeper into the forest than I ever imagined possible. The trees here are ancient, their trunks wider than three men standing together, their roots breaking through the soil like the knuckles of buried giants. Nothing about this place resembles the forest edge I entered this morning—was it only this morning? It feels like years have passed since I stepped over that fence, so certain of my adventure.

The path widens suddenly, and I notice we’re not alone. Other Grivvets travel the forest road, some on foot, others riding in carts pulled by pony-girls, who are naked and strapped to the carts in leather harnesses. Blinders on their bridles keep their gazes facing forward. Several Grivvets carry torches, the flickering light revealing green-skinned faces that turn toward me with immediate interest.

“Got a new mare, Skarn?” one calls out, his voice now a familiar high-pitched chitter I’ve heard the Grivetts make when they are excited.

Skarn doesn’t respond, but the questioning Grivvet approaches anyway, circling behind the cart to inspect me. His amber eyes travel over my naked body with the detached interest of a farmer examining livestock at market. He reaches out, prodding my thigh muscle with a clawed finger.

“Hair color is unusual.” He comments as he stares at the hair on my head, and the tiny patch between my legs. “Expensive?”

“Two hundred silver,” Skarn replies from his perch on the cart, his voice carrying no pride or boast, just stating a fact.

The other Grivvet whistles, impressed. “Worth it, I think. Breed quality, yes?”

“Perhaps. We’ll see how she trains. I might make double back once she’s tamed.” Skarn says, and I notice he and most of the other Grivvets buying humans speak better English than my wild captors.

I almost wish they spoke in their language so I didn’t have to hear how they speak about me. It makes me angry.

I want to scream, to kick, to tell them I’m not breeding stock, not a horse to be evaluated. But the bit forces silence, transforming my rage into animal sounds that only prove their point. The Grivvet laughs at my muffled protests, patting my ass as he might a prize mare.

“Spirited! Make good foals. I’d consider buying one from you in the future.”

“We will see.” Skarn says.

He walks away, joining a group of Grivvets heading in the opposite direction. More pass us as we continue our journey, each one looking me over with the same calculating eyes. Some call out to Skarn, offering compliments or asking if I’m for sale. Each time, he replies with the same words: “Not yet. After training.”

Hours pass, each minute stretching into eternity. My legs burn with exertion. Sweat runs down my back, and between my breasts, making my skin slick and itchy. The night air grows cooler, but my body radiates heat from the effort of keeping pace. My hair, once my pride, now hangs in damp strands against my neck and shoulders.

The human pulling the cart never falters, never slows. His muscles work with mechanical precision, as if he’s forgotten any purpose beyond drawing the cart forward. I watch him, terrified by his emptiness. Is that what awaits me? Will I become so broken that pulling a cart seems like my natural function?

I think of my parents, probably frantic with worry by now. Have they searched the forest edge? Have they gone to the village to raise the alarm? Does anyone suspect what’s truly happened to me? Or will they simply find my satchel in the pit trap and assume I’ve met some terrible fate—fallen into a ravine, perhaps, or the truth, taken by the creatures in the forest?

In a way, being thought dead might be kinder than the truth. At least then they could mourn and find peace, eventually. The reality—that their daughter is being led through the forest naked and bridled, to be trained as an animal—would destroy them. Especially my father, who warned me so clearly about the dangers waiting in the trees.

I was such a fool. So determined to prove them wrong, to show that their fears were just superstition. Now I understand why no one who ventures too deep into the forest ever returns. They’re here, all of them, reduced to beasts of burden for these creatures who see humans as nothing more than useful animals.

The cart jolts over a root, pulling me forward suddenly. My legs, already trembling with fatigue, nearly buckle. I manage to catch myself, but not before Skarn turns to look at me. His amber eyes reflect the moonlight, unreadable in the darkness.

“Tired, new mare?” he asks, his voice betraying neither concern nor mockery. “Many more miles before rest.”

I make no response—what response could I make through the bit? He watches me for a moment longer, then turns back to the path ahead. No compassion, no cruelty, just the truth of my predicament. That’s perhaps the most terrifying thing about him—I’m simply a project to him. I’m not here for his entertainment or pleasure. I’m here for a purpose.

Eventually, the darkness of midnight gives way to the deep blue of predawn. I can make out shapes more clearly now—the outline of Skarn’s powerful back, the curve of the human stallion’s straining muscles, and the path stretching endlessly before us. The trees begin to thin slightly, allowing more light to filter through.

With visibility comes the horrific realization of how far we’ve traveled. Nothing here looks remotely familiar. The trees themselves seem different—their bark darker, their leaves an unusual shape. Even the birds making their first morning calls sound foreign to my ears. I am deep in Grivvet territory now, farther from home than I ever imagined possible.

Dawn approaches slowly. The horizon gradually pales, revealing more of the surrounding landscape. We follow a path that winds through the forest like a snake, sometimes climbing hills that make my exhausted legs scream in protest, other times descending into hollows where the air hangs damp and heavy.

By the time the first true light of day breaks through the trees, I can barely keep moving. My legs tremble with every step. My knees threaten to buckle with each footfall. The bit has rubbed raw patches at the corners of my mouth, and my throat is dry from thirst. It claws at my throat, my tongue swollen and dry. Yet I keep moving, one foot before the other, because I must, because stopping means being dragged.

We’re approaching the crest of a ridge, beyond which lies something I can’t yet see. But whatever it is, I sense it’s the destination Skarn has been leading us toward all night.

My heart pounds against my ribs as we draw closer to the ridge. Part of me wants to dig my heels into the dirt, to refuse to go any further, but my body has no strength left for resistance. I can only follow, one painful step at a time, toward whatever fresh horror awaits.

We crest the ridge as the sun breaks the horizon; the forest falling away to reveal a sprawling valley below. I blink against the sudden brightness, my exhausted mind struggling to process what I’m seeing. It’s not a village or a camp, but an entire farm—only this farm doesn’t raise cattle or sheep. It raises humans. Skarn’s pony farm spreads across acres of cleared land, wooden structures arranged with the precision of any well-run agricultural operation. Only here, the livestock being managed are people like me.

My breath catches around the bit as the full horror of the place unfolds before my eyes. At the center stands a large wooden building—the main stable, I realize with a sick twist in my gut. Its long, low structure features rows of stall doors, some open to the morning air. Smoke curls from a chimney at one end, where a forge glows orange even in the daylight. Surrounding this central building are paddocks of various sizes, training rings, and what looks like a small racetrack carved into the earth.

Smaller buildings cluster around the main stable—feed storage, equipment sheds, and what must be housing for the Grivvet handlers.

“Home,” Skarn says, the first word he’s spoken in hours. Not to me—I’m not worthy of conversation—but to himself, a statement of satisfaction as he surveys his domain.

The cart begins its descent down a well-worn path toward the valley floor. With each step, more details come into focus, each one more horrifying than the last. Dozens of human ponies are already at work despite the early hour. In the nearest paddock, five naked women trot in circles, heads bowed, bridles gleaming in the morning light. A Grivvet sits on the back of a pony-girl in the center, who moves seamlessly guided by the reins where he wants her. He holds a whip in his hand, occasionally flicking it toward any who slow their pace. I can see the red welts on the poor pony-girl’s skin, but the whip does its job, and the pony speeds up.

Everywhere I look, pony-girls move with the rhythm of trained animals. Some pull plows across fields. Others stand tethered to posts, awaiting their turn for work or training. None speak. None resist. They communicate only in sounds that chill my blood—soft whinnies, snorts, and the occasional neigh that would be almost comical if it weren’t so deeply wrong.

The sounds of the farm rise to meet us as we approach—the crack of whips, the clop of pony boots on hard earth, the jingle of harnesses, and the calls of Grivvet handlers directing their human stock. Underlying it all is the soft chorus of those horrifying human-horse sounds, learned or forced, I can’t tell which.

What strikes me most isn’t the cruelty—though there’s plenty of that—but the ordinariness of it all. This isn’t hidden evil or secretive abuse. It’s normal here and runs with the efficiency of any farm back home. The Grivvets move about their tasks with the casual competence of farmhands anywhere—feeding, grooming, training.

Only their livestock is human.

As we reach the valley floor, the scale of the operation becomes even more apparent. This isn’t the work of a small band of forest Grivvets. This is an institution, perhaps generations old, designed to capture, train, and sell humans as working animals. The seamless operation tells me this has been happening for far longer than I ever imagined. How many humans have been brought here over the years?

The cart rolls to a stop in a central yard. Skarn climbs down, stretching his powerful green limbs after the night’s journey. The human stallion remains in position, head bowed, awaiting his next command. I stand motionless, my legs trembling with exhaustion, sweat drying cold on my skin in the morning air.

Grivvet farmhands approach immediately, their movements brisk and professional. They wear simple work clothes—leather vests and belts with pouches for tools. Some carry crops or whips coiled at their sides. They greet Skarn with deference, touching their foreheads in the same gesture of respect I noticed at the auction.

“The new stock arrived safely, Master Skarn?” asks the first, a Grivvet with a missing ear and weathered green skin.

“The journey was uneventful. She kept pace adequately,” Skarn replies, his tone matter-of-fact. He could be discussing a shipment of grain rather than a person.

The farmhand turns to examine me, his amber eyes clinical as they scan my body. “It’s got good muscle tone.” He pokes at my calf with a stick, making me flinch. “Farm girl?”

“Yes. Paid two hundred silver. Worth the investment, I believe.”

The farmhand whistles through his pointed teeth. “High price. Special plans for this one?”

“We’ll see how she trains. Could be nothing more than a good breeder, or work pony, but I think she will make a perfect riding pony if trained. She has great stamina, but time will tell.”

Another handler approaches; this one carrying what looks like a ledger. “Need processing details for records,” he says, producing a stick of charcoal.

Skarn nods. “Female. It’s approximately twenty years old. Auburn hair, blue eyes. Captured yesterday by Vrakket’s hunting party near the western boundary. Strong but unbroken. Auction assessment suggested versatility in any role.”

The record-keeper notes these details with efficient scratches. “Processing schedule?”

“Standard sequence. Marking first, then stabling. Begin basic training tomorrow after she’s rested.”

“Marking style?”

“Full registration set. Include breeding symbols.”

They discuss me as if I’m not standing right there, as if I can’t hear every word. The clinical detachment in their voices chills me more than anger would. They see nothing wrong with what they’re doing. To them, I’m just another animal to be processed, trained, and used.

The first handler unties my reins from the cart, holding them loosely in his leathery hand. He studies my face for a moment, noting the exhaustion and fear I can’t hide.

“Tired after the journey. Good. Makes processing easier,” he says to Skarn. “Less fight when strength is gone.”

Skarn nods. “Take her to the marking station.”

My heart hammers against my ribs as the handler tugs on my reins. I resist for just a moment, earning a sharp jab from a crop I didn’t see coming. “Groth,” the handler commands, the word now burned into my memory. Walk. I comply, my body too exhausted to do otherwise.

He leads me across the yard toward a wooden structure near the forge. Other handlers join us, flanking me like guards, though in my current state I could hardly run even if my ankles weren’t shackled. My gaze darts desperately around the farm, seeking some exit, some weakness in their system. Instead, I see only more evidence of how thoroughly they control this place—and the humans within it.

We pass a group of pony-girls tethered to a rail, waiting for their day’s assignments. Their eyes follow me as I’m led past. They watch me with sympathetic eyes, but I can see by their posture they are resigned to their fates, their humanity already erased. One shifts her weight, stamping a foot in the dirt, the most horse-like movement I’ve seen yet. They’re all saddled in full gear, and I don’t miss the golden rings pierced through their nipples. That must have hurt. My own harden at the thought of having that done to me.

That could be me soon. That empty-eyed creature, responding to commands, bearing the weight of a Grivvet master, all memory of humanity erased.

No, I think fiercely. Not me. Never me, but as I’m led toward what awaits, my confidence wavers. They have broken so many before me.


