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This is the final book in Aveline’s Pony-girl Adventure. In it there will be newly added characters that will be in a spin-off of this series. This book is twice the length of the previous books in the series because there were a lot of things to wrap up in Emberlily’s story. I hope you enjoy the conclusion of this series as much as I enjoyed writing it.

Happy Reading!
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Chapter 33

The Grivvet town surrounds us as Fenrik guides me down the main street, my hooves clacking loudly against the cobblestones. Grivvets bustle past, carrying baskets or pulling small carts, going about their daily business. No one pays me any mind—a naked human woman in a bridle and saddle, with a Grivvet perched on my back—because here, I am just part of the scenery, not something strange or wrong. Here, I am as common as the stone structures or the wooden stalls lining the street.

Fenrik steers me toward the central market, his gentle tugs on the reins guiding me through narrow streets that open suddenly into a wide square. The space teems with activity—vendors arranging wares on wooden tables, shoppers examining goods with critical eyes, children darting between legs and stalls. The air smells of roasting meat, sweet bread, leather goods, and the earthy musk of Grivvets gathered in numbers.

“Whoa,” Fenrik commands softly, pulling back on the reins.

I stop precisely where he wants me, beside a row of sturdy wooden posts set at intervals along one edge of the square. Other pony-girls already stand tethered here, their expressions blank as they wait for their owners to return. I recognize the vacant look in their eyes—the simple absence of thought that comes with complete acceptance.

Fenrik dismounts with a fluid motion, his weight lifting from my back. He walks around to face me, fishing in his pocket for something. The fine silver chain I saw earlier glints in his clawed hand.

“Bend down,” he says, reaching for the rings that pierce my nipples.

His touch is matter-of-fact as he clips one end of the chain to my left nipple ring. The slight pressure when he tugs to test it sends a jolt through my breast that travels down to my core. He threads the chain through an iron ring embedded in the hitching post, then secures the other end to my right nipple. The chain is just long enough to allow me to shift my weight from foot to foot, but not long enough to move away or stand up.

“There,” he says, giving my flank an approving pat. “Be a good mare. I won’t be long.”

He walks away without looking back, disappearing into the crowd. I shift slightly, testing the limits of my tether. The chain pulls taut immediately, the sensation in my nipples sharp enough to make me still again. I settle into the proper waiting posture—back bent, shoulders relaxed, weight distributed evenly between my hooved feet. The bit sits comfortably in the gaps where my molars once were, and I barely feel it now.

From my position, I have a clear view of much of the market. I don’t understand their language, but I can take a guess at what they are talking about. A female Grivvet in a green tunic looks to be haggling over the price of root vegetables. Her gestures are animated as she bargains. Two males compare tools at a nearby stall, testing the weight and balance of farming implements in their clawed hands. A vendor arranges bottles of colorful liquids—medicines or potions of some kind—while calling out their virtues to passing shoppers.

And everywhere, there are pony-girls. Some stand tethered like me; others pull small carts laden with goods, their owners walking beside them with reins in hand. A few carry riders through the square, their pace careful as the rider navigates them through the crowded space.

Each pony-girl bears the marks of its status. All have bits between teeth, and arms bound behind their backs. Some wear decorative elements that their handlers must value—bright ribbons woven through braided manes, painted symbols on shoulders or flanks, and a few have bells that chime with each movement. Others are more plainly equipped, valued for function rather than ornament.

I notice one with multiple facial piercings—rings through her nose, her lower lip, her eyebrows—that jingle softly when she turns her head. Another has her entire body painted with swirling patterns in blue and green, transforming her skin into a living canvas. A third wears breast harnesses that lift her massive globes, displaying her to maximum advantage.

The market’s constant movement flows around us, never acknowledging our presence beyond the need to use us. An older Grivvet adjusts his pony-girl’s posture with a tap of his crop before entering a shop, ensuring she’ll stand properly while he conducts business.

There is no mockery here, no cruel laughter or degrading comments. No hands reach out to pinch or prod or explore my body out of cruel curiosity. No one spits at my feet or pulls children away with disgusted expressions. The contrast with my experience in the human village is stark and unsettling.

In the human village, I was a spectacle—something shameful yet fascinating, my transformation both repulsive and titillating to human eyes. Here, I am unremarkable. My nakedness, my bindings, my bit and bridle and tail—all are as ordinary as clothes on a Grivvet.

A rider passes, sitting atop a pony-girl whose pale blonde hair is styled in a mane similar to mine. Our eyes meet briefly, and I see in her gaze not suffering or despair but the simple acceptance of her place. She looks away first, her attention returning to the path ahead as her handler guides her toward one of the food stalls.

The sun warms my naked skin, highlighting the leather straps that cross my body. My shadow falls short on the cobblestones, the outline of a figure that no longer resembles the human woman I once was. The silhouette shows a creature reshaped—the stiff ridge of my mane, the bound arms, the curve of my breasts with their metal rings, the tail that hangs between my thighs.

I draw a deep breath, taking in the scents of the market—spices and fresh bread, leather goods and metal tools, the sweat of Grivvets and the muskier scent of pony-girls. There is something almost comforting in being here, in understanding my place in this world. There are no choices for me to make; I am just here to serve.

Can I find happiness in this life? No—that would be too strong a word, too human an emotion for what I’ve become — but there is a certain peace in surrender, in letting go. I would never have chosen this fate, yet now that it’s mine, I find myself almost grateful for the simplicity it brings. The human world, with its endless choices and responsibilities, seems increasingly distant and complex compared to the straightforward existence of a pony-girl.

The chain tugs at my nipples as I shift my weight slightly, sending that now-familiar mixture of discomfort and arousal through my body. My trainer is right—these permanent modifications make control easier and more precise. The rings that pierce my flesh are not merely decorative but functional, like every change they’ve made to my body. The removed teeth allow the bit to sit comfortably, and the shaved sides of my head make me look more equine, but also lower upkeep and keeps what’s left of my hair maintained.

I am a pony-girl, standing in a Grivvet market, waiting for my handler to return. This is not a nightmare from which I’ll awaken or a temporary humiliation to be endured until rescue comes. This is my life now—predictable, structured, with clear expectations and consistent rules.

I’ve been changed physically and mentally; there is no going back to the human world even if I managed to escape. There is no place for me there, looking as I do now.

Aveline is gone, faded like morning mist beneath the rising sun, and I have accepted it. They’ve done what I swore I wouldn’t let them. They’ve tamed me.

Time passes in strange increments as I stand tethered to the market post. Tired of watching the Grivvets, my mind drifts in a foggy detachment. There is nothing for me to do but wait. My attention snaps back to focus at the sight of a tiny figure weaving through the crowd, a young Grivvet boy no higher than my knees, making his way deliberately toward the hitching posts where we pony-girls stand.

His face shines with excitement, amber eyes wide and bright in his olive-green face. Unlike adult Grivvets with their weathered skin and calculating gazes, there’s something open and unguarded about his expression. He clutches a small leather pouch against his chest, protecting it from being jostled by passing shoppers.

The boy approaches the first pony-girl in the row—a blonde with an elaborate braided mane decorated with blue ribbons. Her expression remains blank as he stops before her, but her nostrils flare slightly at the scent that escapes when he loosens the drawstring of his pouch.

Sugarroot. Even from several feet away, I can smell its distinctive sweetness, and my mouth waters in response. The familiar tension builds in my chest—anticipation, hope, need—my body’s trained reaction to the promised reward.

The boy pulls out a small piece of Sugarroot, its pale surface glistening in the morning light. He holds it up to the blonde pony-girl’s mouth, his small clawed hand steady as he offers the treat. Without hesitation, she takes it between her teeth, working it around her bit with practiced ease. The boy giggles with delight at her acceptance, reaching up to pat her flank with his free hand.

“Good pony,” he says, his voice high and clear. “Pretty pony.”

He moves to the next hitching post, repeating the ritual with a dark-haired pony-girl whose body is decorated with swirling paint patterns. She too accepts the treat, her eyes closing briefly as the Sugarroot’s sweetness floods her mouth.

The boy works his way down the line, offering a piece to each tethered pony-girl. Some respond with small whinnies of pleasure; others remain silent, but all accept his gift. With each successful offering, his smile grows wider, revealing small pointed teeth that haven’t yet reached their adult sharpness.

When he finally reaches me, he pauses, studying me with unabashed curiosity. His gaze travels over my body—not with the calculating assessment of an adult Grivvet nor the cruel fascination of humans, but with the simple interest of a child encountering something beautiful and strange.

“You have fire in your mane,” he says, his amber eyes wide as he looks at my auburn hair. “I like it.”

He digs into his pouch, extracting another piece of Sugarroot. This one is larger than the others, as if he’s saved the best for last. He holds it up to my mouth, his small face eager.

I lower my head slightly and part my lips, taking the Sugarroot carefully from his palm. His fingers brush against my mouth, tiny claws gentle against my skin. The Sugarroot’s sweetness explodes across my tongue, working its familiar magic as I maneuver it around the bit.

“Good pony,” he breathes, his face lighting with joy at my acceptance.

The Sugarroot dissolves slowly, releasing its warmth that flows from my mouth down my throat and through my limbs. My muscles relax, the tension I didn’t realize I was carrying melting away. The market sounds seemed to recede slightly; the colors growing brighter. Each sensation intensifies—the sun on my skin, the leather straps of my tack, the slight pressure of the chain on my nipple rings—all taking on a pleasurable edge.

The boy reaches up, standing on tiptoe to stroke my flank. His touch is feather-light, and when I don’t shy away, he grows bolder, reaching for the end of my braided mane. His clawed fingers trace the stiff braid with wonder.

“It’s like fire,” he says again, more to himself than to me. “Red fire.”

His innocent admiration warms something inside me that has nothing to do with the Sugarroot’s chemical effects. For him, I am not a broken human or even a beast of burden—I am simply a fascinating creature, worthy of treats and gentle touches.

“Taslik! What are you doing?”

A female voice cuts through my Sugarroot haze. A Grivvet woman approaches, her face a mature version of the boy’s. She wears an apron over a simple dress, pockets bulging with various items.

The boy—Taslik—turns to her with undiminished enthusiasm. “Mother! Look at the fire-mane pony! Isn’t she pretty? I gave her the biggest Sugarroot.”

The woman reaches us, placing her hands on her son’s shoulders. There’s exasperation in her expression, but it’s softened by fondness. “You’ll make the ponies fat with all those treats! Come along now. Your father is waiting.”

She glances up at me, her amber eyes meeting mine briefly. There’s no malice there, no cruelty, just the matter-of-fact assessment of one looking at livestock. “She is a magnificent mare, son,” she muses, her eyes glinting with appraisal. “With a mane like that, her owner will strike gold from the foals she’ll produce—just imagine the riches from all those fiery red offspring.”

Taslik’s eyes widened at his mother’s words. He looks up, his face hopeful, and says, “Mother, when I’m grown, will you buy me a fire-mane pony? Can I choose one myself?” His eagerness is so pure it almost hurts to witness; even the adult Grivvets nearby smile at the boy’s ambitions. Even though he’s possibly referring to my future children, who will be born pony-girls, my anger doesn’t flare in the wake of his excitement.

His mother barks a short laugh, shaking her head in amusement. “If you work hard and save your coppers, maybe one day. Remember, a good pony needs a good owner, not just a rich one.” She tousles his wiry hair, but Taslik is already lost in dreams, his gaze sliding over my form with possessive pride.

He inches closer, emboldened by his mother’s lack of scolding. “If she were mine, I’d brush her every day. I’d braid her mane with blue ribbons, make her the fastest in the race.”

His mother laughs again, the sound deep and warm. “That’s a big promise, Taslik,” she says, gathering him to her side. “Ponies need more than braids and races to be happy.” She lets him rest his head against her waist, her hands absently circling his bony shoulders. For a moment, she regards me not as property but as a living thing, her gaze softening. “You treat animals well, and they treat you well in turn,” she says, more to him than to me, but I feel the words settle in my chest like a gentle weight.

Taslik allows himself to be pulled away, but he twists in his mother’s grip to wave at me. “Bye, fire-mane! I’ll bring more treats next market day!”

I watch them disappear into the crowd, the boy’s bright chatter fading among the market noises. The Sugarroot’s warmth still pulses through me, blunting the edges of thought, but something else stirs beneath that pleasant haze. A strange, unexpected feeling that takes me a moment to identify.

Belonging.

The interaction was ordinary to them—a child feeding treats to ponies, a mother indulging her son’s fascination with animals. Just a normal moment in a normal day, and I was part of that normalcy.

Not as an equal, or as a person, of course. I didn’t contribute to the conversation with words, but I was part of it. Both the boy and his mother treated me with the same kindness you show an animal, and it’s exactly how I’m meant to be treated in this new life.

I shift my weight slightly, the chain at my nipples jingling with the movement, and for the first time since my capture, I feel something like peace.

The Sugarroot’s warmth has faded from my blood by the time the shop door across the square swings open, revealing a Grivvet who immediately catches my attention. He stands at an average height for his kind, but something in his bearing draws the eye. He steps into the sunlight with a bounce that sends his leather pouches swinging against his hip.

His movements are quick and efficient, the stride of someone who prefers action to talk. His eyes, a shade lighter than most Grivvets—almost gold in the morning light—dart around the square, cataloging everything with restless interest. The way he moves, the constant flick of his ears, the slight twitch at the end of his long tail — all speak to a barely contained energy.

He’s younger than Skarn, I think, maybe even younger than Fenrik, though I admit it’s hard to tell Grivvet ages apart. He wears a short, sleeveless tunic over his wiry body, the stitching uneven and clearly repaired by hand. His arms are banded with ink, vivid blue lines spiraling from wrist to shoulder. Across his chest is a leather harness meant for carrying tools or weapons, but right now it’s empty except for a single knife with a bone handle.

He doesn’t walk, exactly—he sort of bounces, like he can’t stand sitting still, but when his gaze reaches the hitching posts where we pony-girls stand tethered, it slows, moving from one to the next with growing interest. And when his eyes find me, they stop entirely.


Chapter 34

The unfamiliar Grivvet moves toward me, eating up the distance between us with fast steps, his amber eyes never leaving mine as he approaches the hitching post. Unlike Skarn or the handlers at the farm, there’s something different in his gaze—not the clinical assessment of livestock or the casual disregard of property, but a focused intensity that makes me stand straighter in my restraints. The chain connecting my nipple rings to the post jingles softly with my movement, sending a small pulse of sensation through my chest.

He stops directly in front of me, close enough that I can smell his scent—leather and dust from the road, something herbal, and the natural musk that all Grivvets carry. His tail swishes behind him, the movement betraying an energy his body barely contains even when standing still.

“Easy there, little fire-mane,” he whispers, his voice gentler than I expect from a Grivvet. His eyes travel over my face with unusual attention. “I’ve never seen a horse with your coloring before. Absolutely magnificent.”

The praise warms something in me that has nothing to do with the Sugarroot the boy gave me earlier. I make a soft sound around my bit—not a word, not even an attempt at one, just a quiet whinny of acknowledgment. The sound surprises me. I didn’t consciously decide to make it; it simply emerged from my throat, instinctive and animal-like.