Chapter Ten

The workstation comes into view, and my legs lock beneath me. The handler jerks my reins, but terror roots me to the spot. Before us looms a steel rack, cold and unyielding, designed for restraint. Its surface gleams dully in the flickering firelight, and heavy shackles hang at each end, ready to bind wrists and ankles, forcing the captive into a vulnerable position. Beside it, a fire pit glows orange-red, tools of various shapes protruding from the coals. The acrid smell of scorched flesh hangs in the air—the lingering evidence of those marked before me. My lungs seize as I realize what’s about to happen: they’re going to brand me like cattle.

“Groth!” the handler barks, yanking harder on my reins. When I still don’t move, a crop strikes the back of my thigh with a stinging crack that makes me yelp around the bit. I stumble forward, my body responding to pain even as my mind screams to run.

Two handlers flank me now, gripping my arms above the elbow as they march me toward the wooden rack. I dig my heels into the dirt, a futile resistance that earns me another strike from the crop. My muscles burn with fatigue from the night’s journey, but fear pumps fresh energy through my veins. I thrash against their hold, twisting my torso, trying to wrench free.

“Spirited,” one comments, his grip tightening.

“Strength wasted if it can’t be controlled,” the other replies. “Hold still for marking.”

They’re little, but strong, and force me down onto the cold steel frame, its chilling touch seeping into my skin. I feel the sharp edges of the metal pressing against my body as they shove my face down, forcing it against the hard, unyielding surface. The heavy shackles clank ominously nearby, swinging open, ready to bind my limbs tightly in place. A handler kneels, unfastening my ankle chains while another holds my reins taut, keeping my head pulled up and back. The moment my ankles are freed from each other, I kick out, my foot connecting with the kneeling Grivvet’s shoulder.

He grunts, more annoyed than hurt, and barks something in their language. Immediately, more hands appear, six or eight of them grabbing my legs, forcing them apart and securing them to the lower portions of the frame. The cold iron of new shackles closes around each ankle, these attached firmly to the wooden structure.

“You should know better. Never remove leg binders until the horse is secured. Horses are big, and it’s not safe until they are broken and made docile.” One grumbles at the other’s mistake.

My arms remain bound behind me, but not for long. A handler produces a knife and slices through the ropes that have held my elbows together for the long night’s journey. Blood rushes back into my hands, a painful tingling that’s both agony and relief. Before I can appreciate even this small mercy, my wrists are grabbed and pulled up to the upper sections of the rack. More shackles close around them, stretching me into a spread-eagle position that leaves me utterly vulnerable.

Now fully secured to the frame, I can only move my head. The bit remains in my mouth, preventing screams, reducing me to animal sounds of distress that the handlers completely ignore. They step back to examine their work, ensuring I’m properly restrained before they begin.

My eyes dart frantically to the fire pit, where the tools continue to heat. From this angle, I can see them more clearly—long metal rods with different-shaped ends, glowing orange in the coals. Branding irons. The thought sends a fresh wave of panic through me. A permanent mark burned into my flesh, declaring me property—no different from the cattle back home that Father branded each spring.

I strain against the shackles; the iron cutting into my wrists and ankles as I pull with all my remaining strength. The rack holds firm, designed to withstand exactly this kind of desperate struggle. Tears stream down my face, dropping onto my bare breasts as I thrash in the restraints.

Skarn comes to stand before me, his amber eyes level with mine because of the angle of the frame. For the first time, he looks directly at me, not as an object to be moved but as something requiring his attention.

“Every pony trained here carries my mark,” he says, his voice low and matter-of-fact. There’s no cruelty in his tone, no pleasure in my suffering—only the calm explanation of business practice. “The mark identifies ownership, breeding status, and training level. All must be marked.”

I make a desperate sound around the bit, trying to form words, to plead. He understands my attempt but shows no reaction to it.

“Buyers recognize my mark—the best there is, and they’ll pay a premium price for a horse trained by me. This mark guarantees quality.”

He’s explaining this to me as if I should be proud of the distinction, as if being “Skarn’s stock” is some kind of honor. Fresh tears burn in my eyes, not just from fear of pain but from the crushing realization that he genuinely sees nothing wrong with what he’s doing.

Skarn turns to the handler by the fire. “The registration stylus. Not the branding iron. I plan to sell her so she won’t be carrying my brand, just my mark.”

Registration stylus? My panicked mind grasps at these words, not understanding. The handler nods and reaches for a different tool than I expected. Instead of a branding iron with a flat end, he retrieves a slender metal rod with a needle-like tip, still glowing hot from the fire.

“Hold her firm,” Skarn instructs. “Fresh ink marks better with minimal movement.”

Two handlers step forward to brace my legs, pressing them firmly against the wooden frame. A third approaches with a small pot of what must be ink—a deep blue-black liquid that he places within reach of the one holding the heated stylus.

Understanding dawns on me with fresh horror. Not a brand, but a tattoo—still a permanent mark etched into my skin with that burning needle. In some ways, more precise and detailed than a brand would be.

The handler dips the glowing tip of the stylus into the ink pot, then approaches me with methodical focus. He stands between my legs. His clawed hand pulls apart the edges of my labia. Oh god! No! My struggles intensify, my body jerking against the restraints with renewed desperation. The frame creaks but doesn’t yield.

“Left or right, cunny lip, Master Skarn?” the handler asks, glancing at his employer.

Skarn studies my body with a clinical eye. “Traditional application. Right for registration number and ownership mark. Left for classification symbols. We can add the new marks when training is complete. Standard placement allows buyers to check markings quickly.”

The handler nods and positions himself between my spread legs. The heated stylus hovers inches from my sensitive skin, its tip still glowing faintly, ink dripping in a single dark bead from its point.

“Will she be offered in the breeding program in the future?” he asks, preparing the first mark.

“Likely, if her owner wants it,” Skarn replies. “Good bone structure. Strong back. Add the fertility indicator to her classification marks. If she doesn’t train well, I’ll breed her myself. I’ll need to get my money’s worth, and she’ll make healthy foals.”

I scream into the bit; the sound emerging as a shrill whinny that makes one handler place a soothing hand on my head. “Shhh, girl. All the ponies like our stallions. You’ll like it.” He says, misinterpreting my cries.

I don’t want to be bred, marked or bought and sold. I just want to go home.

Skarn steps closer, his face filling my vision as I thrash my head from side to side—the only movement left to me. “Fighting only makes the marks blur,” he says softly. “Better to accept. Less pain that way.”

His words offer no comfort, no escape. The stylus moves closer to my pussy, its heat radiating against my sensitive skin even before contact. My muscles strain against the unyielding shackles, my body arched in the frame, trying to pull away from what’s about to happen.

The handler steadies my thigh with a firm grip, his clawed fingers digging into my flesh to hold me still. “Ready,” he says, positioning the burning stylus directly above my skin.

I close my eyes, unable to watch as they mark me as property, as less than human. My last coherent thought before the pain begins is that no matter what symbols they burn into my flesh, they can’t reach the part of me that remains Aveline.

But as the white-hot stylus touches my skin, even that certainty begins to waver. My world explodes into white-hot agony. The searing pain shoots from my pussy through my entire body, arching my spine against the restraints. My scream is muffled by the bit, transforming into a high, keening sound that doesn’t seem human even to my own ears. The handler doesn’t pause, doesn’t flinch at my suffering—his clawed hand is steady as he burns the first Grivvet rune into the tender skin of my labia.

Each stroke of the heated needle feels like a line of fire being drawn directly onto my nerves. The ink hisses as it meets my skin, a sound almost lost beneath my muffled cries. Tears stream down my face, pooling at the corners of the bit before spilling onto my chest. I strain against the shackles, but it does nothing to free me.

The handler works with mechanical precision, dipping the stylus into the ink pot after each symbol, then returning to my flesh to continue his terrible artistry. The smell of burning skin—my skin—fills my nostrils, making me gag around the bit.

“Keep still,” he mutters when my involuntary jerking makes him pause. As if I could control my body’s response to this torture. Two other handlers step forward, pressing down on my hips to further immobilize me. Their touch is impersonal, clinical—just part of their daily work.

When he’s done with the right side, he reheats the stylus before moving on to the left side. A fresh wave of agony washes over me as the stylus bites into unmarked skin. These symbols seem different—more complex, with curving lines requiring longer contact with the burning needle. The classification marks, I realize through the haze of pain. The symbols that will tell others what kind of “pony” I am.

“Breeding status indicator here,” the handler says, pointing to a spot higher on the edge. Skarn must nod because the stylus moves higher, dangerously close to the edge of my clit. I try to twist away, but the hands holding me are like iron clamps.

The pain as he marks this more sensitive area is so intense that black spots dance before my eyes. I fear I might faint, but somehow remain conscious—denied even that small mercy.

Time loses meaning. It could be minutes or hours that I hang in the frame, my body a canvas for their cruel artistry. Finally, the handler steps back, examining his work with a critical eye. He wipes away blood and excess ink with a damp cloth, the rough fabric scraping against the raw, burned skin.

“Good work,” he announces. “Clean lines. Registration complete.”

Fingers covered in a cream dip between my legs, coating the area and soothing most of the pain. I let out a breath of relief as the pain fades.

Skarn steps forward to inspect the markings himself. His amber eyes move over the symbols now permanently etched into my flesh. He nods with satisfaction, reaching out to touch the reddened skin surrounding the marks. His finger traces one symbol, sending a warmth shooting through my pussy, making me gasp in surprise.

“Perfect,” he says. “Ownership mark clear, classification symbols well-placed. She is now officially registered stock.”

Registered. Official. The words hammer at me through the fog of pain. Whatever these marks mean, they represent some kind of legal process in the Grivvet world. They’ve not just hurt me—they’ve documented me, cataloged me, made me part of their barbaric system.

Skarn turns to the handler. “Remove the bit. Let her understand what has happened.”

The handler looks surprised. “You’re going to let the horse talk?”

“Just this once. They accept their place faster when they understand it. Less breaking needed.”

The handler shrugs and moves behind my head. He unbuckles the straps of the bridle, careful to maintain his grip on the leather as it comes loose. The bit slides from between my teeth, dragging across my raw, bleeding lips as it’s removed. For the first time since my capture, my mouth is free.

I work my jaw; the muscles aching from being forced open for so long. My tongue feels swollen, my throat dry as sand. I try to speak, but at first, only a hoarse croak emerges. I swallow painfully and try again.

“Please...” My voice sounds strange to my own ears, rusty from disuse. “Please let me go. I’m a girl... a human... not a horse.”

The words come out broken, desperate. But they’re words—human speech—and using them again feels like reclaiming a small piece of myself. Skarn watches me with those unreadable amber eyes, neither amused nor angered by my plea.

“You were human,” he replies, his tone conversational, as if we’re discussing the weather. “Before the marking.”

“I’m still human,” I insist, my voice growing stronger with desperation. “These marks don’t change what I am. They’re just ink and burns.”

Skarn shakes his head slowly. “You don’t understand our laws yet. The ink on your flesh makes you a horse now—an animal by our laws. There is no going back.”

“Laws? Your laws don’t apply to me! I’m from the farm beyond the forest. I have parents, a home—”

“Had,” Skarn corrects, still calm. “The past is gone. This is your reality now.” He gestures at the marks on my body. “These symbols are more than ownership marks. They represent a legal transformation. They change your status from person to property.”

“Do you know why our laws exist, girl? Why your village and so many humans fear us?”

“Grivvets have been using humans as mounts for centuries. We originated from a land far across the sea. Hundreds of years ago, we came to this land. We settled and started farming the harsher areas of land that humans didn’t use, but our customs were strange to the humans here. The closest human settlements to the north saw our pony-girls and called them an abomination. They marched with fire and sword.“

“For years, blood drowned the fields. We lost many kin, and in turn many human women were taken as spoils of war, trained to be mounts for our war against their own people.”

He pauses and shakes his head, while a flicker of hope blooms in my chest. There are human villages nearby. If I can escape, maybe I can find help.

Oblivious of my thought he continues. “At last, peace was forged between humans and Grivvets. The bargain was that we Grivvets swore never to take women from the north. In return, they would respect our right to own and keep pony-girls. We could live side by side, us in the valleys and woods to the south, and them in the towns to the north.”

He has to be lying. There is no way humans would turn their backs on each other to respect these beasts’ way of life. It’s barbaric.