His clawed hand reaches out, hesitating for just a moment before touching my neck. The contact is light at first, testing, as if he’s worried I’ll spook. When I don’t flinch away, his touch becomes more confident, stroking down the column of my throat to my collarbone.

“Look at you,” he murmurs, his voice low enough that only I can hear. “Like autumn leaves caught in sunlight.”

His fingers go to my mane, tracing the stiff ridge of braided hair that runs from my forehead down the back of my neck. His expression holds only fascination.

“They’ve done good work with your mane,” he comments. “Though I’d have left more of it wild, myself. Let that color flow free.”

He circles me slowly, his eyes taking in every detail of my tacked body. The saddle still sits on my back, the leather warm from hours in the sun. My arms remain bound behind me, the position so familiar now that I forget I have them most days.

When he completes his circuit and stands before me again, his eyes meet mine with the same unusual directness. Most Grivvets look at pony-girls without really seeing them—we are equipment, beasts of burden, property — but this one looks at me as if trying to see past the bit and bridle, past the tack and restraints, to something underneath.

“You have spirit. I can see it in your eyes,” he observes, his head tilting slightly as he studies my face. “The need for adventure, just like me.”

His hand slides down my side, following the curve of my ribs to my waist. The touch is light but deliberate, assessing rather than possessive. When his fingers reach the strap that crosses my hip, they trace its edge where it meets my skin.

“Still new to the saddle, I’d wager,” he says. “But taking to it well.”

His hand continues its journey, moving up to my chest. I hold my breath as his claw gently scrapes across one nipple ring; the metal vibrating slightly with the contact. A shiver runs through me, warmth pooling between my legs at the unexpected touch. The sensation is sharp yet pleasant, intensified by the tethering that connects the rings to the post.

“Sensitive,” he notes, his voice dropping lower. “That’s good. A responsive horse is easier to guide.”

He repeats the gesture on my other nipple ring, watching my face as another tremor moves through me. The chain jingles with my slight movement, pulling just enough to heighten the sensation. My breath catches, emerging as a soft gasp around the bit.

“You must be relatively new,” he muses. “Your reactions are so... honest and not dulled by time and exposure.”

There’s something in the way he says this—a hint of admiration, perhaps, or simply satisfaction at finding what he seeks. His gaze drops to the straps between my thighs, to the brands visible on my exposed labia, but he doesn’t touch me there. Not yet.

Instead, his hand returns to my face, fingers stroking the side of my cheek in a gesture that feels almost affectionate.

“I bet you were a fighter when they first caught you,” he says. “The spirited ones always make the best mounts once they accept their new purpose.”

He speaks as if we’re having a conversation, though he knows I can’t answer. It’s different from how the handlers talk at me, giving commands and instructions without expectation of comprehension. This Grivvet talks to me as if I understand every word.

“My name’s Korrin,” he tells me, as if introducing himself to an equal. “I’m a trader. I travel the roads between settlements, bringing goods from place to place.”

His hand moves to scratch gently at the base of my mane, finding that perfect spot where my scalp meets my neck. The touch sends pleasant tingles down my spine, and I lean into it slightly, careful not to pull too hard on my tether.

“There you go,” he murmurs, seeing my response. “You like that, don’t you?”

I do. The gentle scratching is perfect, hitting nerve endings that seem directly connected to the pleasure centers of my brain. My eyelids grow heavy, and I make another soft whickering sound that would have mortified the old me, but now feels natural.

Korrin’s amber eyes study my reaction with delight. “We’d be good together on the road,” he says thoughtfully. “You’re built for distance, not just for show. And that spirit of yours... you’d love the open trail, I think.”

The way he says it makes something flutter in my chest—a sensation I haven’t felt since before my capture. Not hope exactly, but a stirring of interest, of possibility. The rigid routines of the farm, the repetitive training, the predictable rhythms of stable life—they’ve become comfortable in their certainty, but there was a time when I dreamed of seeing more of the world.

Korrin seems to sense this somehow. His fingers stroke down the curve of my neck one more time. “Easy there, little fire-mane,” he repeats, his voice still gentle. “I see you. The real you.”

But there is no real me anymore, is there? Just Emberlily, the pony-girl, standing tethered in a market square, responding to the touch of a Grivvet trader with animal sounds and physical reactions. Whatever he thinks he sees in me is just a projection of his own desires.

Yet as he continues to stroke my neck, his touch both soothing and stimulating, I wonder what life might be like on the open road with this strange, energetic Grivvet. What would it mean to be valued not just as property, but as a companion on adventures?

The thought is dangerous. Pony-girls don’t have choices. We go where we’re led, serve as we’re trained. Dreaming of alternatives only leads to pain.

Still, I can’t help the small whicker of pleasure that escapes me as Korrin’s fingers find that perfect spot at the base of my mane once more.


Chapter 35

Korrin circles me again, his steps slow and measured as he takes in every detail of my body a second time. His inspection is thorough but not unkind—the practiced assessment of someone who knows what to look for in a mount. Unlike the handlers at the farm, his gaze seems to evaluate potential, and possibility. I stand perfectly still, letting the chain at my nipples guide my posture, keeping my back straight and head up as I’ve been trained.

“Who owns you? I see no brand,” he says, his eyes scanning my shoulders where many pony-girls carry their owner’s mark. His question isn’t directed at me exactly—he doesn’t expect an answer from a horse. It’s the musings folks voice aloud when examining goods at market.

Still, my heart beats faster at his words. I don’t carry Skarn’s farm brand on my shoulder like some of the other pony-girls. Only those he intends to keep permanently receive that mark—the ones he’ll never sell, no matter the price offered. My not having it means I could be sold. The thought should terrify me, but I feel a strange flutter in my chest at the possibility.

Korrin completes his circle and kneels before me, his movements fluid and precise. My instinct is to step back, but the chain at my nipples holds me in place. His clawed hands reach for my thighs, and I feel his touch on the straps that frame my sex.

“Let’s see what we have here,” he murmurs, his voice low and focused.

His fingers spread my labia gently, exposing the brands burned into my flesh. The touch is careful, not rough or impersonal like when the vet examined me. There’s a thoughtfulness to his movements, a consideration that feels almost respectful despite the intimate nature of the inspection.

I should feel shame at being exposed in this way in the middle of a public market, at having a stranger’s hands on the most private parts of my body, but shame requires a human sense of privacy, of dignity. That has been systematically trained out of me. My body belongs to others, and this type of examination is expected. It’s normal.

Korrin’s amber eyes narrow as he studies the marks between my legs. His thumb traces the outline of the cart-pony symbol, its edges still slightly pink from the recent branding.

“Ahh! You’re one of Skarn’s,” he says with sudden recognition. “And I see you’re marked for riding and cart pulling. Perfect.”

There’s satisfaction in his voice, as if confirming something he suspected. He stands, brushing dust from his knees, and meets my eyes again.

“Skarn only trains the best stock,” he says, more to himself than to me. “No wonder your conformation is so excellent.”

His gaze travels over me once more, but now with new understanding. The way his ears perk forward betrays his increased interest.

“Built for endurance, I’d wager,” he continues, his hand returning to stroke my flank. “Good muscle tone in the thighs. Strong back. And that coloring...” He shakes his head slightly. “Remarkable.”

He reaches into a pouch at his belt and pulls out a Sugarroot. The sight of it makes my mouth water instantly. The sweet scent reaches my nostrils.

“Such a good girl,” Korrin praises, holding the treat up to my mouth. “And just what I’m looking for.”

I take the Sugarroot between my teeth, careful not to nip his fingers as I accept his offering. The sweetness explodes across my tongue, working its way around the bit to flow down my throat. The familiar warmth spreads through me, relaxing my muscles and sending that pleasant haziness through my mind.

Korrin watches my reaction with clear pleasure, his own enjoyment tied to mine. “There’s nothing like watching a fine horse enjoy a well-deserved treat,” he says.

As the Sugarroot dissolves in my mouth, footsteps approach from behind. I can’t turn my head with the chain secured to my nipple rings, but I recognize the particular rhythm of Fenrik’s walk. My handler has returned, and from the slight quickening of his pace, he’s noticed the attention I’m receiving.

“You’ve an interest in a fresh mount, or are you just looking?” Fenrik asks as he reaches us. His tone is polite but businesslike, his hand coming to rest possessively on my flank.

Korrin straightens, turning to face Fenrik with a friendly nod. His posture shifts subtly—less intimate, more professional—but he doesn’t step away from me.

“Couldn’t help noticing her,” Korrin replies, gesturing toward my braided mane. “Never seen that coloring before. Like fire caught in horsehair.”

Fenrik’s hand remains on my flank, his touch a simple statement of ownership—or at least stewardship. “Skarn has an eye for unusual stock,” he agrees. “This one’s coloring is indeed rare.”

“Skarn breeds excellent horses,” Korrin says, his eyes still fixed on me. “I’ve seen his work before.”

“Are you in the market for a new pony-girl?” Fenrik asks directly, his business sense obviously piqued by Korrin’s interest. “This one’s still in training, but she’s progressing well.”

I stand between them, still tethered by my nipple rings to the post, as they discuss me like the property I am. The Sugarroot’s sweetness lingers on my tongue, its effects softening the edges of my thoughts. I should feel objectified by their conversation, but it’s become normal. I hope Korrin will say yes, that he’s looking for a new mount. The thought surprises me.

“I might be,” Korrin admits, his gaze returning to me. “Depends on the asking price, of course.”

“This one hasn’t been priced yet,” Fenrik says. “She’s still in the training phase. But I can pass your interest along to Master Skarn.”

Korrin nods thoughtfully, his eyes never leaving my face. “I’d appreciate that. She’s... exceptional.”

The way he says the word sends a strange thrill through me. Not the mindless pleasure of a Sugarroot or the simple satisfaction of completing a task correctly, but something more complex, more human. I’ve been called many things since my capture—stubborn, difficult, promising, obedient—but never exceptional. The word settles in my chest like a warm coal.

Fenrik seems to notice my reaction, his eyes narrowing slightly as he observes the way I respond to Korrin’s presence. “I see she’s taken a liking to you,” he comments, his tone neutral but his posture still protective. “She can be particular about who handles her.”

This isn’t entirely true—I’ve been trained to accept anyone’s touch, anyone’s commands. But Fenrik is building my value in Korrin’s eyes, highlighting qualities that might increase the price Skarn could demand. It’s a sales tactic, nothing more.

Yet as Korrin’s fingers brush against my mane once more, I can’t help leaning slightly into his touch, the chain at my nipples jingling with the movement. The sound draws both Grivvets’ attention to my chest, to the thin silver chain that connects my rings to the post.

“Newly pierced?” Korrin asks, noticing perhaps the still-pink skin around the metal.

“About a month ago,” Fenrik confirms. “Part of her standard modifications. Makes controlling a horse this strong easier.”

Korrin nods with understanding, his hand still resting lightly on my mane as he addresses Fenrik. “I have a mount, but it’s getting on in years and struggles to handle my longer trade routes,” he explains, his fingers absently stroking the stiff ridge of hair. “Does well enough for brief trips, but I hadn’t thought of retiring her until I spotted this fine filly.” His touch moves to my cheek, surprisingly gentle. “She’s magnificent.”

The praise makes me stand taller, my posture straightening without conscious thought. My tail swishes behind me, the horsehair brushing against the backs of my thighs. The movement pulls slightly at the plug seated inside me, sending a small pulse of pleasure through my core. I try to keep still, but my body responds to his admiration in ways I can’t fully control.

Fenrik notices my reaction and nods in agreement. “Aye, she is, and well-broken to the saddle for one so newly caught. Fine endurance too. Skarn is pleased with her.”

Korrin’s eyes widened slightly at this information, his interest visibly deepening. “Wild caught like I thought. Even better!” His gaze sweeps over me again, more assessing than before. “Skarn breeds and trains only the best, I heard.”

“He does,” Fenrik confirms with evident pride. “Maintains the highest standards in the region. This one adapted quickly to training—faster than most wild-caught stock.”

Korrin’s fingers trace the curve of my jaw, his touch light but deliberate. “I prefer wild-caught to bred,” he says. “They have more spirit, more endurance. The ones born into it are easier to train, but they lack... something.” His eyes meet mine, searching. “A fire inside. This one has it.”

Fenrik shifts his weight, his hand still resting on my flank in that possessive way. “I know what you mean. Training a born pony is not the same. They lack the fight, and then the surrender of submission. Every Grivvet prides themselves on being able to train a beast this large with their own hands. Makes riding them much more satisfying.

Again Korrin nods. Fenrik continues, “She’s proven exceptional in training. Mastered cart-pulling in half the usual time. Good temperament too, once she accepted her place.”

“A quick learner then,” Korrin muses. His fingers find the base of my mane again, scratching that perfect spot that makes pleasure ripple down my spine. “Important for a trader’s mount. The roads change constantly and are often full of hazards. A pony needs to adapt.”

His words paint a picture so different from my life on the farm. There, each day follows the same pattern—wake, feed, work, rest. The training pens and fields never change. The thought of new roads, unfamiliar sights, and new challenges stirs something in me that I thought had died with Aveline. Curiosity. Interest. I desire to see what lies beyond the next hill.

“She’s sturdy enough for long journeys.” Fenrik says.

Korrin’s eyes narrow as he assesses me more critically. “Good bone structure. Strong shoulders. Excellent muscle development in the thighs and back.” His hand moves to my waist, feeling the tone of my abdominal muscles. “She’d need conditioning for the longer routes, but yes, she’d handle the work well.”

They continue to discuss me as if I’m not present, but I hope I measure up to Korrin’s requirements. The idea of traveling the roads with him, seeing different towns and landscapes, feels like an unexpected glimpse of freedom within my captivity.

“This one is not listed for auction yet,” Fenrik says, bursting my daydream of distant lands. His tone grew more businesslike. “Still a lot to learn.”

Korrin’s face falls slightly, his ears drooping in obvious disappointment. “Then she is not for sale?”

The dismay in his voice is palpable, and I’m surprised to find it echoed in my chest. A small, involuntary whicker escapes me, the sound unmistakably one of disappointment. Fenrik’s eyes flick to me, noticing my reaction, one eyebrow raising slightly.

“No, unless you have enough coin to make Skarn change his mind,” Fenrik says with a slight shrug. “Every horse has a price, but still he might say no. I think he has plans for her. She’s his best stock this season.”

My ears prick at this, curiosity sparking inside me. Plans? What plans could Skarn have for me? More training, certainly—I’ve only mastered the basics of riding and cart-pulling — but there’s something in Fenrik’s tone that suggests something more specific. Breeding, perhaps? The thought sends a confusing mixture of dread and anticipation through me. I’ve seen what happens when pony-girls are bred, watched the matings in the special pen behind the stables. The memory makes heat rise to my cheeks.

“Plans?” Korrin echoes my thoughts, his head tilting slightly in question.

Fenrik’s expression remains neutral, professional. “Breeding, most likely. Coloring like hers is rare. Skarn will want to see if it passes to the offspring.”