“We agreed, since there are many towns like yours far to the east and west, to collect new stock. In turn, they agreed to see our marked ponies as legal livestock owned by us and no longer human.”

I stare at him, unable to comprehend how he can say such things so matter-of-factly. “You can’t just decide I’m an animal because you say so!”

“We didn’t decide. Our ancestors did, generations ago. The law is clear: humans captured on Grivvet land and marked become livestock. It has always been this way.”

Skarn tilts my head up, meeting my eyes. “You left your village. The old laws claim you now. By the word of your own people, you are no longer human. You are pony stock, and with that mark on your cunny, all will see you as such for all time.”

His explanation is more terrifying than any threat or cruelty. He genuinely believes what he’s saying—that some marks on my skin have transformed me from a person into a thing, and that this transformation is normal, legal, and accepted even by the local human villages.

“No. My name is Aveline,” I say, clinging to this one truth. “I have a name.”

“Horses have names too,” Skarn replies with a slight shrug. “I think you will be called…” He looks me over once more, focusing on my hair. “Emberlily. Your classification is premium stock, potential breeder and possibly more once trained. That is your identity now, and that will be the identity of any foals you birth.”

“No.” I shake my head violently, tears streaming down my face. “No, you can’t erase who I am. You can’t just decide I’m not human anymore.”

“It’s already done, Emberlily.” He points to the marks on me. “These are recognized throughout the Grivvet territories and the villages. They are your papers, and identify you as a pony-girl. It’s permanent, and it can never be removed. They will remain even after you die.”

The finality in his voice strikes me like a physical blow. These marks aren’t just painful decorations or even simple ownership brands. They’re a transformation, a legal document written in my flesh and blood that declares me no longer human in the eyes of these creatures who now control my life.

“This can’t be happening,” I whisper, more to myself than to him. “This isn’t real.”

“It is real,” Skarn says, his voice almost gentle now. “And accepting it will make your training easier. Fight, and you suffer needlessly. Accept, and you may even find contentment in your new purpose.”

“I’ll never accept this,” I say through clenched teeth. “Never.”

Skarn studies me for a long moment, then nods as if I’ve confirmed something he already knew. “They all say that at first. The marks are fresh, so the pain clouds your thinking. Time will teach you.”

He turns to the handler holding the bridle. “Replace the bit. She has had her last words as a human. Now her training as a horse begins.”

“Wait!” I cry, desperate to keep this small freedom of speech. “Wait, please—”

But the handler is already moving behind me. The bit slides between my teeth before I can say anything more, silencing my pleas. My words, my humanity, are locked away behind steel and leather.

Skarn looks at me one last time, and I see something like satisfaction in his eyes. “Good girl,” he says, patting my head as one might praise a pet. “Your first lesson begins now: horses don’t talk.”

And with those words, he seals my fate more effectively than any mark burned into my flesh. The marks declare me property to others, but his casual dismissal of my voice, my words, my very humanness—that’s what truly begins to break me.


Chapter Eleven

The shackles around my wrists release first, my arms falling limply to my sides after being stretched above my head for so long. Blood rushes back into my fingers, a painful tingling that barely registers against the burning agony of the fresh marks in my most intimate place. A place that is now free for anyone to see.

Before I can even think to move, rough, clawed hands grab my wrists, yanking them behind my back and binding them again—tighter this time, but with a softer rope. The ankle restraints open next, but my feet are allowed only a moment’s freedom before being re-shackled, the chain between them jingling as I’m pulled away from the rack on unsteady legs.

I stumble, nearly falling as my muscles spasm after being held in one position for so long. The handlers don’t slow their pace to accommodate my weakness; they simply drag me upright when I falter, keeping me moving with sharp tugs on the reins still attached to my bridle. “Easy girl, get your feet under you.”

My lower lips sting where the fresh markings rub with each step, blood and ink mingling in thin rivulets down my legs.

“Auction collar not needed now,” says one handler to another. “Has permanent registration.”

The other nods, producing a key from a pouch at his belt. “We have to remove it before stabling the new pony.”

They halt my shuffling progress. “Drakk.” I don’t fight and drop to my knees. My head is still swimming with everything Skarn told me about Grivvet laws. There is no way other humans would allow this type of enslavement. I still don’t believe it.

The key turns in a lock at the back of my neck, and the heavy metal collar that’s circled my throat since the auction falls away. For a moment, I feel a flash of relief at having the weight removed—until I remember why I don’t need it anymore. The markings serve the same purpose now, permanently identifying me as property.

A handler steps in front of me, holding what appears to be a new bridle—more elaborate than the simple one currently strapped to my head. This one features finer leatherwork, with decorative stitching along the straps and a more substantial bit. I recognize it as similar to those worn by the trained pony-girls I saw earlier, the ones whose eyes were empty of resistance or humanity.

“Hold still,” the handler commands as he unbuckles my current bridle.

I consider fighting—this might be my only chance to speak again, to scream for help—but the memory of Skarn’s words stops me. “Your last words as a human.” Would fighting now just bring more pain, more punishment? The thought paralyzes me long enough for the handler to slide the simple auction bit from my mouth.

Before I can utter a sound, fingers grip my jaw, forcing it open. The new bit is larger, designed with a curved central piece that presses down on my tongue and extensions that reach deeper into my mouth.

“Good design,” comments one handler to another as they buckle the new bridle securely behind my head. “Training bit. Make proper pony sounds when they try to talk.”

The straps tighten, pulling the bit firmly against the corners of my mouth. Unlike the simple auction bridle, this one has additional straps that cross my forehead and under my chin, ensuring I can’t dislodge it by shaking my head. When it’s secured, the handler steps back to admire his work.

“Pretty horse,” he says with satisfaction.

I test the bit, trying to work my tongue around it, seeking some way to form words despite the intrusion. The pressure against my tongue increases with each movement, the bit designed specifically to prevent human speech. In frustration, I try to say “No”—the simplest word, just one syllable.

What emerges isn’t a word at all. It’s a high-pitched sound, eerily similar to a horse’s whinny. The shock of it freezes me in place. I try again, attempting to say “Help,” but the result is the same—a series of equine noises that bear no resemblance to human speech.

The handler laughs, a chittering sound of amusement. “See? It works perfectly! Makes you sound like a horse.”

Horror washes through me. This isn’t just silence; it’s transformation. The bit is designed not only to prevent me from speaking but to make me sound like the animal they claim I now am. Every attempt to assert my humanity through speech will only reinforce their perception of me as a horse.

“Smart design,” says another handler, adjusting the straps. “Helps training. Makes them accept faster when their own voice betrays them.”

I fall silent, unwilling to produce more of those terrible sounds. The handler takes my reins again, tugging me forward with a sharp “Groth!” My feet move automatically now, the command already programmed into my muscles after a night of conditioning.

“Learning quickly,” he observes to his companion. “Good sign. Some take days to respond to basic commands.”

“Master went easy on you,” he says, turning to address me directly. “Let you talk one last time, but remember horses don’t talk even when the bit is out. Learn quickly, or face punishment.”

I stare at him, trying to pour all my hatred and defiance into my gaze since I can no longer express it with words. He meets my eyes without concern, completely unbothered by my silent rebellion.

“Smart horse. Train easy,” he repeats, as if my glare has somehow confirmed his assessment rather than challenged it.

We move across the yard; the handlers maintain a firm grip on my arms as they lead me toward what must be the stables. My legs tremble with each step, weak from the night’s journey and the ordeal of the marking.

As we walk, I observe the farm in daylight, seeing details I missed during our arrival. More pony-girls move about the yard, each engaged in some form of work or training. None wear clothes of any kind; their bodies are fully exposed to the elements and the eyes of the Grivvets. Some bear saddles strapped directly to their backs, while others wear harnesses designed for pulling carts or plows. All wear bridles similar to my new one, the bits forcing their mouths into identical positions.

What strikes me most is their eyes. Or rather, what’s missing from them. There’s no spark of defiance, no hint of the person who once existed before becoming “stock.” They move with the docile compliance of true animals, responding to commands without hesitation or resistance.

One pony-girl passes close enough for me to see her face clearly. She’s young, perhaps my age or a little older, with dark hair cropped into a mane that runs down the center of her otherwise shaved head. Her body shows signs of long-term training—muscles developed specifically for carrying riders. She looks through me as if I’m not there; her gaze unfocused, her face arranged in a placid mask that shows no recognition, no curiosity, no humanity.

How long does it take, I wonder, to empty someone like that? To erase everything that makes them who they are until only the shell remains? Days? Weeks? Months?

Another pony-girl kneels tethered to a post, waiting as a Grivvet handler adjusts her harness. She stamps one foot impatiently, the gesture so horselike that I almost forget she’s human. When the handler taps her flank with a crop, she responds instantly, shifting her position to facilitate his work. The interaction is seamless, automatic—the product of thorough training that has replaced human responses with equine ones.

“Good stock, but stubborn in the beginning,” the handler holding my reins comments, noticing my attention on the tethered girl. “Three years in training. Sold yesterday to Master Krivol. She will pull his personal cart. Nice docile horse now. He’s very lucky to own her. He will pick her up tomorrow.”

Three years. She’s been here three years, living as a horse, her humanity systematically erased until she not only accepts her role but embodies it completely. The thought makes my stomach turn. I can’t imagine surviving three days of this, let alone three years.

We reach a long wooden building—the main stable I saw from the ridge. Up close, it’s larger than I first thought, with multiple sections and at least thirty individual stall doors visible along its length. The smell is a mix of straw and musk, but it brings me a sense of familiarity.

The handler opens an empty stall and pushes me in with a hand on my rump. “Get in, girl.” Once I’m inside, he shuts the door, leaning over the gate. “Good horse, Emberlily. You’ll train easily. It won’t take years for a good pony like you. The master might keep you for breeding. Make more pretty red horses for selling, or sell you to a new master when trained.”

His words hurt as much as the raw marks between my legs. Is this my future?


Chapter Twelve

“Zarn!” The command echoes through the stable corridor, hitting me like a physical blow. My body responds before my mind can intervene, knees buckling, head dropping to my chest. I was still stuck on the horror that this might be my future, and didn’t even think about my actions.

The handler’s approval registers as a patronizing pat on my head, his leathery hand lingering just long enough to remind me of my new status.

“Good horse,” the handler says, his voice carrying the casual tone of someone praising a well-trained pet. “Rest now. Training begins tomorrow.”

The top part of the stall door slams shut, the latch clicking into place. Through the bit, I try to scream, to curse, to beg—but only that horrible horse-like whinny emerges, high and inhuman. The sound of my own voice—or rather, the absence of it—silences me more effectively than any command.

I struggle to my feet, refusing to kneel a moment longer than necessary. The handler is no longer here to see this teeny rebellion, but it makes me feel better.

The straw-covered floor shifts beneath me, making balance precarious with my arms bound tightly behind my back. My ankles remain shackled, the chain between them jingling with each slight movement. Standing takes more effort after the long trek here, but I cling to it as the last shred of my humanity. Animals lie down in stalls. Humans lie down in houses.

The stall is small—six feet by six feet at most—with rough-hewn wooden walls that rise to just above head height. A single window near the ceiling lets in thin afternoon light, revealing dust motes dancing in the golden beam. The floor is covered with fresh straw, piled thicker in one corner to form what must be intended as my bed. A metal trough mounted to one wall holds clean water, positioned at what would be mouth height if I were kneeling. The implications make me sick.

I will not drink like that. I will not.

Every movement sends fresh pain shooting through my most intimate areas, the newly marked flesh between my legs still raw and burning. I try not to think about what those marks mean—that by some twisted Grivvet law; I am no longer considered human. The symbols burned and inked onto my labia declare me property, livestock, a beast of burden with no more rights than the cattle on Father’s farm.

Father. Mother. God, I miss them. Would they even recognize me now—naked, bridled, and marked? The thought of them finding me like this brings hot tears to my eyes, but I blink them away furiously. Crying is a weakness, and I cannot afford weakness now.

I scan the stall for anything useful, any flaw in its construction. The walls are solid; the planks fitted tightly together with no gaps large enough to exploit. The door is equally sturdy, with iron hinges and a latch that can only be opened from the outside. Even the window is too small and too high to reach, if my arms were free. There is nothing here that could be used as a tool or weapon.