The confirmation of my suspicion settles in my stomach like a stone. Of course, Skarn would want to breed me. It’s what happens to valuable pony-girls once their training is complete. We are livestock, after all. Production of more livestock is our ultimate purpose.

“Breeding stock,” Korrin repeats, his voice careful, controlled. “I saw the mark between her thighs. When?”

“Can’t say for certain,” Fenrik replies. “But soon, I’d wager. She’s fully matured, healthy, and her training is progressing well. Once she’s mastered all the basic skills, there’s no reason to wait.”

Korrin’s hand moves to my belly, just below my navel, his touch light but thoughtful. “Looking at her, I understand how much Skarn would make on any foals she produces, but it would be a shame to make her a permanent breeding mare, locked up and kept fat with foals,” he says. “A mare like this should see more of the world first.”

I definitely agree with the new Grivvet, and most pony-girls don’t have a preference or choice about its use, but I hope I don’t end up like that. We go where we’re led, do what we’re trained to do. Yet I can’t deny the flicker of disappointment at the thought of never seeing beyond Skarn’s farm or breeding barn.

“Breeding doesn’t mean she couldn’t work,” Fenrik points out. “Many pony-girls pull carts well into their pregnancies. Strengthens the foals.”

Korrin’s expression remains doubtful. “This one deserves better than being bred right away.”

I’m not sure what he means by “better.” Being bred is the highest purpose a pony-girl can serve—producing more stock for our masters, continuing the cycle of training and service. That’s what I’ve been taught since my capture. Yet Korrin speaks as if there might be more to life, even for a pony-girl.

Fenrik’s expression shifts subtly, becoming more speculative. “You seem quite taken with her,” he observes. “Skarn might entertain an offer if it’s generous enough. He’s a businessman, after all. Profit today sometimes outweighs potential profit tomorrow.”

Hope flutters in my chest, surprising in its intensity. I shouldn’t care who owns me. One master is the same as another, isn’t it? Yet something about Korrin makes me wish for the possibility of belonging to him instead of Skarn. Perhaps it’s just the promise of something different—unknown places, new experiences—rather than the predictable routine of the farm.

“I’ll consider it,” Korrin says, his eyes meeting mine again with that unusual directness. “She’d make an excellent trader’s mount.”

A soft whicker escapes me before I can suppress it. Fenrik notices, his eyebrows rising slightly.

“She seems to like the idea,” he comments, a note of amusement in his voice.

Korrin smiles, the expression warming his amber eyes. “We’d get along well, I think,” he says. “She has the right spirit for the road.”


Chapter 36

I shift my weight from one foot to the other, uncomfortable with standing in one position for so long. The movement pulls unexpectedly on the chain connected to my nipple rings, sending a sharp jolt of discomfort through my chest. A soft neigh escapes me, my body tensing at the sudden pain.

Korrin notices immediately. His expression softens as he steps forward again, reaching up to gently touch the silver chain where it connects to my rings.

“Easy, girl,” he murmurs, his voice low and soothing.

His fingers carefully adjust the chain, relieving the tension that caused my discomfort. Then his clawed hand cups my breast, thumb stroking softly over the tender flesh around the piercing. The gentleness of his touch surprises me. This careful attention to my comfort is unexpected, almost unsettling in its tenderness.

“The rings are still new,” he observes, his touch feather-light as he soothes the irritated skin. “They take time to settle properly.”

His other hand rises to my second breast, giving it the same careful attention. The discomfort fades under his ministrations, replaced by a pleasant warmth that spreads through my chest. His thumbs circle my nipples with a surprising delicacy for a Grivvet’s clawed hands, and I feel my body responding to his touch with an intensity that makes me blush. The Sugarroot he gave me earlier heightens every sensation, making his gentle touch feel even more intimate.

His touch is not sexual, not exactly—at least not in the way a human man would be. Korrin’s hands are careful, methodical, the strokes meant to comfort or check my health rather than to tease or seduce, but that doesn’t change the way my body reacts. The rings and the pressure of the chain already stimulates and confuses my body, but being fussed over, and soothed sends a rush of heat through me.

Korrin’s thumbs continue to circle the rings, coaxing the ache into a low, humming pleasure that seems to echo outwards through my skin. I feel myself flush, my breath quickens around the bit. My nipples, already swollen from the piercings, harden further, and with each swirl he draws something out of me, a needy, desperate longing. I press forward, just a fraction, pressing my breasts against his palms. He notices my reaction and gives me a small, knowing smile.

“There,” he says softly, his amber eyes meeting mine. “Better now?”

I blink slowly in acknowledgment, the only response available to me with the bit between my teeth. His hands linger a moment longer before reluctantly dropping away.

“Her responsiveness will make her an excellent breeder, but it’s still a shame,” he says to Fenrik, his gaze never leaving my face. “A mount like her shouldn’t be confined to the yard. She was meant for the road—she’d do well under open sky.”

Fenrik adjusts his stance, considering Korrin with new interest before nodding. “Drop by the farm soon if you like,” he suggests, his tone casual but his eyes shrewd. “Skarn will hear your offer if you have the coin.”

The invitation hangs in the air between them, a possibility neither had expected when this conversation began. Korrin’s ears perk forward, his tail swishing with barely contained excitement.

“Maybe I will,” he says, trying to sound noncommittal but failing to hide his interest. His hand reaches out once more, stroking the ridge of my mane. “It wouldn’t hurt to see what price he’d name.”

His touch lingers, fingers tracing the stiff braid that marks me as property, as something other than human. Yet the way he touches me feels different from the handlers at the farm. There’s a reverence to it, an appreciation that goes beyond assessing the quality of livestock.

“The farm is two hours northeast of town,” Fenrik says. “Follow the main road until you see the split oak, then take the right fork. Can’t miss it.”

Korrin nods, committing the directions to memory. “I know the place. Passed it on trade routes before.” His eyes return to me, studying my face with unusual intensity. “Never stopped to look at his stock, though. Might have saved myself some time if I had.”

Fenrik unclips the chain from the hitching post, freeing my nipple rings from their tether. “Well, I need to be getting back,” Fenrik says, gathering my reins in his hand.

Korrin’s hand gives my flank one last pat, his touch lingering just a moment longer than necessary. “Safe journey,” he says, though his eyes stay fixed on me rather than Fenrik. “Maybe I’ll see you both again soon.”

“Maybe,” Fenrik agrees, his tone noncommittal but not discouraging.

He mounts me with ease, his weight settling onto the saddle that’s been on my back all day. His clawed feet find the stirrups, his hands taking up the reins with the confidence of a seasoned rider. A gentle tap of his heels against my sides signals me to move forward.

I respond automatically, but as Fenrik guides me away from the hitching post, away from Korrin, I feel an unexpected reluctance. My head turns slightly, as much as the bridle allows, trying to keep the trader in sight as we move through the crowded market.

Korrin stands where we left him, his amber eyes following our progress through the square. There’s something in his gaze—a mixture of determination and wistfulness—that makes me think this won’t be the last time we meet. The thought brings a flutter of something like hope to my chest, though I know better than to expect anything from my future. Pony-girls go where they’re led, serve as they’re trained. Our paths are chosen by others, and there is no room to dream for more.

The clop of my hooved boots against the cobblestones seems heavier as I carry Fenrik away from the market, away from the Grivvet who spoke to me like I was something precious rather than just property. Each step takes me back toward the farm, toward Skarn, toward whatever fate he has decided for me.

As we reach the edge of the square, I manage one last glance back. Korrin has moved, following our path at a distance. When he sees me looking, he raises a hand in a slight gesture of farewell. Then the crowd closes between us, and he’s gone from my sight.

Fenrik guides me through the narrow streets of the Grivvet town, past shops and homes and other pony-girls going about their assigned tasks. Soon we’re beyond the town’s edge, on the road that will take us back to the farm.

Fenrik wastes no time once we clear the edge of the market. The moment the crowd thins, and the road stretches ahead, he leans forward in the saddle, crop poised over my rump.

“Strev!” The crop bites against my skin, a quick stinging snap that jolts me into action. My muscles bunch and release, driving me forward into a trot. My hooves strike the dirt road in perfect rhythm.

Fenrik guides me with subtle shifts in his weight and slight commands of the rein. The sudden speed is dizzying after so much standing, but my body revels in the motion. The wind whips past my face, tugging at the short ridge of my mane, the air cool beneath the scorching sun.

My breasts bounce with each stride, the rings pulling and tugging at my sensitive flesh. The chain that connected them earlier is gone, but the memory of that restraint lingers, a phantom weight swinging between them. Each impact sends little sparks of sensation through my body — something that makes my breath catch behind the bit.

The tail plug bounces pleasantly inside me, sending waves of heat through my core with each stride. As Fenrik urges me faster, the sensations intensify—each impact driving deeper, each withdrawal creating a hollow ache that’s immediately filled again. My world narrows to the rhythm of hooves and breath and pleasure. I surrender to it completely, my mind emptying of everything but the sensations coursing through me.

It’s mind-numbing, and thankfully I don’t have to think. I let my body follow the subtle guidance of the bit in my mouth and reins as Fenrik steers us toward home.

The farm awaits. The familiar routine of another day of training or work. Yet something has changed inside me. A door has opened that I thought had been permanently sealed. It’s not the hope for escape or a return to humanity—those dreams died long ago in the human village where I learned my true place in this world. No, this is different. Simpler. Just the possibility of something new within the confines of what I’ve become.

The road stretches before us, winding through fields and forests back to Skarn’s farm. I move at a steady pace. With Fenrik controlling my body, I drift on the pleasant sensations coursing through me and imagine I’m on a different road—one that leads to distant towns and unknown places. I pretend it’s Korrin’s weight on my back and his gentle hands on my reins.

It’s a dangerous thought, a seed of desire I shouldn’t nurture. Wanting anything for myself is no longer my right. Yet as the countryside rolls past and the town recedes behind us, I can’t help wondering if Korrin will come to the farm, if he’ll offer enough coin to change Skarn’s plans for me.

And most dangerous of all, I can’t help hoping that he will.


Chapter 37

Months later…

The reins tug left, and my body responds before my mind registers the command. Months of training have made the connection between bit and body automatic, the metal pressing against the gaps where my teeth once were guiding me without conscious thought. I turn down the path toward the Grivvet village, my hooves striking a steady rhythm against the packed earth as I carry my handler.

Time has passed—I’ve stopped counting the days. Summer has faded to autumn, and now winter’s bite lingers in the morning air. The seasons mark my transformation more clearly than any calendar could. My responses have become fluid, instinctual. The slightest pressure against my mouth redirects me. A tap of heels against my sides quickens my pace. My body knows what to do before my mind processes the commands.

The dirt path turns to cobblestone as we enter the outskirts of the Grivvet village. My hooves click against the stones, and the smell of cooking meat and fresh bread wafts from open windows.

My handler guides me toward a shop, a wooden building with sacks of grain stacked against its outer wall. Two other pony-girls stand tethered outside, their expressions blank as their handlers shop inside. I recognize one from Skarn’s farm—a blonde whose eyes once held defiance. Now she stares at nothing, her mind somewhere else.

“Whoa,” my handler commands, pulling back on the reins.

I stop precisely where directed, my body responding with practiced obedience. “Drakk.” He dismounts and secures me to a hitching post by my nipple rings. The familiar tug against my sensitive flesh sends a warm pulse through my chest, but I keep my expression neutral. I’ve learned to contain these responses when in public.

My handler pats my flank, saying nothing before entering the store, leaving me to wait. The tail plug shifts inside me, a sensation I’ve grown accustomed to over these months. What once felt like a humiliating intrusion now feels like a part of me. I miss it on the rare occasions it’s removed.

As I wait, my mind drifts to my trips to the human village. Skarn has taken me there three more times since that first visit, parading me before the crowds as proof of his mastery over what was once one of their own. The humans still stare, their eyes filled with disgust or fascination or lust. They still reach out to touch me when Skarn leaves me alone, fingers pinching my nipples or stroking my flanks. A few are bolder, slipping between my legs to feel the wetness there.

The first time, their probing fingers made me burn with shame. The second time, I felt detached, as if it was happening to someone else. By the third time, I barely noticed. Their fingers are just another sensation, neither pleasant nor unpleasant. Just something that happens to my body, which no longer feels fully mine.

It doesn’t even bother me how my body responds to their touch. The heat that builds between my legs, the wetness that gathers there when their fingers probe deeper, feels good. My body’s reactions are beyond my control now, trained to respond to any touch in ways that once would have mortified me. When fingers slide inside me and find me wet, I no longer feel the burning embarrassment that once consumed me. It’s just how pony-girls are. It’s just how I am, and I will shamelessly enjoy every moment of pleasure I get.

The farmhand, not Fenrik, but some random handler who fetched me from my stall this morning, emerges from the store distracting me from my thoughts. He’s carrying sacks of something in his arms, and loads them onto my back, unconcerned that the ride home will be harder for me, but that is the burden I’m expected to bear. He mounts again, and with a gentle tug on the reins, guides me back toward the farm.

He is rough with the reins, and the bit tugs painfully. I whinnied in complaint, but only received a swat on the ass with the crop as a reply. “Harrak!” He shouts, forcing me into a run.

He, like most of the farmhands, really treat us like mindless beasts. Unlike Fenrik and a few others, who treat us with softer hands. I’d much prefer one of them on my back, but a horse doesn’t choose its rider. Regardless, I’m still happy to be off the farm and stretching my legs.

What I truly hate now are the empty days of winter. It’s not as cold in this valley as it was on my family farm. The nights are frosty, especially being naked with nothing to ward off the chill, but when the morning sun comes out, it burns the frost away. Rarely was the ground covered with a thin layer of snow.

There were long hours in my stall with nothing to do but stand or lie in the straw and wait for a handler to fetch me. At least when I’m being ridden or pulling a plow or cart, I have purpose. My body is occupied, my mind can drift, and time passes, but in the stall, time stretches endlessly. I often long for the weight of a rider on my back or the strain of traces across my chest. Even the kiss of the whip on my backside is better than nothing.

During these times, I often think of Korrin. He hasn’t returned since that day at the market months ago, though sometimes I still imagine what it might be like to carry him down unknown roads, to see new places through the frame of my bridle.


Chapter 38

I watch the farm’s daily activities from my stall door as spring returns to the farm. The world is new again. The muddy yard turns green, and the paddocks fill with color as wildflowers and weeds push their way up through the winter-crushed grass. Dandelions, bright and brash, dot the edges of the pasture. Tiny blue and pink blossoms snake through the hedgerows, and the orchard trees behind the barn are suddenly frothing with white petals. Spring here is a riot of color and activity.

Movement near the farmhouse catches my eye. A small figure races across the packed earth—Skarn’s son, a miniature version of his father with brighter amber eyes and a perpetually curious expression. He runs with the boundless energy of youth, a small pack bouncing against his back.

Skarn stands at the stable entrance, his arms crossed over his chest as he watches his son’s hasty departure. “Where are you off to already?” he calls, his voice carrying across the yard.

The boy doesn’t stop, barely turning his head as he shouts back over his shoulder, “To see my new friend!” His words float in the air as he disappears down the path that leads away from the farm, toward the woods that mark its boundary.

Skarn’s face creases in confusion, his ears flattening slightly against his head. I’ve learned to read Grivvet expressions over these months, and this one signals concern mixed with bewilderment. He clearly doesn’t know who this “new friend” might be, and that uncertainty troubles him.

Fenrik opens my stall door and guides me past Skarn toward the equipment yard. As we pass, I catch Skarn’s muttered words: “What friend? There are no children his age for miles.”

The question hangs unanswered in the air as we move away. It’s not my concern who Skarn’s son befriends.

This morning I’m almost regretting disliking the solitude of my stall because the plow weighs more than any cart I’ve pulled before, its metal blade biting deep into the earth. Sweat pours down my naked body even though the air is mild, making the leather straps stick to my skin and chafe with each step. A farmhand walks behind, directing me with tugs on the reins and occasional cracks of his whip against my rump when I slow.

I’ve been pulling for hours. The sun now stands high overhead. There are endless rows of turned earth behind me, but even more unbroken ground ahead. My muscles burn with the effort, thighs and shoulders bearing the brunt of the weight. My human body wasn’t built for this work, but over months it has adapted, grown stronger in the ways needed to serve.

The harness creaks with each step. It’s different from the cart harness—heavier, with thick leather straps crossing my chest and shoulders. The bit in my mouth is larger too, giving the handler better control for the precision needed when plowing straight furrows. Metal rings embedded in the harness jingle with my movements, the sound marking my progress across the field.

Sweat drips from my face, blurring my vision momentarily before I blink it away. It trails down my neck, between my breasts, along my spine. The droplets catch in the ridge of my mane and trickle over the smooth skin of my shaved scalp. Still, I push forward. One hoof in front of the other. One furrow after another.

The whip cracks against my right flank, leaving a stinging red mark. “Keep the line straight,” the Grivvet barks. I’ve drifted slightly off course, the furrow beginning to curve. I correct immediately, my body responding to the pain of the crop. There’s no resentment in me now. The whip is just information, telling me where I’ve gone wrong so I can fix it. I straighten the line and continue.

My determination has grown over these months of captivity. In the beginning, I performed tasks to avoid punishment. Now, I find a strange pride in doing them well. Being useful is the only value I have left, and so I cling to it fiercely. Each straight furrow, each properly pulled cart, each smooth journey beneath a rider’s weight—these are my small victories. They mean nothing to the handlers or to Skarn, but they give my days purpose.

At midday, the handler stops me for water. I drink deeply from the bucket he holds, not minding that it’s lukewarm from sitting in the sun. My body craves the liquid more than it cares about temperature. The handler splashes some water over my back and shoulders, offering momentary relief. It’s a small kindness I appreciate, though his face remains impassive as he does it.

“Rest five minutes,” he says, tethering me to a post at the edge of the field. “Then we finish the north section.”

I stand in the small patch of shade cast by the post, grateful for even this brief respite. My muscles tremble with fatigue, but I know they’ll be required to work again soon. I’ve learned that this trembling doesn’t mean I can’t continue—merely that I’m reaching my limits. Pony-girls are expected to work past those limits. That’s part of our purpose.

When the handler returns, he brings another Grivvet with him—a younger stable hand I don’t recognize. They speak briefly; the handler instructing how to walk alongside the plow to check its depth. I pay little attention to their words. My job is to pull, not to understand the mechanics of plowing. The handler unties me from the post, and with a sharp tug on the reins, we return to work.

The stable hand walks too close to the plow’s path. I can sense his inexperience in how he moves, uncertain and distracted. My focus remains on the furrow ahead, on maintaining the straight line that won’t earn me the whip. The handler directs me with small tugs on the reins, and I respond automatically.

Then the stable hand stumbles, stepping directly in front of my path. I try to stop, but the plow’s momentum pushes me forward. To avoid trampling him, I swerved sharply to the right. The sudden shift of weight combined with the plow’s resistance sends pain shooting through my right ankle. I feel something tear or stretch within the joint, and I stumble, nearly falling to my knees.

The pain is immediate and intense, radiating up from my ankle through my leg. I manage to remain standing, but when I try to put weight on the injured foot, fresh pain makes me whinny in distress. The sound emerges from around the bit, high-pitched and unmistakably one of suffering.

The handler rushes forward, his face darkening with anger. “What happened? What did you do?”

But his question isn’t directed at me. The stable hand shrinks back, stammering something about checking the plow depth. Before he can finish, a shadow falls across us both. Skarn has arrived, drawn perhaps by my cry or by some sixth sense that tells him when his property is at risk.

“What’s this?” he demands, amber eyes taking in the scene—me favoring one leg, the stable hand’s guilty expression, and the handler’s frustrated face.

“The new boy got in the way,” the handler explains, pointing accusingly at the stable hand. “The horse had to swerve to avoid crushing him. Looks like she’s injured her ankle.”

Skarn’s face darkens with rage, but his anger isn’t directed at me. He rounds on the stable hand, his voice low and dangerous. “Fool! You’ve injured one of my horses with your carelessness!” His tail lashes behind him, a sign of extreme agitation I’ve learned to recognize. “That mare is worth more than ten of you!”

The stable hand cowers, ears flattening against his head in submission. “I’m sorry, Master Skarn, I didn’t—”

“Get out of my sight,” Skarn cuts him off. “You’re finished here. Collect your things and be gone before sunset.”

The stablehand’s face crumples, but he knows better than to argue. He slinks away, throwing one last fearful glance over his shoulder before disappearing toward the main buildings.

Skarn turns his attention to me, his anger fading as he assesses the damage to his property. He crouches beside my injured leg, his clawed hands surprisingly gentle as they probe my ankle. The touch sends fresh pain shooting through the joint, but I stand still, knowing better than to pull away.

“Sprain, not a break,” he pronounces after careful examination. “Unhitch her from the plow,” he instructs the handler. “She’s done with plowing, but she did well. I don’t want her working until I say otherwise.”

The handler quickly unbuckles the heavy harness, freeing me from the plow’s weight. The sudden absence of pressure makes me sway slightly, my balance temporarily thrown off. Skarn steadies me with a hand on my flank, the touch firm but not unkind.

They support me back to the farm, one on either side. The going is slow, but they don’t rush me. By the time we reach the main yard, my body is trembling with exhaustion and pain. Sweat has dried in salty streaks across my skin, and dirt clings to me in patches.

Instead of taking me to my stall as I expect, Skarn directs the handler toward the branding area. My heart quickens as I see the familiar rack where I received my previous marks. Not fear, exactly—I’ve learned that fear changes nothing—but resignation mixed with anticipation. More pain to come, but with purpose behind it.

They secure me to the rack, straps tightening around my ankles, waist, and neck. My legs are spread wide, exposing the already marked flesh between my thighs. The older symbols stand out against my skin, the raised lines dark against my skin.

Skarn approaches with the heated stylus, its tip glowing orange. I can feel the heat radiating from it as he brings it closer to my exposed sex. I don’t struggle because this as part of what I am now—a creature to be marked as its uses are determined by others.

The burning metal touches my flesh, and pain explodes through me, sharp and consuming. A cry escapes around my bit, but I remain still, muscles locked against the instinct to pull away. The sizzle of burning skin fills my ears, and the scent of it fills my nostrils. Seconds stretch into eternity before Skarn finally withdraws the brand, leaving a new mark beside the others—the plow symbol that identifies my latest function.

“You took that well,” Skarn comments to the handler. “No thrashing. Good mare. You finally understand your place.”

The praise shouldn’t matter, but somewhere deep inside, a small spark of pride ignites. The pain between my legs pulses with each heartbeat, but it’s already becoming background noise to my mind, just another sensation to be processed and set aside.

As handlers release me from the rack, supporting my weight to keep pressure off my injured ankle, Skarn runs a hand along my sweat-dampened flank. “You are too valuable to be put back into the field,” he tells me, his amber eyes meeting mine directly. “But that mark will show you are an able plow pony.”

I wonder what he’ll have me doing next, but wondering changes nothing. I’ll learn my new purpose when Skarn reveals it, and until then, I’ll do what pony-girls always do—wait, obey, serve when called upon.

They lead me to my stall and close the door. Here I will heal, and here I will wait for whatever comes next.


Chapter 39

The pasture gate swings open, and we pony-girls file through in a line, led by handlers who unclip our leads once we’re inside the fence. Though still bound, bridled, and booted, these hours in the open air are the closest thing to freedom we experience. My ankle has healed, the sprain fading to an occasional twinge when I move wrong. I step carefully onto the grass, savoring the softness beneath my hooves after days on the straw-covered stall floor.

The early summer sun warms my naked skin; its heat pleasant. A light breeze ruffles the ridge of my mane, cooling the sweat that forms between my shoulder blades. My breasts bounce gently as I walk farther into the field, the nipple rings catching sunlight with each step. What once made me burn with shame—this complete nakedness, these modifications to my body—now feels so normal I barely think of it.

Other pony-girls spread throughout the pasture, some walking alone, others gathering in small groups. Without hands to touch or voices to speak, we’ve developed other ways of communicating—gentle nudges, soft whinnies, the pressure of a shoulder or hip against another’s body. I drift toward a group of three pony-girls grazing near a small pond, my tail swishing behind me as I move.

They notice my approach, heads lifting briefly before returning to their grazing. I recognize all three from the stables—the blonde who arrived before me, whose vacant eyes have somehow become thoughtful again; a dark-haired girl captured more recently, still learning the ways of pony life; and a red-haired girl whose freckled skin has tanned deeply in the sun. I join their loose circle, finding my place among them as naturally as joining a conversation.

Our naked bodies brush against each other as we move, hips or shoulders or flanks touching momentarily before shifting apart. The contact is casual, comforting. We share warmth, acknowledge each other’s presence. Sometimes a head will rest briefly on another’s shoulder, seeking or offering comfort.

I remember how alien this once seemed—these half-human, half-animal interactions. How I recoiled at the thought of becoming like the vacant-eyed pony-girls in their stalls. Now I understand the vacancy isn’t emptiness but focus turned inward, a way of surviving. And these animal-like behaviors aren’t degrading but necessary adaptations to a world where human connections are forbidden to us.

A handler calls out, and we move as one group toward the feeding area. Large troughs have been filled with a mixture of grains and vegetables, the same food we receive in our stalls but served communally here. We lower our heads to eat, side by side, sometimes shoulder to shoulder when space grows tight. Bits of grain stick to my lips as I maneuver my food around the metal in my mouth, a skill I’ve perfected over months of practice.

After feeding, we drift back to the open pasture. Some pony-girls lie down, stretching out on the grass to soak in the sun’s warmth. Others stand in pairs or groups, heads close together, sharing body heat and silent companionship. I find myself beside the blonde, our sides touching as we stand facing the distant mountains. Her breath matches mine, slow and steady in the afternoon heat.

A commotion at the far end of the pasture draws our attention. Handlers are leading a group of very naked pony-boys and stallions into the adjacent field, separated from us by only a wooden fence. My body responds before my mind fully registers their presence—a warmth blooming low in my belly, a subtle tightening of my inner muscles. The blonde beside me shifts, her breathing changing slightly. She feels it too.

The pony-boys are sturdy, but the stallions are more heavily muscled, with broader shoulders and taller than us. Their manes are styled similarly to ours, and, like us, they wear bits and bridles. Their wrists are bound behind their backs, but instead of the soft ropes that are strong enough to bind our arms, their arms are bound with shackles and chains. While we wear nothing down there, they wear leather straps around their genitals, supporting their heavy scrotums while also allowing the Grivvets to punish unacceptable behavior. The straps can be tightened to pinch and cause them pain. It quickly settles the much bigger stallions and makes them easier to control.

The pony-boys are not used to breed ponies. They work the fields alongside us sometimes, and also pull heavier carts. Something inside me feels different from I usually do when seeing the stallions. An unfamiliar heat grows within me as I watch them move about their pasture. My sex throbs with a need I don’t fully understand, growing wet with no external touch.

One larger stallion approaches the fence near where we stand. His eyes find mine, holding my gaze with an intensity that makes the heat inside me flare brighter. I watch with fascination as his manhood grows hard right before my eyes. The blonde beside me presses closer, her body radiating the same heat mine does. We stand together, watching him, our bodies communicating what our voices cannot.

A handler notices the exchange and laughs, the sound carrying across the field. “Look there,” he calls to another handler. “The mares are in heat. Should we let the stallion service them?”

The words send a wave of confusion through me. In heat? Like an animal? But the throbbing between my legs confirms his words. My body is responding like a mare’s would to a stallion, not like a woman’s to a man. The realization should horrify me, but I feel only a deep, aching need.

The handlers don’t let the stallion near us, though. They led him away, back toward the center of the male pasture. The blonde and I remain at the fence, watching until he disappears from view. The heat inside me doesn’t fade, but with its object gone, it becomes bearable again. We turn away eventually, rejoining the other pony-girls, but something has changed. A new awareness has awakened in my body, one that is more instinctual.

That evening, back in my stall, I listened to the sounds of the farm settling for the night. Handlers make their final rounds, checking water troughs and securing stall doors. The occasional whinny or snort from another pony-girl breaks the growing silence. Through the small window near the ceiling of my stall, I can see stars beginning to appear in the darkening sky.

Movement in the yard catches my eye. A small figure darts between buildings—Skarn’s son, moving with the furtive quickness of someone doing something forbidden. He glances over his shoulder, checking that he’s unobserved, then slips into the equipment room where the pony tack is stored. Curiosity stirs in me, wondering what he is doing up so late.

Minutes pass before he emerges, something clutched against his chest. In the dim light, I can’t make out what he carries, but the shape suggests pieces of tack—perhaps a bridle or small harness. He looks around once more, then disappears into the darkness beyond the yard, following the path that leads toward the woods. I wonder what he’s doing with pony tack, but the question fades as sleep overtakes me.


Chapter 40

The next afternoon finds me back in the pasture. The heat from yesterday remains in my body, a low, persistent throb that intensifies whenever the males are visible in their separate field. I’ve begun to understand this new aspect of my existence—this cycle of need that comes and goes like the phases of the moon. Another way my body has adapted to its new purpose, preparing for duties I suspect will soon be required of me, and this time I’m eager for it.

I stand near the fence that borders the main road, kneeling on the soft clover that grows thicker here than elsewhere in the pasture.

Movement on the road draws my attention. A rider approaches the farm, the steady clop of hooves growing louder as they near. I lift my head, squinting against the afternoon sun to make out who comes. The silhouette becomes clearer—a Grivvet riding a pony-girl, her movements steady but slower than mine would be. Something about the rider’s posture seems familiar.

As they draw closer, my heart quickens. I recognize Korrin, the Grivvet from the village market months ago. He came! He sits tall on his mount, his tail swishing behind him with that same barely contained energy I remember. The pony-girl beneath him is older, her mane streaked with gray, her movements careful and smooth. She carries him with the ease of years of service.