My stomach growls, reminding me I haven’t eaten since yesterday morning. Thirst scratches at my throat, my tongue dry and swollen around the bit that forces my mouth into this unnatural position, grinds against my molars. I eye the water trough warily, pride warring with necessity. Not yet, I tell myself. Not until I have no choice.

I stand for what feels like hours, shifting my weight from foot to foot when my legs begin to cramp. The fresh markings between my thighs throb in time with my heartbeat, the pain dulled somewhat by whatever cream the handler applied but still persistent enough to be a constant reminder. Every time I move, the chain between my ankles chimes, a delicate sound at odds with its purpose.

Standing becomes harder as exhaustion settles deeper into my bones. My body still hasn’t recovered from the night’s journey through the forest, the fight while strapped to the marking rack, and the trauma of everything that’s happened since I stepped into the woods yesterday morning.

How could my life have changed in such a short period? It feels like years have passed, like the girl who left the farm with dreams of adventure died somewhere in the dark forest and this shell is all that remains.

No! That’s what they want me to think. I am still here. I am still me, no matter what they think.

My body has already begun to betray me, and it gets worse as time wears on. My legs tremble, muscles quivering with the effort of keeping me upright. I stumble, catching myself against the wall before sliding down to my knees. Even this small defeat tastes like ash in my mouth.

“I won’t lie down,” I whisper in my mind, the words clear even if my mouth can only produce those horrible equine sounds. “I won’t sleep like an animal.”

I kneel in the straw, back straight, head held high despite the bridle, but my body is slowly reaching its limits. Hours pass, marked only by the shifting of light through the small window. The beam crawls across the floor, then up the opposite wall, growing redder as the afternoon changes to evening.

I hear the sounds of other pony-girls being led to stalls, and the sharp commands from the handlers, but it soon quiets down.

My vision blurs, my head nodding forward before I catch myself. The third time it happens, I lack the strength to pull myself upright again. I topple sideways, landing in the thicker pile of straw in the corner. The hay prickles against my bare skin, sharp edges poking into already tender flesh. I should move, should right myself, should resist this animal bed they’ve prepared for me, but my eyes won’t stay open.

The straw smells of earth and sun and distant summer fields. It reminds me, perversely, of home—of helping Father in the barn, of stacking fresh hay for winter. The familiar scent brings a fresh wave of grief that threatens to drown me.

As consciousness begins to slip away, one thought circles in my mind: I will not become what they want me to be. I will not forget who I am. I will escape and return home, to reclaim my humanity or die trying, but even as I cling to this promise, a smaller, darker voice whispers from the shadows of my mind: What if you can’t? What if this is forever?

The weight of that possibility presses down on me as heavily as the bridle and the markings branded into my flesh. I am too exhausted to fight it any longer. Sleep claims me at last, dragging me down into darkness where, mercifully, I am neither human nor horse, neither Aveline nor Emberlily—just nothing at all.

Early morning light filters through the window, casting golden beams across the straw where I lie crumpled like discarded clothing. Every muscle in my body aches from yesterday’s ordeal. The creak of the stall door jolts me from half-sleep, and I blink up at the sudden intrusion, my mind foggy but instantly alert to danger. A handler stands silhouetted against the stable corridor, his compact frame blocking my only exit.

“Drakk!” The command cuts through the air, sharp and uncompromising.

My mind is clearer today, and I hesitate, clinging to yesterday's rebellion. The handler’s amber eyes narrow, his hand moving to the crop at his belt, making me second guess my act of defiance.

The handler may be small, but he’s quick. He’s beside me in a flash and lands two sharp smacks on my bottom. “Drakk!’’

I yelp as my bum burns, shifting awkwardly onto my knees. The straw crackles beneath me as I struggle to rise from my sprawled position, my bound arms making every movement an exercise in painful coordination.

The handler nods with clinical satisfaction. “Good. You learn quickly.”

His approval sickens me. I want to spit in his leathery face, to kick him across the stall, to scream that I am not his pet to be trained, but the bit between my teeth prevents me from talking, and the bindings on my wrists and ankles limit any hope of physical resistance. So I kneel, hating him, and hating myself for complying.

He circles me slowly, eyes tracking over my naked body with the detached interest of someone inspecting a tool. His clawed fingers brush against my shoulder, testing the tension in my muscles, then move to my neck, adjusting the straps of my bridle where they’ve twisted during sleep.

“Good, horse. You are learning faster than most that you are not in charge.” He says.

I glare at him, since I can’t tell him what I think. He continues his inspection, moving behind me to check the ropes binding my arms. He tugs them, testing the knots, and I wince as the movement sends a fresh pain through my shoulders.

“Good. Still secure.” My eyes widen in shock when he pats me on the ass right where it still stings. “I know it probably hurts, but you are big, and could hurt Grivvets. Must be restrained at all times, and arms are not needed on horses,” he rubs a hand up my thigh. “Just strong back and legs.”

“Time to eat. Hungry horses don’t learn well.” He changes the topic quickly. My stomach growls loudly at the mention of food.

The handler’s mouth quirks in what might be amusement. “Yes, very hungry. Good appetite means good health.” He pats my rump again like a farmer might pat a prize mare at market, his touch both impersonal and deeply violating. “Come. Food is outside.”

He produces reins from his belt, clips them to the rings on either side of my bridle with practiced efficiency. The leather straps dangle from my face like a symbol of my captivity, a physical extension of their control. He wraps the reins around his small hand and tugs lightly; the bit pressing into the corners of my mouth.

The sensation is both foreign and sickeningly familiar—the same pressure I felt throughout the night’s journey from the auction. My body remembers what it means: follow or suffer. I rise awkwardly, the chain between my ankles jingling as I adjust my balance. My legs are stiff from hours curled on the stable floor, and my thighs tremble with the effort of standing.

“Groth,” the handler commands, and begins walking backward toward the stall door, tugging the reins to guide me.

I follow with small, shuffling steps that seem designed to remind me of my helplessness. The stupid registry markings that legally transformed me from person to property in the Grivvet world burn lightly.

We emerge from the stall into the stable corridor. Other handlers move about, leading pony-girls to and from stalls, carrying buckets of water or armfuls of fresh straw. No one spares more than a glance for me. I’m just another horse being taken for training.

The corridor stretches longer than I expected, lined with identical stall doors on both sides. From behind some come soft whinnies or the rustle of movement; others are silent, their occupants perhaps already out for the day’s work or training. The smell of straw and sweat hangs in the air, underlaid with something more chemical—the salve they applied to my markings, perhaps, or some solution used to clean the stable floors.

My handler maintains a steady pace ahead of me, occasionally glancing back to check my progress. “Good girl,” he says when I manage to keep up despite my shackles. “Not fighting reins. Smart mare.”

I’m not being smart. I’m being practical. Fighting would mean pain without purpose, resistance without result. Better to save my strength, to watch, and wait. I need to learn the patterns of this place because escape will require knowledge, not just blind rebellion.

We reach the stable’s end, and the handler pauses before large double doors that stand partially open. Sunlight streams through the gap, so bright after the dim stable that I squint against its intensity.

“Outside is busy,” he warns me. “Many handlers, many horses. Stay close and do not resist or make trouble. We don’t like to hurt our pony-girls, but we will if you fight.”

He pushes the door wider, and tugs me through into blinding daylight. The world outside the stable is a shock to my senses. The yard sprawls before us, alive with activity. Handlers move purposefully in all directions, leading pony-girls to various parts of the farm. Some ponies pull carts loaded with supplies, their naked bodies harnessed in leather and metal that gleams in the sun. Others practice formation walking in one corner of the yard, moving in synchronized patterns under the watchful eye of a Grivvet with an elaborate whip.

The yard itself is packed dirt, worn smooth by countless pony-girl boots. Buildings of various sizes surround it—equipment sheds, training rings, what might be a smithy where the metalwork for bridles and bits are forged. Beyond them, fields stretch toward the forest edge, some being worked by pony-girls pulling plows under a handler’s direction.

What strikes me most is the normality of it all. This isn’t a hidden nightmare but a functioning farm, operating in broad daylight with the organized efficiency of any agricultural enterprise. The Grivvets move about their work with the easy confidence of those who never question the rightness of what they do. The pony-girls perform their tasks with the placid acceptance of creatures who have forgotten they were ever anything else.

It all sends icy fear sliding down my spine as my handler tugs me forward, into the heart of this terrible place, my bare feet stepping reluctantly into the sun-warmed dirt of the yard.

The sun beats down on my naked shoulders as I stand in the yard, my handler discussing something with another Grivvet. Their voices fade to background noise as a new discomfort demands my attention—a familiar pressure in my lower abdomen, insistent and growing. My bladder is full, painfully so. I shift my weight subtly, trying to ease the sensation without drawing attention to my need. A normal human function suddenly transformed into another potential humiliation in this place where nothing private remains.

I haven’t relieved myself since leaving the farm. How many hours ago was that? The pressure builds with each passing moment, a mounting urgency that becomes impossible to ignore. I clench my muscles tightly, fighting against this most basic bodily function. Surely they must allow me some privacy for this. Surely, even animals are granted this small dignity.

The pressure only grows, demanding relief, and I shift again, more noticeably this time, my thighs pressing together as much as the chain between my ankles allows. The movement tugs at the fresh markings on my labia, sending sharp stabs of pain that momentarily distract from my urgent need.

My handler turns, amber eyes narrowing as he notes my restless movements. “Stop fussing.”

“She probably needs to go,” another Grivvet responds with a laugh as he’s walking by. “They always hold it too long the first day. Too proud or scared.”

The casual way they discuss my bodily functions sends heat rushing to my face. I look away, unable to meet their gaze, but my body betrays me again. A small, involuntary sound escapes around the bit—not quite a whimper, not quite a whinny, but something between that speaks of discomfort and need.

My handler’s ears perk up at the sound. He steps closer, studying my face, my posture. Understanding dawns on his expression. “Ah. Need to release water.”

Didn’t the other handler just tell him that?

He tugs gently on my reins. “Come. Not here.”

Relief floods through me—not physical relief, but the momentary comfort of knowing I won’t be forced to soil myself where I stand. I should know better by now because that relief curdles instantly into new dread as I realize where he’s leading me.

A new humiliation awaits.

He leads me across the yard, past other handlers and pony-girls going about their daily routines. A training session unfolds to our right—five naked women practicing synchronized movements under a trainer’s watchful eye. They step in unison, backs straight, heads held at identical angles. None show any sign of discomfort or resistance. Have they forgotten they were ever anything else?

My bladder throbs painfully, each step sending fresh waves of urgency through my lower body. The pressure is building to a near-unbearable level as we reach the edge of the yard, where the packed dirt gives way to grass and scattered trees. Several crude wooden posts stand at intervals along this boundary. My handler stops beside one, turning to face me.

“No peeing in the stable yard,” he explains, gesturing to the dirt we’ve just crossed. “It’s the rule for all ponies. Soil yard, and you get punished. We don’t want to be walking around in horseshit.”

I stare at him, uncomprehending. Is he going to tie me to this post? Leave me here until—what? Until I can’t hold it anymore and humiliate myself completely?

“Horses know no shame,” he continues, as if reading my thoughts. “Pee outside, like an animal, but only at command.”

Only at command. The words echo in my head, their meaning slowly taking shape. They control even this—when and where I’m allowed to relieve myself. Another freedom stripped away, another natural function regulated by their rules.

He gestures to the grass beside the post. “Here is the pony toilet area. When a handler or master says special words, you release. Not before.”

I glance around, desperate for some privacy, some small barrier between me and the busy yard, but there is none. Other pony-girls trot past on their way to different parts of the farm, some casting sympathetic glances my way in understanding, others staring straight ahead as if I don’t exist. Handlers move about their business, occasionally looking over with mild interest at the new mare learning the rules.

A pony-girl approaches, led by her handler to a nearby post. She moves with the placid acceptance of one long trained, her body displaying the muscular definition that comes from months or years of physical labor. Without hesitation, she positions herself on the grass when her handler commands. He speaks words I don’t understand, and she immediately releases a stream of urine, her face showing neither embarrassment nor resistance.

Will I ever get used to this? Will I become so broken that even this most private function becomes just another trained behavior, performed on command without thought or shame?

“You need release badly,” my handler observes, noting my increasingly desperate squirming. “But must wait for my command.”

The cruelty of it stuns me. I could empty my bladder right now, end this torment—but that would mean punishment. I’d be defying their rules, proving myself unbroken. Part of me wants to do exactly that, to reclaim this small control over my body, but another part, the practical part that’s learning to survive in this place, knows such rebellion would bring only another lash of the whip or worse.

I stand trembling at the edge of the yard, caught between desperate physical need and stubborn pride. My muscles clench and release involuntarily, fighting a battle they cannot win against nature itself. Sweat beads on my forehead from the effort of control, mingling with tears of frustration that I refuse to let fall.

Handlers pass by, some nodding to mine. A cart rumbles past, pulled by a pony-girl whose muscled back strains under the load. None of them seem to notice or care about my distress—it’s simply part of the training, another day on the farm.

“All new ponies struggle with this lesson,” my handler says, almost kindly. “They learn fastest when the need is greatest.”

The pressure is unbearable now, a tidal wave pushing against weakening defenses. I make another involuntary sound around the bit, a high whimper that ends in something horribly like a nicker. The handler watches impassively, waiting to see how long I can hold out, how much control I can maintain. I almost think he wants me to fail so he can punish me.

I shift my weight again, my thighs pressing together as much as my shackled ankles allow. My entire world narrows to this single need, this primal urge that overrides all thoughts of dignity or resistance.

This, I realize with growing horror, is exactly what they want—to reduce me to basic animal functions, to make my body’s needs more important than my human pride, and sadly, it’s working. In this moment, I would do anything, accept any command, just to end this torment.

Sweat beads across my skin despite the cool breeze. The handler watches me with detached curiosity, his crop tapping a steady rhythm against his thigh—waiting. I can’t hold on much longer. The pressure builds with each passing second.

“Ready to learn?” he asks, noting my trembling thighs, my desperate posture. “Obedient mare only releases when told. Only when told.”

I would agree to anything now, promise any obedience, if only to end this torment, but the bit transforms my desperate plea into a high-pitched whimper that emerges as something horribly equine. The sound seems to satisfy him, a sign that my need has reached its peak.

“Horses squat to release,” he instructs. “Position yourself.”

With my arms bound behind me, the maneuver is awkward and humiliating. I shift on my feet trying to spread them wider, to lower myself into a squatting position that will allow release without soiling myself. Each movement sends fresh waves of urgency through my lower body, my bladder screaming for relief.

When I’ve finally managed a precarious squat, my thighs quivering with the effort of holding the position, the handler steps closer. His voice drops to a near-whisper. “Vreen Desik.”

The foreign words hang in the air between us. For a moment, I don’t understand—then realization dawns. These must be the command words, the permission I’ve been waiting for. Still, a last shred of human dignity makes me hesitate, fighting against the terrible need.

The handler’s eyes narrow. “Vreen Desik,” he repeats, more firmly.

My body surrenders, and the release is immediate and overwhelming, as urine streams down my legs and onto the grass beneath me. The relief is so intense it’s almost painful, a pleasure-pain that draws an involuntary sound from my throat—half sob, half sigh—distorted by the bit into something that sounds distressingly like a soft nicker.

Tears burn behind my eyes, spilling over to make wet paths down my cheeks as I empty my bladder at this creature’s command. The physical relief contrasts with the spiritual wound of this new degradation. I am relieving myself in public, on command, like the animal they insist I am. Each second of this release is both a blessing and a curse—the easing of physical discomfort coupled with the destruction of another piece of my humanity.

The handler nods with approval. “Good mare. Don’t forget those words.”

I keep my eyes fixed on the ground, unable to bear the thought of meeting his gaze or, worse, the eyes of any passing handlers or pony-girls. My face burns with shame, my body trembles with relief and exhaustion. When the stream finally stops, I remain frozen in my awkward squat, unsure what comes next, what new humiliation awaits.

“Up,” the handler commands, tugging slightly on my reins. “Groth.”

I stand, my legs unsteady from the prolonged tension and release. My cheeks warm as I feel droplets of urine cling to my thighs. I expect to be led to water, allowed to clean myself, but the handler makes no such concession. Instead, he steps closer, his voice low and instructional.

“It will get easier. You will learn to release only at your owner’s word…and to hold it longer each time.”

The implication sinks in slowly, a fresh horror to add to the growing catalog. They will control even this most basic function—not just when I can relieve myself, but training me to hold it for increasingly longer periods, bending my body’s natural rhythms to their will.

“Three times each day, handlers bring ponies here,” he continues, gesturing to the posts along the yard’s edge. “Morning, midday, evening. Learn the schedule. No accidents allowed.”

Three times. Only three times in twenty-four hours will I be permitted this basic relief. What about the nights? What about the natural urgency that comes without warning? The thought sends a fresh wave of dread through me.

“Good ponies learn to wait,” he adds, noting my expression. “The body adapts. The mind adapts. Everything adapts with proper training.”

That’s the real horror of this place—not just that they control my body, but that they understand exactly how to make that control permanent. Start with basic needs—hunger, thirst, elimination. Make satisfying those needs contingent on obedience. Gradually increase the demands while decreasing the rewards until the trained behavior becomes automatic, the resistance worn away by the constant pressure of physical necessity.

“Some new ponies try to hold waste all day,” the handler remarks, almost conversationally. “Think they win by refusing command, but the body always betrays. Always. And the punishment for soiling yourself is worse than learning obedience.”

I shudder at the implication, imagining the consequences of such resistance. Whatever dignity I might think I’m preserving by refusing their commands would be stripped away completely by the inevitable failure, the humiliation of losing control, the punishment that would follow.

Nearby, another handler leads his pony-girl to a post. She assumes the position automatically, waiting patiently for the command I now recognize: “Vreen Desik.” He commands, and she responds immediately, her face showing neither shame nor awareness. How long did it take, I wonder, for her to accept this as normal? How many days or weeks of this training before the human revulsion faded, replaced by the animal acceptance I see in her empty eyes?

The handler tugs my reins, preparing to lead me elsewhere—to food, perhaps, or the beginning of whatever training awaits. I follow on unsteady legs, the chain between my ankles chiming with each small step. My body feels lighter after the release, but my spirit is heavier than before.

This, I realize, is how they’ll break me—not all at once with pain or fear, but piece by piece, function by function, need by need. Today it’s urination. Tomorrow, perhaps food or water. Each necessity made contingent on obedience, each natural function transformed into another chain binding me to their will.

I move forward behind my handler, my eyes scanning the yard with new understanding. The pony-girls I’ve been seeing—their placid expressions, their immediate responses to commands—these aren’t signs of complete surrender. They’re survival adaptations, the body learning what the mind resists. And that is far more terrifying than any whip or brand, because it suggests that resistance has its limits, that human dignity cannot withstand indefinite assault on basic needs.

As we cross the yard toward whatever awaits next, I cling desperately to one thought: I am still Aveline. Even as my body learns their commands, even as I squat and piss at their word, I will remember who I am. I will not become the empty-eyed creatures I see around me.

But a smaller, colder voice whispers back: How long can you hold on to yourself when they control every function of your body? How human can you remain when you’re treated as nothing but an animal?


Chapter Thirteen

The handler tugs me across the yard, my bare feet stumbling over the packed dirt. My body still tingles with the relief of emptying my bladder, but that momentary physical comfort only highlights the deeper humiliation burning through me. The bit presses harshly against my tongue as we approach a sturdy wooden post driven deep into the ground near what looks like a feeding area. Several similar posts dot the space, each designed for tethering human livestock while they eat. The thought of being tied like a dumb animal sends a shudder through my body that has nothing to do with the morning chill.

“Stay,” the handler commands, positioning me beside the post. He loops my reins through an iron ring embedded in the wood, securing me with a quick knot that leaves just enough slack for limited movement.

His green head only comes to my waist, which makes it even more uncomfortable as his amber eyes linger on the fresh markings between my thighs. I fight the urge to close my legs, knowing it won’t make a difference. He’s already seen everything.

“Good girl,” he coos like I’m some pet, patting me on the thigh. “Feeding time,” he announces, gesturing toward two wooden troughs positioned on the ground before me. One contains clear water that catches the morning light; the other holds a mixture of dried grains, roots, and orange vegetables that resemble the carrots we grew on our farm.

My stomach contracts painfully at the sight of food, reminding me how long it’s been since I’ve eaten. Thirst claws at my throat, intensified by the reminder that relief is within reach, but the position of the troughs makes their purpose clear—I’m expected to eat and drink like an animal, bending low to the ground, using only my mouth.

“Drekk!” The command is sharp, and I’m halfway to my knees before I even realize I moved. To my surprise, the handler steps forward and begins unbuckling the bridle. Hope flares briefly in my chest—will he free my hands as well? That little flame of hope flickers and dies quickly because he removes only the bit. His clawed finger traces the raw corners of my mouth where the metal has rubbed the skin raw.

“Not a word, horse,” he warns, his voice dropping to a gruff whisper. “Speak, and you’ll taste the lash.” He tucks the bit into a pouch at his belt, then gestures at the troughs with a casual flick of his wrist. “Eat. Drink. Training begins soon.”

Before walking away, he delivers a sharp smack to my bare rump that makes me jerk forward. The casual violation stings less than it did yesterday—already I’m becoming accustomed to being touched without permission. That realization frightens me more than the slap itself.

I kneel frozen for several moments after he leaves, my mouth free for the first time in what feels like forever. Words crowd my tongue, desperate to escape. The temptation to call out, to assert my humanity through speech, is almost overwhelming, but the handler remains within sight, his crop tapping rhythmically against his thigh as he watches from a distance.

My gaze drops to the troughs. The water sparkles invitingly, clear and cool in the morning light. The food looks strange—bland and unappetizing—but my empty stomach clenches painfully at the sight of it. Pride wars with necessity inside me. Eating and drinking like this, on my knees with my face in a trough, feels like accepting my new place. I’ll be surrendering another piece of my humanity.

Unfortunately, my parched throat wins the argument. Hours have passed since I’ve had water, and my tongue feels swollen and rough against the roof of my mouth. I’ve already urinated on command in public. How much worse is this?

With a shuddering breath, I awkwardly lower my head. The position is awkward with my arms bound behind me, forcing me to lean forward precariously, my hair falling around my face in a tangled curtain.

I hesitate one last moment, then dip my head and touch my lips to the cool surface. The first sip is heaven—cool and clean and perfect. A moan of relief escapes me before I can stop it, the sound shockingly loud in my own ears after so many hours of enforced silence. I glance nervously toward the handler, but he simply watches, making no move to punish me for the sound. It wasn’t a word after all.

I drink deeply, gulping water like I never have before, unable to control the pace without the use of my hands. Some spills down my chin, trickling between my breasts and down my stomach, but I don’t care. The relief is too intense, too immediate. I drink until my stomach feels tight and full, then I finally pull back, water dripping from my chin as I catch my breath.

The food trough beckons next. My stomach, now awake from the water, growls demandingly. With the same awkward motion, I position myself over the mixture of dried grains and vegetables. The smell is neutral—neither appetizing nor repulsive—just the simple scent of unseasoned food.

I take a tentative bite, managing to gather some of the mixture between my lips. The grains are dry and bland, sticking to the roof of my mouth, and the root vegetables are chewy, requiring more effort than I expected. The carrot-like pieces offer a faint sweetness that’s almost a shock after the blandness of everything else. It’s sustenance, nothing more—designed to nourish a body without offering the pleasure of taste.

As I continue to eat awkwardly, gathering mouthfuls from the trough, a memory surfaces with such clarity it steals my breath. Mother at our hearth, her hands dusted with flour as she kneads dough for the morning bread. The rich aroma of her venison stew simmering over the fire, full of herbs from her garden, floated on the surface. The way she’d slip me a taste before Father came in from the fields, her finger pressed to her lips in conspiracy. “Our secret,” she’d whisper, her eyes crinkling at the corners.