Korrin guides his mount toward the farm’s main entrance, where Skarn waits to receive visitors. They’re close enough now that I can see Korrin’s face—those same bright amber eyes, that same curious expression. He hasn’t spotted me yet, his attention focused on navigating his approach and preparing to greet Skarn.

An unexpected excitement blooms in my chest at the sight of him—the kind Grivvet who once called me magnificent, who touched me with gentleness, who spoke of taking me on the open road rather than confining me to breeding pens. I shouldn’t care who owns me. One master should be the same as another. Yet I can’t deny the leap of my pulse as Korrin dismounts and speaks with Skarn, gesturing animatedly as he always does.

I move closer to the fence, drawn by an impulse I don’t fully understand. Another pony-girl follows me, curious about my sudden interest. “Drakk!” he says, and his mount drops to her knees at once, lowering her head in perfect submission. He dismounts and pets her mane, scratching gently behind her ear—an intimate gesture, full of care. The old mare leans into his hand, eyes closing in obvious pleasure. Korrin whispers something only she can hear, then leads her to the water trough, letting her drink at her own pace.

I watch the tenderness in his every movement, the way he strokes her cheek, wipes the sweat from her brow, and checks her legs for any sign of fatigue. No Grivvet at Skarn’s farm treats pony-girls with such gentle attention. Even Fenrik’s kindness is transactional, full of praise but always with a purpose: good horses work harder, fetch higher prices. The usual.

He ties his mare’s reins to the post, and we stand watching as the two Grivvets talk. Their conversation is too distant to hear, but my heart races when Skarn nods several times, and his expression turns thoughtful. Then he gestures toward the pasture—toward us—and Korrin turns.

His eyes scan the gathered pony-girls, searching. When his gaze finds me, it stops. Even at this distance, I can see the recognition that lights his face, and the smile that follows. He says something to Skarn, who nods again, and they walk toward the pasture gate.

My heart beats faster with each step they take. I shouldn’t hope for anything, and I shouldn’t want any particular future. Pony-girls shouldn’t have dreams or preferences. That will only lead to disappointment. Yet as Korrin approaches, his amber eyes fixed on me with that same appreciative gaze from months ago, I can’t help the warmth that spreads through me, which feels dangerously like hope.

Whatever happens next, whatever Skarn and Korrin discuss, whatever fate awaits me—in this moment, being seen by someone who once thought me special feels like its own kind of freedom. I stand taller, my posture perfect, my mane catching the afternoon light. If nothing else, I can meet whatever comes with the dignity I’ve managed to preserve within this pony-girl’s body.


Chapter 41

The two Grivvets stand near the edge of the stable, their voices still too distant for me to hear. Korrin gestures in my direction, his tail swishing behind him in agitation, and Skarn’s posture remains rigid, unmoved by whatever Korrin is saying. I shouldn’t care about their conversation, but my heart beats faster knowing they’re discussing me.

Korrin looks different from what I remember. His blue-inked arms catch the afternoon light, the spiraling patterns shifting as he moves. The leather harness across his chest now holds several small pouches and a knife with an ornate handle. His clothes are travel-worn but well-maintained. He has the look of someone who lives on the road but still takes pride in his appearance and belongings.

He points toward me again, more insistent this time. His hand makes a sweeping motion that seems to encompass the open road beyond the farm. Even from this distance, I can see the passion in his movements, and the earnestness in his expression. He’s trying to convince Skarn of something, something that involves me, hopefully.

Skarn stands like a stone wall before Korrin’s animated speech. His arms are crossed over his chest, unmoved by the younger Grivvet’s words. His head shakes firmly, the movement sharp and decisive, making my stomach sink. Whatever Korrin is proposing, Skarn isn’t interested. Or at least not on the terms being offered.

My hooves shift in the soft grass, moving from one foot to the other as I anxiously wait. The leather of my bridle presses into my face while the bit sits easily in the gaps where my teeth once were. If I still had those teeth, I’d be grinding them right now. My tail swishes behind me, the horsehair brushing against my thighs as I shift, making me momentarily distracted.

Other pony-girls graze nearby, indifferent to the drama unfolding. The one next to me has lost interest and wanders off toward the pond. Their futures aren’t hanging in the balance of this conversation, but mine is. I can feel it. The possibility hangs in the air, tantalizing and terrifying all at once.

Would Skarn sell me to Korrin? The thought sends a confusing mixture of emotions through me. I’ve grown accustomed to this farm, but Korrin offers something different–the promise of open roads, new places, and adventure.

Korrin’s gestures grow more dramatic, one hand pressed to his chest in what looks like a pledge or promise. He digs into one of his pouches, producing something that glints in the sunlight. Coins, perhaps? He holds them out to Skarn, who barely glances at the offering.

Skarn’s response is to point toward another part of the farm–the breeding barns. My stomach tightens at the gesture. The breeding barns, where pony-girls are mated with stallions to produce offspring. Is that what Skarn has planned for me? The heat I felt yesterday in the presence of the stallions returns, a warm pulse between my legs that I can’t control.

Korrin’s response to Skarn’s gesture is immediate and vehement. He shakes his head, pointed ears flattening against his skull in what I recognize as frustration. He doesn’t want me bred, or at least not yet. The realization warms something inside me. In his eyes, I’m more than just breeding stock.

The negotiation continues, their bodies shifting position as they circle each other in the subtle dominance dance of Grivvet males. Korrin’s tail lashes behind him, betraying his growing agitation. Skarn remains still, controlled. It’s the posture of one who knows he holds all the power in this exchange.

Minutes pass as I watch, my legs growing restless beneath me. I should turn away, return to grazing like the other pony-girls. Yet I remain fixed at the fence, unable to tear my gaze from the two figures who control my fate.

Skarn says something, and Korrin’s shoulders finally slump, defeat weighing heavily on his shoulders. Whatever he’s been arguing for, he’s failed to convince Skarn.

A pang of disappointment shoots through me, sharp and unexpected. I didn’t realize how much I’d been hoping for... what? To be purchased by a Grivvet who spoke kindly to me once? To exchange one form of captivity for another? The logic escapes me, but the feeling remains.

Skarn says something else, his posture relaxing slightly. He gestures toward the farm buildings, then back toward Korrin. An alternative proposal, perhaps? Korrin’s head tilts, considering. His ears perk forward again, interest renewed.

Their discussion takes on a different tone now. Skarn’s arms uncross, and he uses them to emphasize whatever new point he’s making. Korrin nods slowly, thoughtfully. They’ve moved from argument to negotiation, it seems. Some agreement is forming between them, though I can’t begin to guess what it might be.

Korrin reaches into another pouch and produces more coins, adding them to the pile in his palm. Skarn glances at them, then nods once, a sharp movement of acceptance. Whatever this new arrangement is, it involves payment, but perhaps not for outright purchase.

My heart races as I watch them reach for each other’s hands. The handshake is brief but firm, sealing whatever agreement they’ve reached. Skarn’s expression remains impassive, but Korrin’s face breaks into a smile that lights his amber eyes. He didn’t get everything he wanted, but he’s satisfied with this compromise.

They turn and look toward the pasture–toward me. I freeze, suddenly aware of how intently I’ve been watching them. Korrin’s gaze finds me across the distance, and I feel seen in a way I haven’t since before my capture. Not as livestock or property, but as something worthy of effort, worthy of negotiation, worthy of whatever coins he’s just paid to Skarn.

Skarn points toward the path that leads to the main gate, saying something to Korrin. Korrin nods, but his eyes remain fixed on me for a moment longer before heading in my direction.

The other pony-girls notice his approach and drift away, giving us space. They’ve learned that when Grivvets single out one of us, it’s best not to be nearby. I remain at the fence, unable or unwilling to move away. Something about Korrin draws me to him, despite knowing that hope is dangerous for a pony-girl.

He stops just on the other side of the wooden slats, and I drop to my knees, lowering my head without being told.

“There you are, fire-mane,” he says softly. “You’re even more beautiful than I remembered.”

I push my shoulder back and press my breast against the fence at his compliment. I keep my posture perfect as I’ve been trained.

Korrin reaches through the wooden slats of the fence, his clawed hand finding my mane. His fingers stroke the stiff ridge of braided hair, then move to the shaved sides of my head where the skin is smooth and sensitive. Korrin touches me as if I’m something precious.

“Your master is a hard bargainer,” he says with a small sigh. “We talked for a long time about you.” His hand moves from my mane to my cheek, cupping it gently through the gap in the fence. “He’s not ready to part with such a fine horse as you yet.”

Disappointment floods through me, surprising in its intensity. I hadn’t realized how much I’d been hoping to leave with Korrin. A soft whinny escapes me before I can stop it; the sound embarrassingly revealing. Korrin’s mouth turns up in a grin, showing off his sharp teeth.

“Easy, girl.” His thumb strokes my cheek, just below the leather strap of my bridle. “I don’t give up easily.”

Korrin leans even closer, his voice dropping to a whisper. “Don’t worry. A pony like you deserves open roads.” His eyes gleam with determination. “Not just breeding pens and farm work. You should see the mountains in spring, the desert valleys at sunset. I could show you wonders.”

The promise in his words makes my heart ache with longing. Not for freedom–that dream died long ago–but for something beyond the confines of this farm. For new horizons, even if viewed through the eyes of a mount.

“Skarn won’t sell you yet,” Korrin continues, his fingers finding that perfect spot at the base of my mane, “but he’s agreed to something else.” He scratches gently, sending pleasant shivers down my spine.

I lean into his hand, unable to help myself. The scratch at the base of my mane is perfect, and the urge to push against it overwhelms any sense of shame. My body knows what it wants more than I do. I shift my weight so he can reach better, press my cheek into the cup of his palm, and shudder as his fingers move in slow, deliberate circles.

“There we go,” Korrin murmurs with satisfaction, his thumb working small, deliciously insistent circles against the place where my skull meets my neck. “You like that, don’t you, girl?”

His words are soft in a way that makes me feel warm beneath my skin.

He moves his hand lower, the claws surprisingly gentle as they trail down my neck to my shoulders. He pets there for a moment, rubbing in small, soothing motions, then lets his hand slip along my back, tracing the line of my spine through the fence slats.

Korrin’s hand withdraws much too soon, and I immediately miss his touch. He reaches into one of the pouches on his belt, rummaging for something. When his hand emerges, it holds a Sugarroot. My mouth waters instantly at the sight.

“For you, my sweet pony,” he says, holding the treat up to the fence. My lips brush his fingers as I take the treat, careful not to nip him with my remaining teeth. The Sugarroot’s sweetness explodes across my tongue, working its way around the bit to flow down my throat.

The familiar warmth spreads through me, relaxing my muscles and sending that pleasant haziness through my mind.

“There’s a good girl,” Korrin murmurs, watching me enjoy the treat with clear pleasure. His hand reaches through the fence again, this time landing on my naked breast for a second before he slides it down my side in a slow caress.

“I have to go now,” he says with genuine regret. “But I’ll be back to see you soon. That’s a trader’s oath.” His hand moves to my rump, giving it a gentle pat that feels more like an affectionate goodbye than the impersonal slaps the handlers give. “Remember what I said. This isn’t over.”

He steps back from the fence, his amber eyes holding mine for one last moment. There’s determination in his gaze, and something else–a connection I haven’t felt with anyone, human or Grivvet, since my capture. Then he turns and walks back toward where his aging pony-girl waits patiently by the water trough.

I watch as he mounts her with practiced ease, his movements gentle as he settles onto her back. He whispers something in her ear that makes her neigh and prance in place. He then takes up the reins. With a final glance in my direction, he guides her toward the farm’s main gate and the road beyond.

Their silhouettes grow smaller as they move away from the farm, eventually disappearing around a bend in the path. The Sugarroot’s sweetness lingers on my tongue, but it can’t quite mask the unexpected emptiness I feel watching him leave. I stand at the fence long after he’s gone, staring at the empty road as if I could will him to reappear.

Eventually, one of the handlers calls for us to return to the stable. Night is approaching, and pony-girls don’t have the freedom to choose when they stay outside. I turn away from the fence with reluctance, following the others toward the barn, the memory of Korrin’s touch still warm on my skin.


Chapter 42

The stall door creaks open hours after the evening feed. Fenrik stands in the doorway, a lead dangling from his clawed hand. His expression is unreadable in the dim light of the stable, but there’s something different in his posture. “Come,” he says, clipping the lead to my bridle rather than my nipple rings. “Skarn says it’s time.”

Time for what? I wonder as I rise from the straw. Fenrik doesn’t elaborate, simply tugs on the lead to guide me out of my stall. The other pony-girls watch with mild interest as we pass.

Instead of heading toward the training yard or the equipment barn, Fenrik leads me in a different direction. We cross the main yard, passing the farmhouse where a light still burns in Skarn’s office window. The night air is cool against my naked skin, raising goosebumps along my arms and legs. Stars speckle the dark sky above, casting a faint silver light across the farm.

Fenrik’s pace is brisk; he seems in a hurry. We approach a low building set apart from the others, and my throat goes dry. The breeding barn looms in front of us, and my stomach tightens with sudden understanding. The building is simple, sturdy, with small windows set high in the walls. All the doors of this building are heavy and reinforced.

“First time in here, isn’t it?” Fenrik comments as he unlatches the door. It swings open with a low groan. “Easy girl. You’ll be fine.” He soothes when my nerves get the better of me and I whimper.

The scent hits me first as we step inside-musky, primal, unlike the familiar smells of the main stable. This place smells of sweat and musk and something else I can’t quite name. Pheromones, perhaps. The air is warmer than outside, heavy with moisture and that distinctive odor of male. My nostrils flare, taking it in, and something deep in my body responds immediately.

Heat blooms between my legs, a sudden wetness gathering there. My nipples tighten; the rings through them suddenly become more noticeable. My heart beats faster, and my breathing quickens. It’s as if the very air in this place triggers responses in my body that bypass my mind completely.

Oil lamps cast pools of amber light throughout the barn. As my eyes adjust, I can make out a row of stalls on either side of a central aisle. These stalls differ from those in the main stable–larger, with higher walls, and fitted with equipment I don’t recognize. Some have padded benches or strange wooden frames within them. Others contain nothing but fresh straw.

The building isn’t empty. I hear movement from several of the stalls–the shifting of bodies, occasional soft whinnies of other pony-girls or grunts of the stallions. The realization sends another pulse of heat through my core.

Fenrik leads me past occupied stalls, and I catch glimpses of pony-boys inside. Two to a stall, some asleep, others watching as I’m led past.

Deeper into the barn, the stalls are filled with pregnant pony-girls. One especially large, her belly swollen with new life.

At the far end, there is another section, and the scent of male grows stronger. This is where the stallions are kept. We stop at an empty stall midway down the aisle, but the stall beside it isn’t empty. A large stallion occupies it. His mane is the color of straw with deep blue eyes that stare at me hungrily through the bars. He’s bigger than any of the males I’ve seen in the pasture, his shoulders broad, his muscles clearly defined beneath tanned skin.

“This is the one Skarn has chosen for you,” Fenrik says, opening the door to the empty stall. “Good bloodlines, and produces strong offspring.”

I enter the stall as directed, but my attention remains fixed on the male next to me. Like me, he wears a bridle and bit. His arms are bound behind his back, but with heavier restraints than mine–thick leather cuffs connected by a short chain. Unlike in the pasture, he wears no genital restraint here, and I get an up-close view of his massive member.

The stallion’s attention stays on me as I enter the adjacent stall. His nostrils flare, taking in my scent. His eyes darken, growing intense. They lock onto mine with an animal hunger that makes my breath catch. He shifts his weight, moving closer to the dividing wall between our stalls. It doesn’t reach the ceiling–we can see and smell each other clearly, though we can’t touch.

The stallion’s body responds to my presence immediately and visibly. His cock, already semi-hard, swells to full erection as he watches me. It’s massive–larger than I expected, jutting proudly from a nest of light hair. Pre-cum glistens at the tip, catching the lamplight. He makes a deep sound around his bit, something between a groan and a whinny.

“Settle down, Titan!” Fenrik barks, slapping his hand against the stall wall. “You’ll frighten the poor mare.”

I do feel frightened, but excitement floods through me in equal measure. This is what Skarn meant when he said it was “time.” I’m to be bred. This stallion, Titan, will mount me, fill me with his seed, and if all goes as planned, I’ll carry his foal.

The human part of me recoils at the thought, but the pony-girl part–the part that’s been carefully trained over these months–responds with a rush of wetness between my legs.

My body knows what’s coming even if my mind is still unsure. I’ve been prepared for this moment through countless small adjustments–the nipple rings that heighten sensation, the tail plug that’s trained my body to accept invasion, the removed teeth that ensure complete compliance. Even my cycle has adjusted to the other pony-girls.

The stallion paws at the ground with one hooved foot, his eyes never leaving mine. There’s little humanity in that gaze, no recognition of me as anything but a mare to be mounted. Has he forgotten what he once was, as I sometimes forget what I once was? Or is this just the base animal instinct that remains when everything else is stripped away?

“You’ll stay here for a few days,” Fenrik says, checking that my lead is properly secured to a ring in the wall. “Get used to each other’s scent. The actual breeding will happen when you’re at the peak of your cycle.” They even keep track of that.

He steps back, regarding me with a critical eye. “Skarn has high hopes for this pairing. The foal hopefully will have your color and his strength.” He speaks as if discussing livestock, which of course, he is. “Skarn will be the first fire-mane breeder in this region.”

The stallion strains against his restraints, his powerful body tense with desire. A drop of fluid pearls at the tip of his cock, then falls to the straw below. The sight of it sends another pulse of heat through me, and I shift my weight, suddenly aware of the emptiness inside me that craves filling.

A tremor runs through my body, not entirely from fear. Fenrik notices immediately, his hand coming to rest on my flank in that calming gesture handlers use with nervous horses. “Easy, girl,” he soothes, his voice low and steady. “No need for that. This is natural. What you were meant for.”

His clawed fingers stroke my skin; the touch impersonal but effective. My muscles relax slightly under his hand, the trembling subsiding.

Fenrik moves around me, checking my bridle and arm restraints. He adjusts a strap that’s twisted and tightens another that’s too loose. “This binding is too tight,” he mutters, loosening the cuff on my left wrist.

The stallion watches Fenrik’s every move, his eyes tracking the handler’s hands on my body with what looks like jealousy. A low growl forms in his throat, emerging around his bit as a muffled rumble. Fenrik glances at him, unimpressed.

“Eager, isn’t he?” Fenrik comments, continuing his inspection of my restraints. “That’s good.” He finishes his adjustments and steps back to regard me with a critical eye. “Having a pony-girl nearby excites the beast. He’ll be eager to mount you when it’s time.”

As if to confirm Fenrik’s words, the stallion snorts and paws at the ground with his booted foot. His eyes never leave me, dark with a hunger that has nothing to do with food. His erection remains prominent, occasionally twitching as if with its own eagerness.

“The proximity does more than just excite him,” Fenrik continues, gesturing toward the stallion. “It synchronizes your bodies. Your scent will trigger his response, and his will bring you to peak fertility.” He speaks matter-of-factly, like a farmer discussing crop rotation or weather patterns. “By tomorrow evening, you’ll both be ready.”

The clinical detachment in his voice should be disturbing, but I find it strangely comforting. This is routine for Fenrik, for Skarn, for the farm. Nothing special, or traumatic, or strange. Just the ordinary business of breeding livestock. And that’s what I am now–livestock with a specific purpose to fulfill.

“Don’t be scared,” Fenrik continues, his voice matter-of-fact. “You’re ready for this next step. A foal in your belly will tame you even more.” He says, patting my stomach. “The first breeding is always the hardest. After that, it becomes easier. Skarn will want the stallion to cover you daily for a week to be sure it takes. You will enjoy it so much I’ll have to drag you back off the rack in the end.” He chuckles. “All you mares are naughty girls around a stud.”

Fenrik moves toward the stall door, his task completed. “The handlers will check on you throughout the night. Water’s in the trough there.” He nods toward the metal container attached to the wall. “Rest while you can. You will need it.”

With that, he steps out of the stall. The door closes behind him with a heavy thud and the click of a latch. The finality of that sound settles in my chest–I’m committed to this path now. There’s no turning back, no escape, no alternative. Not that I’ve been looking for one.

I’m left alone with the stallion, separated only by the partial wall between our stalls. His breathing is heavy, audible in the quiet of the barn.

We regard each other across the short distance, stallion and mare. We’re the same in this place. Both captured, both trained, both reduced to our most basic function. There’s no hierarchy between us, only the roles biology has assigned.

The stallion’s powerful presence both terrifies and arouses me. His muscles shift beneath his skin as he moves, strength evident in every line of his body. His cock remains hard, ready, a constant reminder of what’s to come. What would it feel like to be mounted by such a creature? To be filled so completely? The thought sends another rush of wetness between my legs.

He inhales deeply, grunting and flexing against the restraints when he catches my arousal.

I inhale as well, taking in his scent. It’s musky, masculine, and primal. My body responds to it instantly, with a tightening in my core, a heaviness in my breasts. It’s pheromones. The invisible communication between male and female that transcends species, language, consciousness. My human mind might not fully understand, but my animal body knows exactly what to do.

A strange calm settles over me as I stand in my breeding stall, accepting this new development in my life as a pony-girl. The fear doesn’t disappear entirely–how could it, faced with the stallion’s size and obvious strength?—but it recedes. This is happening. This is meant to happen.

The stallion whickers softly, the sound almost gentle despite his imposing presence. I shift my weight, settling into a comfortable position for the night ahead.

Soon the stallion will mount me, fill me, plant his seed. And if all goes as planned, I’ll carry a foal–a child who will be born into this life, who will never know any existence but that of a pony. The thought brings a complex mixture of emotions–sadness, resignation, and relief. They’ll never long for freedom if they’ve never had it.

Freedom. Each step has taken me further from it and my human past, deeper into this new existence. And despite everything, I find I’m ready for this next phase.


Chapter 43

The stallion’s presence dominates the neighboring stall like a storm waiting to break. I kneel in the fresh straw, my knees pressed into its softness, aware of his every movement, every breath. His scent fills the air—musky, male, potent—triggering responses in my body that I can’t control and don’t want to even if I could.

The stallion—Titan, Fenrik called him—paces his stall, occasionally pressing against the dividing wall between us, snorting and pawing at the ground. I drift between shallow sleep and watchfulness, my body tensing each time he moves closer. By morning, my thighs are slick with evidence of my arousal, and that hollow ache deep inside grows more noticeable.

The stall door creaks open shortly after dawn. A handler I recognize from the training yard enters, carrying a small wooden box.

“Zarn,” he commands. The single word all I need to understand.

I comply immediately, but then a new command follows. “Nardak.” I do not know what it means, but he guides me into place with a steady hand instead of punishing me. He turns me away from him and grabs my bridle, lowering my face to the straw. This position raises my hips in the air. In this position, I’m exposed to him. “Nardak.” He repeats once I’m in place.

I feel his presence behind me, hear the soft click as he opens the wooden box. He grabs my tail and holds it to the side.

“Let’s see how we’re progressing,” he murmurs.

His fingers probe between my legs without warning, parting my folds. The touch is impersonal, but my body responds instantly. A whimper escapes around my bit as his fingers slide into my wetness, exploring and assessing. I should feel shame at being handled this way, but months of conditioning have dulled that response. Instead, I feel only the desperate need his touch awakens.

“Not quite yet,” he announces after a moment, withdrawing his fingers. “Getting there, though.”

He wipes his hand on a cloth from the box, pats my flank as if in consolation, and leaves without another word. The stall door closes behind him with a definitive click.

I remain in position for several minutes after he’s gone, my body trembling with unfulfilled need. When I finally straighten, I find Titan watching me through the gap in the dividing wall. His eyes are dark with what I recognize as desire, his massive erection visible below. A low rumble emanates from his chest—not quite a growl, not quite a neigh.

That night, I dream of being mounted, of being filled completely. I wake with a start, my body covered in a fine sheen of sweat, the space between my legs throbbing and empty.

The second day passes in a haze of mounting tension. Titan and I watch each other across the dividing wall. Sometimes he paces, agitated and powerful. Other times he stands still, eyes locked on mine with an intensity that makes my heart race. His musk grows stronger, or perhaps my senses have become more attuned to it. Either way, I breathe deeply, drawing his scent into my lungs, letting it work its primitive magic on my body.

The handler returns at the same time as before, carrying the same wooden box. Once again, I assume the position without being told this time. This time, I spread my legs wider, offering better access, and I’m not sure if it’s my training or my body’s desperate need that drives me.

His fingers find me even wetter than before. I hear a soft grunt of approval as he slides two fingers inside me, probing deeper. My inner muscles clench around the invasion, seeking something more substantial than his clinical touch.

“Eager little mare, aren’t you?” he comments, his tone mildly amused. “But not quite ready.” He withdraws again, leaving me trembling and unfulfilled.

From his stall, Titan whinnies in frustration, as if understanding what’s happening. I echo his sentiment with a soft noise of my own.

That night, I slept fitfully. My dreams are vivid and primal—running through open fields, being chased, caught, mounted. I wake several times, my body aching with need, wetness coating my thighs. The stallion’s presence is a constant awareness, his scent permeating everything, working its way into my pores.

By the third morning, I am in a constant state of arousal. My nipples, with their silver rings, are tender and swollen. My sex feels heavy, engorged. Every movement sends little sparks of sensation through my core. I press my thighs together for fleeting moments of relief, then spread them again when the pressure becomes too much.

Titan seems equally affected. He barely sleeps, his powerful body restless, his erection nearly constant now. We have been brought to this state deliberately.

When the handler enters for the third time, I drop into position as soon as the door slides open, making him snicker. He says nothing as his fingers slide into me with ease, probing deeper than before. I make a sound around my bit, and push back against his hand. He doesn’t comment on my eagerness, simply continues his examination with the same clinical detachment.

This time though, something is different. He probes longer, exploring more thoroughly, his fingers pressing against my inner walls as if checking their elasticity. Then he withdraws slowly, and I hear a soft hum of approval.

“Good mare,” he says, patting my ass with more force than usual, the sound sharp in the quiet stall. “It’s time.”

The two simple words send a shiver through me. I know what they mean without further explanation. The days of waiting are over. The stallion will mount me, breed me, fill me with his seed. Instead of being scared, I feel only relief at the promise of release from this constant ache.

The handler leaves without another word, and I slowly rise from my position, turning to face the dividing wall. Titan stands watching me, his blue eyes locked on mine, his body tense with anticipation.

Dawn breaks with heavy footsteps outside my stall. I’ve barely slept, my body humming with anticipation, every sense heightened. The stallion—Titan—is already alert, standing at the edge of his stall. Three handlers appear at his door first, one carrying a heavy lead and restraints. “Time for you, big boy,” the first one says, unlocking the stall. Titan immediately recognizes they are taking him out of his stall and away from me. He balks, tossing his head and backing away from the door.

“Don’t you start,” the handler growls, pushing into the stall with practiced efficiency.

Titan snorts and sidesteps, his large frame tense with resistance. The handler’s patience evaporates instantly. He grabs a crop from his belt and delivers three sharp strikes to Titan’s flank in rapid succession. The stallion flinches but continues to resist, his eyes rolling white at the edges.

“Get the testicle restraint,” the lead handler barks. A second Grivvet produces a leather strap with a mechanism I haven’t seen before. When they manage to loop it around Titan’s genitals, a quick pull makes the stallion instantly freeze, a pained whinny escaping around his bit. His resistance cuts off, his powerful body going docile as the handlers secure additional restraints.

“That’s better,” the handler says, loosening the genital strap just enough to avoid lasting damage. “Always works.”

They lead Titan away, his massive body now compliant, head hanging slightly. The sudden silence in the adjacent stall feels oppressive. I wait, kneeling in the straw, my heart racing. They’re coming for me next.

Sure enough, within half an hour, Fenrik appears at my stall door, lead in hand. “Your turn,” he says simply, clipping it to my bridle. There’s something different in his manner—not quite excitement, but a focused anticipation.

He leads me from the breeding barn into the morning sunlight. The air is cool against my naked skin, raising goosebumps across my flesh. We follow a path I haven’t taken before, toward an open yard between the main stable and the equipment barn. A small crowd of Grivvets has already gathered, their voices low as they prepare for what’s to come.

My heart nearly stops when I spot a familiar figure standing beside Skarn — Korrin. His blue-inked arms are crossed over his chest, his amber eyes intense as they follow my approach. What is he doing here? The breeding of a pony-girl is farm business, not something visitors typically witness. Yet there he stands.

Our eyes meet as Fenrik leads me closer. Knowing he is here is both comforting and confusing in this moment when I’m about to be bred like the animal they’ve made me.

Skarn stands emotionless, as always. His clawed hands are clasped behind his back, his tail occasionally flicking behind him. He nods at Fenrik as we approach but doesn’t acknowledge me, which I’m used to.

A commotion on the far side of the yard draws everyone’s attention. Titan has arrived, led by the same three handlers who took him from the stall. The sight of me seems to inflame him instantly. His erection, which had partially subsided, springs back to full hardness, jutting proudly beneath his muscled abdomen. He whinnies loudly around his bit, jerking against his restraints with renewed vigor.

“Control that animal!” Skarn barks as the handlers struggle to hold Titan in place. One quickly tightens the genital restraint again, making the stallion still momentarily, though his eyes remain fixed on me, nostrils flaring wide to catch my scent.

“He’s eager,” one handler comments, adjusting his grip on the lead.

“He should be, after three days penned beside her,” another replies. “Her scent’s got him primed and ready.”

Skarn surveys the yard with a critical eye. In the center stands a wooden frame—the breeding rack. Its sturdy legs are planted firmly in the ground, its surfaces worn smooth from use. Padded sections cover parts of the wooden structure, providing some small measure of comfort for what’s to come.