Grief stabs through my chest like a physical pain, so sharp and sudden I gasp. I might never taste her cooking again. Never see her smile, never feel her arms around me. Does she know what’s happened to me? Is she searching the forest edge, calling my name? Or has she already given me up for dead, mourning the daughter who wandered too far and never returned?

I force myself to keep eating, choking down the bland mixture through the tightness in my throat. Tears fall silently, dropping into the food trough, but I don’t stop. Survival requires this submission—this acceptance of nourishment on their terms. I can weep for what I’ve lost, but I cannot allow myself to waste away in defiance. I’ll need my energy if I want to escape.

When I’ve eaten enough to dull the sharp edges of hunger, I pull back from the trough, still kneeling in the dirt. The handler approaches, the bit dangling from his hand, my brief reprieve clearly at an end.

I’ve fed like an animal, and made no attempt to escape or call for help. I’ve given him no reason for punishment, but in my mind, I repeat the words I couldn’t speak aloud: My name is Aveline, and I am human, not a pony-girl. This will not last forever.

The metal bit gleams in his hand. He slides the bit back between my teeth, securing it. The cold metal settles against my tongue. It almost feels familiar now in a way that sends a shiver of dread through me. He pats my stomach and smiles, showing sharp teeth. “Horse all full, and ready for work.”

He unties my reins from the post and tugs gently, clicking his tongue. “Groth,” he commands, and my feet follow, already conditioned to respond to that word. We leave the feeding area, crossing the yard toward a fenced enclosure where several other handlers work with pony-girls at various stages of training. Some walk in endless circles around central posts; others practice stopping and starting at command, their naked bodies adorned with equipment similar to what I’ve seen before on actual horses.

We enter through a gate into what must be a training paddock. Fresh straw covers portions of the ground, and wooden posts rise at regular intervals throughout the space. The handler leads me to one of these posts, securely tying my reins to a metal ring near the top. He circles me once, checking my position, then stands directly before me.

“Drakk!” he barks, the command sharp in the morning air. It’s a word I’m now familiar with.

My knees hit the dirt, dropping into the kneeling position, and horror washes through me in an icy wave. One day of conditioning, and already my muscles are betraying me, obeying their commands on reflex. I didn’t even hesitate.

The handler nods with approval at my quick response, seemingly oblivious to the panic widening my eyes. He turns away, moving toward a wooden bench nearby, where various items are arranged in neat rows. My stomach tightens as I recognize what they are—pieces of pony tack designed for human bodies. Saddles, straps, boots, and things I cannot name, all crafted with the same meticulous attention to detail as any equipment for actual horses.

He returns with his arms full, placing the items on the ground beside me. The saddle comes first—a shaped leather piece with a raised pommel and cantle, but flatter than a horse’s saddle, designed to rest across human shoulders and back. He positions himself behind me, and I feel the weight settling onto my back. The leather is cool against my skin, and heavier than I expected, but disturbingly comfortable.

“Good, mare. Hold still,” he murmurs as he secures it to my body.

Two thick straps go over my shoulders, running along my breasts. He pulls it tight, buckling each strap securely on the opposite sides. The pressure forces my breasts outward, making them more prominent, more exposed. My cheeks burn with humiliation as he adjusts the straps, his small hands impersonal as they position my body to best display the saddle’s fit.

“Proper posture is important for the rider’s comfort,” he comments, tugging at the leather until satisfied. The rider’s comfort is the most important, not mine.

Next comes a broader girth strap that wraps around my waist, cinching tight enough to make sure the saddle doesn’t slide. The handler checks the fit by sliding his fingers between the strap and my skin, nodding with satisfaction when he meets just the right amount of resistance.

The worst comes next—two narrower straps that he positions between my legs, one on each side of my lower lips. He draws these tight, making the leather press intimately against my most private areas, pulling my lips apart and exposing my marks, and opening. I’ve never so much as kissed a boy, and now my pussy is exposed to everyone who cares to look. It’s humiliating, and I try to squirm away, a muffled protest emerging around the bit, but his grip on my hair stills me.

“Easy, little mare. Now stay still,” he warns, his voice hardening. “Punishment follows disobedience.”

I freeze, trembling as he continues his work. The straps are drawn tighter; pulling my pussy apart further and exposing my clit to the open air. The back part of the straps settle just underneath my buttocks before connecting to the base of the saddle. It feels so invasive I would scream if I could. Every slight movement creates friction against my sensitive flesh, which warms my stomach and makes me blush.

He gives me a knowing smirk. Do all the women like the feel of these straps rubbing between their legs, or is it just me? “It’s a good fit,” the handler observes, stepping back to check his work. “Crotch strap leaves marks visible. Easier to read what kind of pony you are.”

I glance down as best I can and see the Grivvet markings on my labia fully visible, the dark ink standing out against my reddened skin. The markings that legally transformed me from a person to property are now proudly displayed for all to see.

The handler moves behind me again, and I feel his hands on my bound arms. “Arms under the saddle help rider balance,” he says. “No arms needed for pony work, and much safer to keep horses bound. You are big animals compared to us Grivvets and could hurt us if not controlled.”

They know we’d overpower them if we had the chance. They’re smart enough to keep us contained.

Next come the boots—tall leather structures that extend from foot to mid-thigh. “Up.” I stumble to my feet, feeling awkward with the saddle. He unbinds my ankles briefly, only to encase each leg in the stiff leather, buckling straps at regular intervals to secure them. The boots have no heels but a flat, reinforced sole that extends slightly beyond my toes and heels.

“Hold still now,” the handler warns as he produces what looks like miniature horseshoes—iron plates shaped to fit the soles of the boots. He positions these against the bottom of each boot, then, to my shock, begins hammering small nails through pre-made holes, attaching them permanently to my footwear. The metallic ringing of each hammer blow echoes in my ears, the vibration traveling up through my legs.

The boots force my weight forward onto the balls of my feet, creating a stance that mimics a horse’s natural posture. When the handler finishes with the shoes, he steps back to admire his work. “Good. Proper pony stance now.”

He disappears briefly, returning with a new collar—plain leather studded with metal rivets, wider than the temporary one from the auction. “This is only temporary,” he explains as he secures it around my neck, the leather snug against my throat. “Use this to tie you until rings are installed later.”

My chest tightens with dread at these words. Rings? Installed? What is he talking about?

The handler removes the bit from my mouth, replacing it immediately with a larger, heavier version. This new bit has extensions that press cruelly against my tongue and palate, forcing my jaw wider than before. The pressure against the corners of my mouth increases, and I can feel the metal pushing against parts of my mouth the previous bit hadn’t reached.

“Training bit,” the handler explains as he secures the new bridle. “But not going to ride you today. Balance training first.”

He unties my reins from the post and steps back, tugging lightly. “Groth,” he commands.

I struggle on shaky feet, the new boots making the movement awkward and unfamiliar. The horseshoes scrape against the ground, creating the clop-clop sound of a horse’s hooves with each shifting of weight. My balance feels precarious, the forward tilt of my posture requiring constant adjustment to remain upright. The saddle shifts slightly on my shoulders, the straps between my legs pulling and rubbing with every movement, and making me warmer down there.

Standing fully tacked for the first time, I feel a strange sensation wash over me—not just humiliation or fear, but something more complex. The equipment feels alien against my skin, yet disturbingly complete, as if designed specifically for my body. The weight of it all—physical and psychological—presses down, another layer of conditioning to accept, another step in the transformation they’ve planned for me.

I am not a horse; I remind myself fiercely. These are just things they’ve put on me, not parts of me, but as the metal shoes clink against the ground and the bit presses against my tongue, I wonder how long I can maintain that distinction. How long before the line between Aveline and “Emberlily” begins to blur, not just for them, but for me?

The leather of my new tack creaks with each shift of my body. The saddle sits across my shoulders as I struggle to maintain the unnatural posture forced by the boots. His amber eyes study every detail of my transformation, checking straps for tightness, noting how the leather shapes my body into the silhouette he desires.

“Outstanding balance for a new horse,” he murmurs, more to himself than to me. His clawed finger traces the edge of the saddle where it presses against my skin, testing for proper fit. “No rubbing. No pinching. Sits well.”

He continues his inspection, moving to my front to check how the chest strap positions my breasts, then kneeling to examine the boots and the metal shoes nailed to their soles. Every touch is impersonal—the attention of a craftsman evaluating his work rather than a captor admiring his prisoner. I stand motionless when what I really want to do is kick out at him. It’s partly from fear of punishment but mostly because the unfamiliar equipment makes any movement awkward and precarious.

The handler completes his circuit, finally coming to stand before me again. Something in his expression shifts slightly—not quite softening, but a subtle change that might be satisfaction or approval. He reaches out to pat my rump, and the casual touch sends a fresh wave of humiliation through me.

“Good girl,” he says, the words carrying a warmth that wasn’t there before. “You will be a good pony. You’re standing still, and accepting tack like a tamed mare already. Many new mares fight more.”

His praise lands like a physical blow. I want to spit at him, and deny his words, but I can only stand here, burning inside with rage that has nowhere to go.

The handler’s hand dips into a small pouch hanging from his belt. When it emerges, his palm cradles a small object—a golden-brown candy about the size of a large grape. In the morning sunlight, it gleams with a sugary sheen, its surface crystalline and inviting.

“Sugarroot,” he explains, holding it up for me to see clearly. “Reward for good mares.”

He offers it on the palm of his hand, extending it toward my face. The sweet scent reaches me immediately—honey-like with an earthy undertone, reminiscent of the candied roots we sometimes had at harvest festivals back home. My mouth waters involuntarily, the bland taste of the feeding trough still lingering on my tongue.

I stiffen, my cheeks flushing hot with indignation. He’s offering me a treat, like one would offer a dog or a horse after a successful trick. The infantilizing gesture stokes my anger even as my stomach clenches with desire and my mouth waters for something sweet, something with actual flavor after the bland meal I just ate.

A conflict rages inside me, invisible to him but consuming me entirely. To accept that treat would be another surrender, another step toward becoming what they want me to be—a trained animal responding to rewards and punishments — but it’s the first time I’ve been offered something pleasant since my capture.

Everything so far has been pain or humiliation or bare necessity. This small candy represents comfort, a tiny respite from the relentless dehumanization, and that makes it dangerous in ways the whip is not.

The handler doesn’t push or force me, simply waiting with patient expectation, the sugarroot resting in his outstretched hand. His expression reveals is not impatient—just the calm certainty of someone who knows the outcome is inevitable. He believes I will accept the treat eventually. The only question is how long my resistance will last.

“Sweet,” he adds simply. “Tastes good.”

As I hesitate, I become acutely aware of every point where the tack touches my skin. The saddle presses down on my shoulders, the leather warm now from contact with my body, and the chest strap cuts slightly into the flesh beneath my breasts when I breathe too deeply. The crotch straps maintain their intimate pressure, a constant reminder of my exposure and vulnerability. A bit fills my mouth, its metal edges pressing against my tongue and the corners of my lips.

All these sensations combine into a single message: this is your reality now. The human clothing you once wore is gone, replaced by these straps and bindings that declare your new purpose to all who see you. Your body is no longer yours to cover or control.

The handler waits, his amber eyes observing me, gauging my response, measuring how far my training has progressed. There’s no malice in his gaze, no sadistic pleasure in my struggle—only professional assessment, which somehow makes it worse.

I know what this moment represents. It’s not just about a piece of candy—it’s about the first crack in my resistance, the first voluntary acceptance of something they offer. The first time I will choose to take part, however slightly, in my dehumanization. The saddle and bit were forced upon me, but this—this would be my choice.

My stomach growls softly, embarrassingly loud in the quiet moment. The handler’s ears perk up at the sound, his head tilting slightly. “Hungry still? Try it. All the horses love it.”

The candy continues to glisten in his palm, so close I could simply dip my head and take it. The training bit would make eating it awkward, but not impossible. I could let it melt on my tongue.

My pride screams to turn away, to show him I will not be trained with treats like a pet, but my body urges me to accept this small pleasure in a world that has offered nothing but pain and degradation. Both impulses feel equally urgent, equally tied to my survival—one to my physical needs, the other to whatever remains of my humanity.

The handler doesn’t rush me. He seems prepared to stand there all day, hand extended, offering this choice that isn’t really a choice at all.


Chapter Fourteen

I stare at the little treat, frozen between defiance and want. This small candy shouldn’t matter—it’s trivial compared to everything else they’ve taken from me. Yet somehow, this choice feels more significant than all the violations that came before, because this time, they aren’t forcing me. They’re waiting for me to choose submission.

My stomach growls again, louder this time, and I feel a flush of heat rise to my cheeks. The bland gruel from earlier has done little to satisfy the gnawing emptiness that’s been my constant companion since yesterday morning.

“Good for mare,” he says, wiggling his fingers slightly, making the sugarroot’s sugary crystals catch the light. “Special treat for horses who behave.”

His words reinforce what they want me to believe—that I am no longer human, no longer Aveline, but “Emberlily,” a pony-girl.

My mouth waters despite the bit, despite my determination to resist.

I lower my eyes, unable to bear the handler’s patient gaze any longer. This is what they do, I realize. They strip away everything—dignity, comfort, identity—until even the smallest kindness feels like salvation. Until you’re grateful for scraps of humanity they choose to give back.

It’s been one mental and physical battle after another since my capture, and I’m tired of fighting battles I can’t win.

It won’t hurt to give in this once and find a little pleasure in this nightmare. I take a deep breath, and I bend forward, while telling myself that I’ll only do this once, and slowly lowering my head toward the handler’s outstretched palm. The movement makes my auburn hair fall forward, curtaining my face, providing a wall to hide my shame of what I’m doing.

My lips brush against his palm as I awkwardly maneuver around the bit to take the sugarroot. The metal prevents me from using my mouth properly and forces me to work my tongue around it to capture the candy. I feel like an animal, clumsy and desperate, as I finally manage to secure the sugarroot against the roof of my mouth.

The sweetness explodes instantly, overwhelming my senses. After nothing but bland gruel and water, the intense flavor is almost painful in its pleasure—honey and caramel with earthy undertones, melting rapidly against my tongue. The taste floods my mouth, working its way around the bit, seeping into every corner. I’ve tasted nothing like it before. It’s richer than honey, more complex than sugar, with something wild and forest-like beneath the sweetness.

A small, involuntary moan escapes my throat, the sound distorted by the bit. The handler’s lips curl into a satisfied smile, his head tilting slightly as he observes my reaction.

“Good girl,” he says, reaching out to pat my shoulder, his touch light against my bare skin. “See? Obey, and you'll get more treats. Simple.”

Simple. As if my entire existence has been reduced to this equation: obedience equals reward, resistance equals punishment. The terrifying part is how effective it is—how the pleasure of that single piece of candy momentarily overwhelms all my fears and anger. For those few seconds of sweetness, I almost forget the horror of my situation.

The shame follows instantly, burning hotter than any physical discomfort. I took the treat from his hand like a trained animal. I didn’t just endure their conditioning—I took part. Willingly. For what? A moment of sugary distraction?

Before I can sink further into self-loathing, a shadow falls across us, blocking the morning sun. The handler’s posture changes instantly, his spine straightening as he turns toward the newcomer. I don’t need to look up to know who it is. The sudden tension in the air, the handler’s deferential shift in stance—these tell me everything.

Skarn.

I raise my eyes reluctantly, looking up at the imposing Grivvet, who purchased me at the auction. In the daylight, he appears even more formidable than he did in the marketplace's torchlight. His green skin is darker than the other Grivvets’, marked with scars that tell stories of battles won. His amber eyes study me with the cold calculation of someone assessing an investment.

He says nothing, but his silence speaks volumes. His gaze moves over my body, noting the saddle’s fit, the position of the straps, the way the bit sits in my mouth. I feel my body tense under his scrutiny, my muscles tightening with a fear that goes beyond the rational. This is the Breaker, the one who transforms humans into the empty-eyed pony-girls I’ve seen around the farm.

After what seems like an eternity, he nods once. The gesture is slight, barely perceptible, but the handler responds immediately.

“She takes to training well, Master Skarn,” he says, the respect in his voice unmistakable. “Accepts tack without fighting. Responds to commands. Takes rewards.”

Skarn’s mouth curves into what might be a smile, though there’s no warmth in it. “Good. I knew this pony would be worth the coin. Begin walking exercises. Test her strength and stamina.”

“Yes, Master Skarn.” The handler bows his head slightly, then turns to a post nearby, retrieving a long leather strap—what I recognize from Father’s horses as a lunge line. He clips it to a ring on my bridle, connecting it to the bit so he can control my movements from a distance.

“Groth,” he says, tugging gently on the line. “Training circle now.”

I follow, the horseshoes on my boots clicking against the packed earth as I walk. The sound is rhythmic, almost soothing in its constancy, which frightens me more than the discomfort. Already my body is adapting to these alien accessories, learning to move with rather than against them.

As we approach a large fenced enclosure where other pony-girls are being trained, I try to push away the lingering sweetness of the sugarroot still coating my tongue. I need to focus, to stay alert, to look for weaknesses in their system that I might exploit later, but the taste remains, a ghost of pleasure that seems to whisper: Obedience is easier. Surrendering feels better than resistance.

The training pen smells of dirt, sweat, and fear. As I step through the gate, I see other pony-girls at various stages of training—some walking in perfect circles around handlers, others practicing more complex movements at command. None look toward me; their eyes remain fixed forward or downward, focused entirely on their tasks.

My handler positions me in an empty section of the pen, Skarn watching from several paces away. The lunge line attached to my bridle allows the handler to keep his distance while maintaining control of my movements. He tests it with a gentle tug, making the bit press against the corners of my mouth.

“Drakk!” The command cracks through the air like a whip.

My knees hit the dirt before I can even think about resisting. The reaction is instant, automatic—my body responding to the now-familiar command while my mind is still processing it. Each time this happens, the gap between command and compliance shrinks, my muscles memorizing what my conscious mind still fights against.

“Good mare,” the handler says, the praise sending an unwanted warmth through me that I fight to shake off. “Stay.”

He disappears briefly, returning with a heavy burlap sack that he drops beside me with a dull thud. The rough fabric bulges with grain, and I can smell the earthy scent of it as he hefts it up. The sack must weigh at least thirty pounds—easy for a human to carry.

“Weight training begins,” he announces, positioning himself behind me. “Try to keep your balance steady.”

The weight of the sack descends onto my saddle, settling across my shoulders and upper back. The saddle distributes the burden somewhat, but still the mass of it presses down, straining muscles that are already sore from the night’s journey and the unfamiliar posture forced by my tack.

“Up,” the handler commands, tugging upward on the lunge line.

Rising from my knees is suddenly a monumental task. The weight shifts precariously as I struggle to find my balance, threatening to topple me back to the ground. The horseshoes offer strange, uneven support against the dirt, the flat metal plates forcing me to adjust my natural stance.

After what feels like minutes but must be only seconds, I manage to stand, swaying slightly under the burden. Sweat already beads on my forehead and between my breasts, trickling down my naked skin in thin rivulets that catch the morning light.

“Groth,” the handler says, simultaneously stepping back and gesturing with the lunge line. “Walk forward.”

I take a tentative step, then another. The boots force an unnatural gait—more upright than I’m used to, pushing my weight onto the balls of my feet to maintain balance. Every movement makes the grain sack shift on my back, threatening to unbalance me.

“Circle,” the handler directs, using the line to guide me in a wide arc around him. “Steady pace. Not too fast.”

He maintains a constant pressure on the lunge line, sometimes pulling to correct my direction, other times slackening to allow me more freedom of movement. The bit serves as a point of control, pressing against different parts of my mouth depending on which way he wants me to turn.

“Woah,” he commands after I’ve completed one full circuit. I manage to still my feet, though my body sways slightly under the weight.

“Good. Now, groth again.”

We continue this pattern—walking, stopping, turning, walking again. With each circuit, the handler introduces new commands, some in common language, others in the Grivvet tongue that I’m slowly, reluctantly beginning to understand.

What terrifies me most is how quickly my body begins to adjust. After the third or fourth circuit, I anticipate the commands, shifting my weight before the pressure on the bit tells me which way to turn. My gait steadies, becomes more efficient. The horseshoes no longer feel so alien against the ground; I learn to roll my step from heel to toe, minimizing the slippage.

From the corner of my eye, I see Skarn watching intently. His amber gaze follows my movements with clinical precision, noting each improvement, each sign that my body is betraying my mind by learning what they want it to learn. His expression reveals nothing, but I can feel his assessment—calculating my value, my potential, my eventual sale price when I’m fully trained.

The sack grows heavier with each passing minute, or perhaps it’s just my muscles weakening from the sustained effort. Sweat runs freely now, making the leather straps of the saddle slick against my skin. My breathing comes harder, each inhale straining against the chest strap that cuts beneath my breasts.

Suddenly, the handler steps back, uncoiling a short whip from his belt. The sight of it sends a jolt of adrenaline through my exhausted body. He cracks it once in the air—not striking me, but close enough that I flinch at the sharp sound.

“Strev!” he commands, the unfamiliar word accompanied by another crack of the whip.

When I hesitate, uncertain of what he wants, the whip flicks out, its tip kissing the back of my thigh with a sting that makes me yelp around the bit. The handler repeats, “Strev! Strev!”

I pick up my pace, moving faster around the circle, and immediately his posture relaxes. “Yes, good. Strev means trot. Faster than walking, but not yet running.”

The grain sack bounces with each quickened step, the weight shifting in unpredictable ways that force constant adjustments to maintain balance. The horseshoes strike the ground with metallic clinks; the rhythm increasing as I find a pace that seems to satisfy the handler.

My legs burn, unused to this gait, to the boots that force my feet into this unnatural position. Sweat stings my eyes, but I dare not slow. The whip cracks periodically, sometimes near my feet, sometimes by my shoulder, herding me like a sheepdog might control a flock.

Just as I find a sustainable rhythm in this trot, the whip cracks again, louder and closer. “Harrk!” the handler shouts, the command sharp and demanding.

Another new word which means nothing to me, but when I don’t immediately respond, the whip connects with my rump, leaving a line of fire across my skin. I lurch forward instinctively, nearly stumbling as the sudden movement throws off my balance. The grain sack slides dangerously to one side, and for a terrifying moment, I’m certain I’ll fall face-first into the dirt.

Some instinct takes over—perhaps a memory from childhood races, perhaps something more primitive. My body finds its center again, adjusts to the speed, accommodates the weight. I’m running now, circling the handler at a pace I wouldn’t have thought possible in these boots, with this weight on my back. The world narrows to the rhythmic impact of metal against earth, the burn in my muscles, the harsh rasp of breath around the unyielding bit.

From beyond the circle, I hear Skarn’s voice, carrying easily over the sound of my labored breathing and pounding hoofbeats: “Strong back. Good legs. She will make an excellent riding pony.”

The casual assessment, delivered as if I am indeed nothing more than livestock being evaluated, should infuriate me. Instead, I feel a perverse flicker of pride that I immediately try to smother. I am not a horse to be praised for my gait or the strength of my back. I am Aveline, and I am being tortured, not trained, but I can’t deny that my body finds its rhythm as I run, like I’ve been made for this.

Sweat slides down my spine, pooling at the base of my back where the saddle sits right above my bum. The handler has decided to slow me to a walk, allowing my burning muscles some relief after the punishing run. My lungs still heave against the chest strap of the saddle, and my mouth is slick with saliva.

I focus on the rhythm of my steps, the predictable clink of horseshoes against dirt, trying to find the smallest comfort in consistency. Then, a sound cuts through my exhaustion—a high-pitched whimper followed by a deeper grunt—coming from the adjacent enclosure.

My head turns instinctively toward the noise, earning a sharp tug on the lunge line that makes the bit dig into the corners of my mouth. The handler doesn’t scold me, though. Instead, he slows his circling, allowing me a clearer view of what’s happening beyond the wooden fence that separates the training areas.