“Secure the mare tightly,” Skarn instructs, his tone matter-of-fact. “I don’t want any injuries.”

Fenrik guides me toward the rack, his hand steady on my lead. My legs feel suddenly weak, reality crashing in as I approach the structure where I’ll be restrained and mounted. The moisture between my thighs betrays my body’s readiness, even as my mind fills with nervous anticipation.

Skarn looks around, his brow furrowing slightly. “Where is my son? I thought he wanted to see Emberlily bred for the first time, but he’s already off with his friend for the day.” His tone carries mild annoyance. “He’s been gone a lot lately.”

Korrin shifts his weight, speaking for the first time since my arrival. “Young boys are always distracted by adventures,” he offers, his voice full of understanding. “The world is full of wonders when you’re that age.”

The other handlers chuckle in agreement. Even Skarn’s expression softens slightly.

“True enough,” he concedes. “Still, there are responsibilities to learn.”

By now, I’ve reached the breeding rack. Fenrik positions me at one end, his movements efficient and practiced. Another handler approaches to help, together guiding me to bend at the waist over the padded section. The position forces my upper body down while leaving my hips elevated—the perfect height for mounting.

My bridle remains in place as they secure my ankles to the rear posts, spreading my legs wide apart. The position leaves me completely vulnerable, my sex exposed to anyone standing behind me. The handlers attach clips from the sides of my bridle to rings on the forward posts, effectively immobilizing my head. I can no longer turn to see what happens behind me; I can only face forward and wait.

The straps tighten across my body, securing me firmly to the rack. Testing them, I find I can barely move at all—just enough to breathe and tremble, but not enough to resist what’s coming. The wood is solid beneath the padding, unyielding against my breasts and stomach. The position arches my back, pushing my ass higher, presenting it in a way that makes my purpose unmistakable. Someone pulls my tail to the side, so it doesn’t get in the way, and tucks the strands into the strap around my lower back.

From somewhere behind me, I hear Titan’s heavy breathing and occasional stamp of hooved feet. The handlers murmur to each other as they recheck my restraints, making slight adjustments to ensure I’m positioned perfectly.

Skarn grunts under his breath, the sound carrying in the morning air. “My son will own all of this one day. He needs to be here, not off playing.” There’s genuine concern beneath his irritation. “How is he supposed to run a pony farm if he doesn’t know how to train and breed the stock?”

No one answers his question. It wasn’t meant to be answered. Instead, I hear the shuffling of feet as the handlers move into position. Someone checks the restraints on my ankles one last time.

I stare ahead at nothing in particular, trying to steady my breathing around the bit. This moment has been inevitable since my capture, since the first day of training. I am property, livestock, a valuable mare about to be bred. The reality of it presses down on me as heavily as the straps across my body.

Behind me, I hear Skarn give the order to prepare the stallion. The moment I’ve been simultaneously dreading and craving approaches with each passing second. There is no turning back now.


Chapter 44

Panic rises in my chest as I test the restraints and find them unyielding. Reality crashes over me like cold water—I am about to be bred by a stallion nearly twice my size. My breathing quickens around the bit, coming in short, sharp bursts. I can see only what’s directly in front of me—a portion of the yard, the boots of handlers as they move about. Everything happening behind me is hidden from view, which somehow makes it worse. My imagination fills the gaps with frightening possibilities.

A soft whimper escapes me, the sound muffled by the bit but audible enough. Most of the handlers pay no attention—the noises of nervous pony-girls are commonplace to them. But one pair of boots breaks from the group, approaching my head. Brown leather, well-worn but carefully maintained, decorated with small blue beads around the ankles. These are Korrin’s boots.

He crouches beside my head, coming into view. His amber eyes meet mine, and I’m struck again by how directly he looks at me.

“Easy, fire-mane,” he murmurs, his voice pitched low enough that only I can hear. His clawed hand reaches out, gentle fingers finding my mane. “You’re doing so well.”

His touch is deliberate and soothing. He strokes the stiff ridge of hair running down my neck, his fingers occasionally brushing the sensitive skin beneath.

“Just breathe and stay calm,” he continues, his eyes never leaving mine. There’s something in his gaze—not pity exactly, but a kind of understanding that none of the other Grivvets offer. “The stallion is quite eager, but you’re a strong girl and can take him.”

My breathing slows under his gentle ministrations, matching the rhythm of his strokes along my mane. Behind me, I hear the handlers preparing Titan, their voices clipped and professional as they position him. The sounds send fresh tremors through my body, but Korrin’s presence anchors me.

“There we go,” he soothes, noticing my calmer breathing. “That’s right.”

His fingers find that spot at the base of my mane that always seems to relax me, scratching with just the right pressure. Despite the circumstances, a small sound of pleasure escapes around my bit. His mouth curves in a gentle smile, revealing the tips of his pointed teeth.

“Good girl,” he praises.

Footsteps approach from behind—heavier, more deliberate than the others. A handler appears in my peripheral vision, carrying a clay jar. The lid comes off with a soft pop, releasing the scent of something herbal and slick.

“Hold steady now,” the handler says, his tone practical and uninterested. Unlike Korrin, he doesn’t look at my face or speak to me directly. His words are more for his own benefit than mine.

I feel hands on my inner thighs, spreading them slightly wider despite the restraints already holding my legs apart. Cool, slick fingers touch my exposed sex, making me flinch in surprise. The handler applies the lubricant, coating my outer lips first, then probing deeper.

A whinnying sound escapes me as his fingers push inside, spreading the thick substance thoroughly. The sensation is invasive but not painful. My body, already primed by three days of proximity to Titan, responds instantly to the touch, growing wetter around his probing fingers. The handler notices, giving a grunt of approval.

“She’s ready enough,” he comments to no one in particular. “Nice and slick.”

From somewhere behind me comes a snorting sound—Titan, responding to the scent of my arousal. I hear the handlers struggling with him again, their boots scuffing against the dirt as they fight to maintain control.

“Keep that stallion still,” someone barks. “He’ll have her soon enough.”

My body trembles, partly from fear, partly from the growing need the handler’s preparation has awakened. The lubricant feels strange—cool at first, then gradually warming, creating a tingling sensation that heightens every nerve ending. My inner muscles clench around emptiness, already preparing for what’s to come.

Korrin’s hand returns to my mane, stroking steadily. “Such a brave mare,” he whispers. “It’ll be quick.”

I focus on his voice, on the gentle pressure of his hand against my neck. It’s the only comfort available, and I cling to it desperately. Through the bit, I manage a soft sound of acknowledgement. His eyes crinkle slightly at the corners, and he continues his soothing touches.

“Good girl,” Korrin whispers, his fingers finding a sensitive spot behind my ear. “Such a brave mare.”

I lean into his touch as much as the restraints allow, drawing whatever comfort I can from this small kindness. Behind me, the handlers continue their preparations with Titan, their voices growing more urgent as they struggle to control his mounting excitement.

“She’s ready,” Skarn announces from somewhere beyond my line of sight. His voice carries the authority of the farm’s master, brooking no argument. “Bring him forward.”

Korrin gives my cheek a final gentle stroke, his amber eyes meeting mine one last time. “It’ll be over soon,” he promises, the words meant only for me. Then he straightens and steps away, moving to stand beside Skarn where I can no longer see him.

The absence of his touch leaves me feeling strangely bereft, as if I’ve lost a tether to something important. But there’s no time to dwell on the feeling. Behind me, I hear the shuffling of hooved boots, and the strained breathing of the stallion, and the sounds of handlers positioning him. The moment has arrived.

I close my eyes briefly, trying to center myself. When I open them again, I stare straight ahead, focusing on a distant point in the yard. My body knows what to do, even if my mind still struggles with what’s about to happen. I am a mare about to be covered by a stallion.

The heat of the stallion’s body radiates against my backside before he even touches me. I feel him being guided into position, the handlers’ voices distant through the rushing of blood in my ears. His powerful chest presses against my back. His weight settles partially on me—not his full bulk, which would crush me, but enough to feel his strength and size. Hands move between us, guiding his shaft, and I feel something hot and blunt pressing against my entrance.

“Hold him steady,” a voice commands. “Don’t let him rush it.”

Titan’s breath is hot against my neck, coming in sharp, eager pants around his bit. His chest heaves against my back, powerful muscles tensing as the handlers try to control his movements. I can feel his excitement in every line of his body, in the trembling of his limbs as they hold him back from taking me with the force his instincts demand.

The blunt pressure increases as handlers guide his shaft more firmly against me. Despite the lubricant, despite my body’s natural readiness after days of proximity to him, I feel stretched already just from this initial contact. A whimper escapes me as I realize how much larger he is than I expected.

“Easy,” someone murmurs. Whether to me or Titan, I can’t tell.

There’s a moment of resistance—my body trying to accommodate something it was never designed for—and then Titan thrusts forward with sudden, unstoppable force. Pain explodes through me, sharp and tearing. My maidenhood gives way in an instant, and he drives deep inside in one savage motion.

A scream tears from my throat, muffled by the bit into a high, horse-like whinny of distress. The sound echoes in the yard, but none of the handlers seem concerned. My eyes water, tears spilling down my cheeks as the initial pain radiates outward. I feel impaled, stretched beyond what seems possible. Titan is fully seated inside me now, his massive shaft filling me completely, pressing against places I didn’t know existed.

The handlers continue to talk, but their voices seem to come from far away as I struggle to process the intrusion. Titan holds still for a moment, whether by his own instinct or the handlers’ control, I don’t know. The brief respite gives my body a chance to accommodate his size, the initial sharp pain fading to a throbbing ache.

Then he begins to move.

The stallion withdraws slightly before thrusting forward again. The movement sends fresh waves of discomfort through me, but less intense than the first breach. He’s finding his rhythm now, his powerful hips working with increasing confidence. Each thrust rocks the breeding rack, testing the strength of its construction and my restraints.

“Good mare,” a handler says, appearing briefly in my peripheral vision. “She’s taking him well for a first-timer.”

Titan’s pace increases, his excitement overriding any attempt at control. The handlers finally step back, letting him establish his natural rhythm now that the initial mounting is complete. His snorts and grunts fill the air, animal sounds of pleasure and exertion that vibrate against my back where his chest presses against me.

Gradually, something shifts. The pain doesn’t disappear entirely, but it begins to transform. My body, designed to stretch, finds a way to accommodate him. The stretching sensation becomes something else—a fullness that sends unexpected sparks of pleasure racing along my nerves. My wetness increases, easing his passage, my inner muscles relaxing to welcome rather than resist.

A new sound emerges around my bit—not a whinny of pain but something needier, hungrier. I barely recognize it as coming from me. The handlers notice the change, exchanging knowing glances.

“There she goes,” one comments. “Found her stride now.”

Each thrust brings a new wave of sensation, building on the last. The breeding rack’s padding cushions me from the worst of the impact as Titan drives into me with increasing fervor. His movements grow more urgent, more primal. This isn’t lovemaking—there’s no tenderness, no consideration. This is pure animal instinct, the basic drive to mate and reproduce.

My body responds in kind, meeting his thrusts with small movements of my own, as much as the restraints allow. The lubricant and my natural wetness mix, creating a slick channel for his massive shaft. The sounds of our coupling fill the yard—wet, rhythmic noises that would have mortified the woman I once was.

Through the haze of sensation, a realization forms, crystallizing with painful clarity. This is all I will ever have. This animal coupling, this functional breeding in place of what humans call love. There will be no gentle touches, no whispered words of affection, no meeting of equals in mutual desire. Only this—being mounted like the mare they’ve made me, serving my purpose as livestock.

Titan’s pace quickens further, his breathing harsh and labored around his bit. His powerful body works above mine, using me for the purpose I’ve been prepared for. The handlers watch with the detached interest of professionals, seeing nothing more than two animals breeding.

A strange ache forms in my chest, separate from the physical sensations of being taken. It’s the ache of loss—not just of my freedom or dignity, but of possibilities. I will never know what it might have been like to be held by a mane, to be touched with tenderness. Marriage, partnership, love—these are human experiences now forever beyond my reach.

Tears form again, spilling silently down my cheeks. Not from pain this time—that has largely subsided—but from this deeper recognition of what’s been taken from me. I thought I was done crying over the loss of my past, but even as my body responds to the stallion’s thrusts, finding pleasure in this animal act, my mind mourns the human connections I’ll never experience.

Titan drives deeper, hitting something inside me that sends a jolt of intense pleasure through my core, and shattering my thoughts. I gasp around the bit, my inner muscles clenching involuntarily around his shaft. The sensation triggers another thrust, then another, each one stoking a building heat that contradicts the sadness in my heart.

This is my reality now—this duality of human consciousness trapped in a body trained to respond as an animal. Even as my mind grieves what I’ve lost, my flesh awakens, finding satisfaction in fulfilling my duty as a pony-girl. I can’t deny the mounting pleasure that builds with each powerful thrust. If this is all I get, then I will enjoy every second.

Titan’s movements become more erratic, his breathing more ragged. He’s close to his peak, driven by instinct toward the inevitable conclusion. The handlers stand ready to control him once he’s finished, but for now, they let nature take its course. To them, this is just an animal coupling that will potentially create new life.

I block everything around me out as my body tightens around him, drawing him deeper with each thrust. Whatever pain there was has transmuted completely into a building pressure that demands release. I am caught in the current of sensation, carried forward by the stallion’s relentless rhythm. I rush toward a peak I’ve never experienced before.

Something builds inside me with each powerful thrust—a tension coiling tighter and tighter in my core. I’ve felt nothing like it before, this gathering storm of sensation that draws every nerve ending to a single point of focus. My breath comes in quick gasps around the bit, my body trembling with a desperate need for something just beyond reach. The stallion’s powerful body drives into mine with a single-minded purpose.

The pressure in my core builds until I think I might shatter. My inner muscles clench around Titan’s shaft, drawing him deeper, responding to him in ways only the body knows. The sounds I make, the whinnies and soft neighs, emerge unbidden around the bit. I am sinking deeper into the animal they’ve made me, surrendering to sensations that have nothing to do with thought or reason.

Suddenly, Titan shifts his angle slightly, driving upward in a way that hits something inside me that makes stars explode behind my eyes. The tension that’s been building snaps like a bowstring pulled too tight. Pleasure crashes through me in waves, radiating outward from where we’re joined. I cry out around the bit, the sound unmistakably one of release rather than distress.

My body convulses in my restraints, inner muscles contracting rhythmically around Titan’s shaft, milking him with an instinct as old as life itself. The orgasm—for that’s what this must be—is unlike anything I’ve ever experienced. It’s intense, all-consuming, and washes away thought and identity, leaving only pure sensation in its wake.

Titan responds to my climax instantly, as if the contractions of my inner walls are a signal he’s been waiting for. His thrusts become frenzied, losing their rhythm as he drives toward his own completion. His powerful chest presses harder against my back, his breath hot and harsh against my neck. A deep, guttural sound escapes around his bit—part growl, part whinny—as his body stiffens suddenly above mine.