At first, I can’t make sense of what I’m seeing. A pony-girl is positioned in the center of the neighboring pen, but not standing or kneeling as I’ve seen others do. She’s bent forward over what looks like a padded wooden beam, her torso horizontal, her reins tied to a post in front of her that forces her head down and forward. Her legs are spread wide, ankles secured to hooks in the ground that prevent her from closing them. The position displays her most intimate parts to anyone behind her, leaving her completely vulnerable.

Three Grivvet handlers mill around her, adjusting straps, checking restraints, their movements efficient and routine. One applies some kind of oil to her exposed opening, making it shine in the light like a beacon. The pony-girl makes no sound of protest, no movement of resistance. Her face, what I can see of it, shows eagerness or what I think is anticipation, but for what I’m not sure.

Movement at the pen’s entrance draws my attention. Another handler leads in what can only be described as a human stallion. Unlike the pony-girls, who are uniformly toned with feminine curves, this male stands nearly six and a half feet tall, his muscled body bulging with power. He could definitely fight his way free, and I wonder why he doesn’t. Even with his arms bound behind his back like mine, he could overpower our small captors. He wears a similar bridle, though his bit appears larger, more severe. A handler leads him by the reins toward the restrained pony-girl, and he goes without a fuss.

Then I see why he doesn’t fight, and it makes my breath catch, sending heat rushing to my face. The stallion’s cock is hard, aroused by the spread pony in front of him. His erection juts forward, huge and intimidating, bobbing slightly with each step. Unlike the pony-girls, who are fully exposed, he wears a simple leather harness around his hips and between his legs that seems designed to enhance rather than conceal, framing his manhood like a prize.

I should look away. Every part of my mind screams to turn my head, to refuse to witness what’s about to happen, but I remain frozen, unable to tear my gaze from the scene unfolding just yards away from me. The handler guiding me slows our circuit further, as if deliberately allowing me to watch, perhaps considering it part of my education.

The stallion is positioned behind the bound pony-girl. A handler strokes his erection several times, applying more of the oil, then guides him forward. The stallion needs little direction; his hips thrust forward instinctively, finding his target with practiced ease. The pony-girl’s body jerks as he enters her, a sound escaping around her bit, a high-pitched whinny, that could be pain or pleasure or something between.

Then they’re joined, the stallion’s powerful body covering the smaller frame of the pony-girl. He begins to move, his hips pumping in a primal rhythm that seems both human and animal at once. The pony-girl’s body rocks with each thrust, her restraints preventing any movement except what the stallion’s motions force upon her.

The sounds fill the morning air—the wet slap of flesh meeting flesh, the stallion’s deep grunts, the pony-girl’s muffled whinnies. The Grivvet handlers stand back, watching with the same clinical interest they might show toward two actual horses breeding.

A strange heat blooms between my legs, unwanted and unbidden. The straps of my saddle suddenly feel more noticeable against my sensitive flesh, the leather rubbing with each step I take around the circle. My nipples tighten despite the warmth of the day, and I feel a wetness that has nothing to do with sweat gathering between my thighs.

My body is betraying me again, responding to the raw display of sexuality despite my mind’s horror at what I’m witnessing. These are humans being forced to mate like animals, their most intimate acts controlled and observed, their pleasure or pain irrelevant to the purpose of producing offspring. It’s obscene, degrading, horrifying—and yet my body reacts as if to a lover’s touch.

The shame burns hotter than any physical discomfort I’ve endured so far. Worse, I know my arousal must be visible to the handlers—the glistening moisture between my legs where the saddle straps pull my lower lips apart, the flush spreading across my chest and neck, the hardened peaks of my nipples. I try to control my breathing, and force away the response, but the sounds continue, the rhythmic movement visible even from the corner of my eye when I finally manage to look away.

“Take a good look,” comes Skarn’s voice suddenly from behind me. I hadn’t noticed his approach, too caught up in the spectacle and my own shameful reaction.

His amber eyes move from my flushed face to the visible evidence of my arousal wetting my thighs. A knowing smile curls his lips, revealing sharp teeth. “That will be you one day, if your new master chooses to breed you,” he says, his voice casual, conversational. “Or I may just keep you as a broodmare and my personal riding horse. You’ll provide plenty of strong foals for the farm.”

I shudder, torn between revulsion at the idea and the treacherous heat still pulsing between my legs. Will I be tied like that, unable to move, while some unknown male was led to mount me? Would my body respond even if my mind rebelled? Would I eventually, like the pony-girl now being thoroughly used, accept it and enjoy it, just another part of my new existence?

The thought should disgust me completely, drive out any trace of arousal—but some primitive part of my brain, some animal instinct that exists beneath reason or dignity, wonders what it would feel like. To be mounted, filled, and used for the purpose these creatures have decided is mine.

A sharp crack jolts me from these thoughts—the handler’s whip, striking across my rump with stinging precision. “Focus, mare,” he barks. “Eyes forward. Training continues.”

I snap my attention back to the riding ring and my training, but not before I catch the last moments of the breeding. The stallion’s body tenses, his head is thrown back, and a guttural sound escapes around his bit as he makes one final, deep thrust. He shudders visibly, his muscled frame quivering as he empties himself into the pony-girl beneath him. She whinnies loudly, as her own body shakes in desire as he fills her with his seed.

As I continue my circuit, I try to push away the images, the sounds, the unwanted arousal still pulsing between my legs, the wetness between my thighs persists, a physical reminder of how easily the body can betray the mind’s convictions, and that, perhaps, is the most frightening realization of all.

My training continues, and the world narrows to the burning in my muscles, the rhythm of my steps, and the weight shifting across my back. Time loses meaning in the endless circles around the training pen. The handler has cycled through all the commands repeatedly until my body responds almost before my mind processes the words. The grain sack no longer feels foreign on my back; my posture has adjusted to accommodate it.

“Enough,” the handler finally calls, tugging on the lunge line to guide me toward the center of the pen. I’m so exhausted, I eagerly follow his direction. Sweat drips from every inch of my skin, my breath coming in ragged pants around the unyielding bit. My muscles tremble with fatigue, protesting the hours of unaccustomed exertion.

Skarn approaches from where he’s been observing, his amber eyes unreadable as they scan my exhausted form. He exchanges words with the handler in the Grivvet tongue, too quick and quiet for me to follow even if I understood their language. The handler nods, then turns to face me.

“Drakk,” he commands sharply.

My legs fold beneath me instantly, dropping me to the dirt. The sack of grain stays in place even as I kneel. My balance has improved so much I had no difficulty lowering my body with the added weight.

“Up,” the handler orders after allowing me only a moment’s rest.

Rising is agony. My muscles protest, but I don’t struggle under the weight, standing easily, even when I’d love nothing more than to lie down.

The handler circles me once, his expression satisfied. “Not a wobble,” he comments to Skarn. “It takes the weight well, and should bear a rider without trouble.”

Rider. The word sends a fresh jolt of fear through my exhausted body. Not just sacks of grain, but a living being—a Grivvet master who will control my every movement, direct my every step. The ultimate loss of autonomy.

“Zarn,” the handler commands next. “Show proper submission to Master Skarn.”

For the first time in hours, I hesitate, some last flicker of defiance pushing through the haze of exhaustion. The handler notices immediately, his hand moving to the whip at his belt. The threat is enough; I drop to my knees again and lower my head, assuming the posture of complete submission I’ve seen other pony-girls adopt.

In this position, I am utterly vulnerable, completely at their mercy. My entire body is exposed to their gaze, available for their inspection or touch. It is a position that denies not just freedom but shows docility. It’s the posture of an object or tamed animal rather than a person.

Skarn’s footsteps circle me slowly, and I sense rather than see him pausing behind me. His hand touches my auburn hair, stroking it as one might pet a favored animal. The touch is not cruel, which somehow makes it worse—this casual assumption of ownership, of the right to touch me whenever and however he pleases.

“Good mare,” he says, his voice carrying that same dispassionate assessment I dread. “The body learns what the mind resists, but that too will break with time.”

His hand moves to my shoulder, testing the muscle there, then trails down my spine to where the saddle sits. He adjusts a strap slightly, his touch impersonal, technical—making sure his equipment fits properly on his property.

“Reward her,” Skarn commands. “She’s earned it.”

The handler’s footsteps approach. “Here, pretty pony-girl,” he says, and I raise my head to see his open palm extended toward me, another golden-brown sugarroot nestled in its center. “Good mare deserves a treat.”

I’ll blame it on exhaustion because this time, there is no internal debate. Before I can stop myself, I’m leaning forward eagerly, taking the candy from his palm with awkward movements around the bit. The sweet explosion on my tongue sends waves of pleasure through my exhausted body, a reward my brain craves after hours of exertion.

Only after the sweetness floods my mouth do I think about what I did. I accepted a treat like the trained animal they want me to be. The shame mixes with the pleasure, creating a confusing swirl of emotions that further weakens my sense of self.

Skarn watches my reaction closely, those amber eyes missing nothing. A satisfied expression crosses his face as he notes my eagerness, my immediate response to the offered reward. He nods once, decision made.

“Tomorrow,” he announces, his voice carrying the weight of both prediction and command, “you will carry more than a sack. Tomorrow, you will carry a rider.”

The words land like physical blows, each one driving home the reality of my situation. A rider. Someone controlling my movements directly, their weight on my back, their will directing my body. The ultimate expression of my new status as something less than human.

“Take her back to her stall,” Skarn instructs the handler. “Feed her well. Rest her. She did good.”

As the handler clips a lead to my bridle rather than the lunge line, preparing to return me to the stable, I try to summon the anger and defiance that kept me going through the first hours of my captivity, but find nothing. I’m just too tired, so I stumble after the handler toward the stable.

I’m quickly untacked, and the training bit removed. I don’t even think about talking as I quickly eat and drink. My stomach is growling after all that exercise. When I’m done, the more familiar bit is pressed into my mouth, and the handler quickly wipes the sweat from my body with a cloth while muttering to himself about getting me washed up later. Then I’m back in my stall where all I have are my thoughts.

Thoughts of escape linger, but so does just giving in and accepting that I am now a pony-girl. Both war inside my mind giving me a headache. They fill my dreams, and I wonder which will win in the end.

To Be Continued…

In part 3, Aveline’s pony training becomes more rigorous as she struggles to come to grips with her new station in life. Will she be broken, and accept her new life or fight with every remaining fiber of her humanity until the end? Time will tell who’s stronger… Aveline or the training.

The next part in Aveline’s story is already written and will be released within a week after I’ve finished editing. Hold on to your reins because Aveline’s adventure is far from over!!!

Thank you for reading Aveline’s Pony-girl Adventure.. Part Two

Follow me on Amazon to get notified of the New Release Dates or for sneak peaks of upcoming books friend me on Facebook under Lucy Moo or follow my INSTAGRAM page: lucymoo2023
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Back To The Farm.

Life Under the Dome Series:
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Hucow In Service

Escaping Hucow Service
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Alphabet Farm Series:

The First Hucow: Annabelle

The Next Hucow: Buttercup

Joining The Herd: Clover

Hucow Farm Life: Dolly (coming 2025)

The Hucow Herd Series

Grade A: Prime Choice

Commercial Grade Hucow

Grade B: Butcher’s Choice Hucow (coming soon)

Sanda and the Hucow

Hucow Farm Series

Hucow Farm Book One: Intake

Hucow Farm Book Two: Transformation

Hucow Farm Book Three: The Farm

Hucow Farm Book Four: Hucow Exposed

Hucow Farm Book Five: Second Chances

Other Standalone Shorts Available Now:

Abducted: Hucow Alien Space Station

The Hucow Experiment: The Mad Scientist

Hucow Horror Farm

Shipwrecked On Hucow Island

The Hucow Lottery

Life Sentence: The Hucow Prison

The New Club Hucow: Udder MC

Alien’s Hucow Incubator

The Lab Hucow

Hubull Duty

My Hucow Journey

Unexpected Hucow

Trapped In The Hucow Dimension

Alien Hucow Farm (Too dark for Amazon!!! Available on Smashswords)

Hucow Mode (Coming Soon)

HAPPY HUCOW READING!

NON-Hucow Shorts

Press Start To Play: A Step-sibling Romantic Short

Their Love Poem: A Professor/Student Romantic Short

The Mating Arena Part One: OGRE
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