I feel it then—the hot pulse of his seed erupting inside me. The sensation triggers aftershocks of my orgasm, my body squeezing around him to draw his essence deeper. He pumps into me in powerful bursts, filling me with his warmth. It feels endless, this flooding of my womb with his seed.

The warmth spreads through my lower belly, a strange but not unpleasant sensation. My mind, slowly returning from the place of pure feeling, registers the significance. This is how new life begins. This is how pony-girls are created—not captured and transformed as I was, but born into this existence. The thought is too complex for my pleasure-addled mind to fully process, so I let it float away, focusing instead on the sensations still rippling through my body.

Titan remains mounted, his body occasionally jerking with small aftershocks of his own. His weight, partially supported by handlers and partially resting on me, is heavy but not crushing. We stay joined like this for several minutes, our breathing gradually slowing in tandem. His shaft, still semi-hard inside me, occasionally twitches, sending little sparks of sensation through my over-sensitized flesh.

“That was a good breeding,” a handler comments, shattering the strange intimacy of the moment. “Clean mounting, and the mare found joy in accepting his seed.”

“The stallion performed well,” another agrees.

Their clinical assessment of our orgasms reminds me of the reality—this wasn’t an act of passion but a carefully orchestrated breeding. What felt like a transcendent experience to me was simply successful livestock management to them.

Eventually, the handlers guide Titan to withdraw and step back. His shaft slides free of my body with a wet sound. A mixture of his seed and my own fluids trickles down my inner thighs, warm and sticky. The sudden emptiness after being so completely filled leaves me feeling strangely bereft, as if something necessary has been taken away.

I hang limply in my restraints, exhausted and changed in ways I’m only beginning to understand. My body hums with the aftereffects of pleasure, muscles occasionally twitching with residual sensation. Behind me, I hear the handlers leading Titan away, his hoofbeats gradually receding. The breeding is complete.

I’m adrift in the aftermath, overwhelmed and wrung out, when a sudden presence at my side draws me back to the world.

Korrin kneels beside my head. He cradles my jaw in his clawed hands, his face alight with fierce pride. “You did so well, fire-mane,” he whispers, his voice trembling with excitement. “No one could have taken him better.”

Skarn approaches from behind. “Well done,” he says, though it’s not clear if he’s speaking to me or the handlers who managed the breeding. “Keep her elevated for an hour to ensure the seed takes hold.”

He examines the fluids on my thighs, the visible evidence of successful mating. “We will need to breed them daily for the next week to make sure she is with foal. The stallion has strong seed, and she took him well. I expect excellent results.”

Skarn then addresses Korrin. “Breakfast in the house before you go, yes? I want to hear more about your western circuit.”

Korrin lingers at my side, his hand stroking my mane in gentle, absent-minded passes. For a moment, I wonder if he’ll say anything more, if there are words that can follow what I’ve just endured. But he only leans in, pressing his forehead to mine, the touch softer and more intimate than anything I’ve known since before my capture.

To my shock, he kisses the spot just above my eyebrow—a brief, warm pressure of lips, nothing sexual, simply contact. “Rest, sweet mare. You will have a busy week.” I stare at him dumbfounded as he winks at me. “But I think you’ll enjoy every minute.”

Then he’s gone, trudging off to the farmhouse with Skarn, leaving me shocked at his show of affection, and his parting words.

Right now, my body aches down there from the coupling, but if the Stallion can bring me the same pleasure as he did today, then I am looking forward to our next joining.

A handler approaches with a damp cloth, his movements surprisingly gentle as he begins to clean the mixture of fluids from my thighs. I wince and neigh in discomfort; he ignores me and continues to clean me up. When he finishes, he pats my flank lightly.

“Good mare,” he says, his voice low and almost kind. “You took your first breeding well.” He adjusts a strap holding me to the rack, making it slightly looser where it had dug into my skin. “You can rest here for a while, give the stallions’ seed time to take root, and then I’ll feed you. I’m sure you’re hungry after that.”

I whinny softly and close my eyes, letting my consciousness drift. My body still thrums with the memory of pleasure. Could my womb already be cradling the beginnings of new life? If not now, then there is little doubt it will by the end of the week.

As the handlers move around me, I surrender to exhaustion, letting it carry me away from thoughts and questions that are not for a pony-girl to worry about.

Tomorrow will bring another breeding, and the day after that. Until my belly swells with the evidence of success.


Chapter 45

Sunlight filters through the cracks of my stall, drawing thin golden lines across the straw beneath me. I shift, the movement slightly more awkward than it was just weeks ago. The rounded swell of my belly has grown steadily these past months. Inside, a life grows, created from that blissful week of daily breeding with Titan. A foal that will be born into this life without ever knowing another possibility, which is a blessing in a way.

You can’t yearn for what you don’t know.

The stall door creaks open, and Skarn enters, his amber eyes immediately finding the swell of my stomach. His expression holds the same satisfaction I’ve seen growing these past months.

“Drakk,” he commands, and I rise from a prone position in the straw, my movements slower than before but still obedient.

He circles me, his calloused hands moving with methodical precision over my body. His fingers probe my flanks, testing the muscle tone beneath my skin.

When his hands reach my swollen belly, they linger. His touch becomes marginally gentler as he runs his palms over the taut skin, measuring the growth with experienced eyes. I stand perfectly still, neither flinching nor responding. This is routine now—this daily inspection, this clinical assessment of my changing body.

“Growing well,” he murmurs, giving my belly a satisfied pat. He seems pleased with what he feels—the firmness, the size, the position of the foal within me. His hand trails upward to my breasts, which have grown heavier, preparing for their purpose after birth. He checks the silver rings piercing my nipples, ensuring they haven’t caused any issues as my breasts have swelled.

“No signs of irritation,” he says, adjusting one ring slightly. “Good.”

He crouches, spreading my legs to check the brands between them. The marks are fully healed now, raised lines that tell my journey from human to horse better than words.

Skarn completes his inspection with a look at my hooved boots, ensuring they’re still fitting properly despite the slight changes in my weight distribution. Satisfied, he nods and leaves the stall, calling instructions to a handler about my feeding schedule—increased portions, and special supplements for the growing foal.

Later, handlers led me with several other pony-girls to the pasture. The sunshine feels warm on my naked skin after the cooler stable. My bridle sits comfortably on my face, the bit a well-worn friend that I now feel uncomfortable without. I feel naked whenever the handlers remove my bridle to wash me, which is crazy since I’m always naked.

The other pony-girls notice me immediately. They approach with curious eyes and soft whickers of interest. Constantly bound arms prevent direct touch, but they find other ways to communicate.

A pony-girl with a mane as black as the night sky is the first to approach. She circles me slowly, her eyes wide with fascination. She moves closer, pressing her shoulder against mine in silent greeting, then lowers her face toward my swollen belly.

Her flat stomach is evidence she hasn’t had the experience of lying beneath a stallion. Her time may come soon, or she might never get the chance. Some pony-girls are never used for breeding. They’ll never experience the feeling of pleasure that comes with breeding. I almost pity the ones who will live this life not experiencing such bliss.

Another joins her, this one with a brown mane and large steel rings in her nipples. She’s shorter and stockier than most ponies, and I can tell immediately that she is a plow pony. One that is used for all the heavy jobs around the farm. On her shoulder is the farm brand, burnt into her flesh and long healed. She is one of Skarns owned ponies and not for sale.

She makes a soft nickering sound, her head tilting with unmistakable curiosity. I stand still, allowing their inspection. Their bridles jingle as they move, a familiar musical accompaniment to our silent communion.

The plow pony lowers her head further, gently nuzzling my rounded belly with her cheek. The gesture carries no words but conveys so much—curiosity, wonder, perhaps even envy. Her purpose remains different from mine. We have no say in these matters and must accept them.

More pony-girls gather, forming a loose circle around me. Their bodies press close, sharing warmth and that wordless communication that has become our language. One rests her head briefly against my shoulder; another touches her forehead to mine. Without speech, without hands to touch, we’ve learned these ways of connection.

The peaceful moment in the pasture ends when handlers approach with tack. It’s time for work. Despite my condition, I am still expected to do my duties, but the work has changed, though—no more heavy plowing or fast rides. Now I pull light carts around the yard or ridden at a slow pace. My body remains useful, even as it serves this new purpose of creation.

A handler fits me with a specially modified harness, designed to distribute weight away from my belly. The leather straps cross above and below my bump but leave it free. The cart I’m hitched to is smaller than before, its weight carefully calculated not to strain me.

“Gentle pace today,” the handler instructs as he clips the final straps into place. “Just moving supplies from the storage barn to the stables.”

I move at a steady walk, pulling the cart with ease. My legs and back have grown incredibly strong. Stronger than I thought possible. My body has adjusted easily over the past few months, compensating for the changing weight at my center.

As I traverse the yard, I notice other pregnant pony-girls engaged in similar light tasks. Some are further along than I am, their bellies more pronounced. Others show only the first subtle signs of the life growing within them. Each of us selected for specific traits Skarn wishes to preserve or combine.

The sun climbs higher as I complete my morning tasks. My body grows tired more quickly than it used to, but not from strain, but from the constant work of creating new life. When the handler unhitches me from the cart at midday, I welcome the break, though I know more work will come in the afternoon.

This is my life now—pregnant but still serving, my body both vessel and tool. Tomorrow will bring the same routine, and the day after that. Until the foal comes, and even after that, my work continues.


Chapter 46

One morning, I stood tethered near the stable entrance. The morning air carries a crisp edge, the kind that makes my skin prickle with goosebumps. Wind coming down from the northern mountains always brings a bite of cold, no matter the season.

Movement near the farmhouse draws my attention—Skarn and his adolescent son emerge from the doorway, their postures rigid with tension. His son Ulrek has grown a few inches, but is short compared to his father, and even tinier compared to a human.

Even before they speak, I sense the coming storm—the younger Grivvet’s ears are already flattened against his skull, his tail lashing behind him in agitation. Something has sparked conflict between them lately, and now they move toward the yard, their voices rising with each step.

“I won’t hear any more of this nonsense!” Skarn’s voice booms across the yard, his amber eyes flashing with anger. His tail whips back and forth like a banner in a high wind as he towers over his son. “You’ve been disappearing for hours, neglecting your duties here, and now I learn it’s to meet with a human?”

Skarn's disgust is evident when he says the word, human. He tolerates the humans in the northern village only because he must trade with them for items only they can provide, but his prejudice goes deeper, born into their culture over generations.

It’s how all Grivvets talk about humans, as if they’re lumbering livestock—too stupid to do anything but follow orders. I’ve overheard Skarn and his handlers laughing about how the only thing humans are good for is serving.

The son stomps his foot, his smaller frame vibrating with defiance despite being dwarfed by his father. “Chara is nice to me! She listens and doesn’t look at me like I’m strange!” His voice cracks with emotion, higher-pitched than his father’s but carrying the same stubborn undercurrent.

“We don’t make friends with humans, especially human females,” Skarn growls, his clawed hands gesturing emphatically. “We own them and ride them. That is the natural order of things.” He points toward me and the other pony-girls visible in the nearby paddock. “Humans will never understand our ways.”

I watch silently, the silver chain connecting my nipple rings to the hitching post jingling slightly as I shift my weight. This argument feels significant in ways I don’t fully comprehend—a glimpse into the complexities of Grivvet society that I’ve never been privy to before.

The son’s cheeks darken with emotion. “You don’t know Chara! She’s different—she’s kind and funny and smart!” His small fists clench at his sides. “And she doesn’t think less of me because I’m smaller than human boys her age.”

Skarn’s expression shifts to something more complex—anger mixed with concern, and perhaps a hint of pity. “That will change as she grows taller and you don’t. What do you and this friend do?” he asks, his voice lowering to a dangerous rumble.

“We like to hike around the valley or swim at the lake when it’s nice,” the son answers, his defiance momentarily giving way to enthusiasm. “She knows all the best spots where the water’s clear and shows me how to catch frogs with my hands.”

Skarn snorts, his nostrils flaring. “You must be exhausted trying to keep up with a human’s pace.” His eyes narrow suspiciously. “Does she have to carry you?”

The young Grivvet’s cheeks flush deeper, his ears flattening further against his head. “Just once when we went too far, but not on her back,” he admits reluctantly, like he wouldn’t have minded so much if she had. Then, as if sensing an advantage, he adds quickly, “She knows what we do here, and even though she finds it strange, she accepts me.” His voice rises again, gaining strength. “That’s more than most humans do!”

Skarn shakes his head in disappointment and takes a step back, his expression hardening. “She’s too young to fully understand. When she grows older and realizes what it really means that we own her kind — she’ll be disgusted. Her family is originally from the south, our main hunting grounds for horseflesh. What happens when she sees one of her old friends or distant family members captured and transformed into a pony-girl? Will she still accept you then?”

I feel a strange twist in my chest at these words. Once, I might have been like this Chara—a human girl who saw Grivvets as simply different, not as natural enemies.

“You can’t tell me who to be friends with!” The son stomps his foot again, the gesture making him appear younger despite his adolescent body. “I’m not a little boy anymore!”

Skarn sighs heavily, his shoulders slumping slightly as anger gives way to something that looks almost like sadness. “You will only lead yourself to disappointment in the future. It can only ever work between a human and Grivvet if they are horse and rider.” He gestures toward the yard, his eyes briefly meeting mine before returning to his son. “Unless you intend to make her your horse.” Skarn jokes, and his son blushes harder, but quickly shakes his head.

It’s illegal to capture humans in the north because of the treaty, so at least the poor girl is safe. “Then you need to end it now.”

I wonder what this human girl would think of Skarn’s suggestion. Would she recoil in horror? Or has the son’s friendship somehow blinded her to the reality of what Grivvets do to humans? I’ve seen enough to know that understanding rarely flows between our kinds.

“You should be here, learning to train pony-girls,” Skarn continues, his voice growing weary. “Not playing with a human. This farm will be yours someday—all of it. The stables, the training yards, the breeding program.” His hand sweeps outward, encompassing the entire property. “This is your heritage, your future, and it’s no place for a human unless it’s beneath your whip.”

The son’s face hardens with a determination that makes him look suddenly older, more like his father than either of them might realize. “I will not end our friendship, and I’m not stupid, father. I know how to train a pony-girl.” His voice drops to a tone that carries both promise and threat. “You’ll see someday.”

Before Skarn can respond, his son turns and storms away, heading toward the tree line that marks the edge of the farm property. His small figure moves with surprising speed, tail still lashing behind him in agitation.

Skarn stands motionless, watching his son’s retreat with concern etched deep in his weathered face. His ears droop slightly, his tail now still. For a moment, he looks older, wearier than I’ve ever seen him—not the confident master of the farm but a father worried about his child’s future.

I remain perfectly still at my hitching post, my eyes lowered as is proper for a pony-girl, though I continue to watch through my lashes. Skarn eventually turns his gaze, finding me. For a moment, our eyes meet, and I wonder if he remembers I was once like Chara—a free human before becoming livestock.

I snort at my foolish thoughts. He’d never consider what was lost when I was transformed. What matters to him is the foal growing inside me, and my usefulness to his farm and pocketbook.

Skarn turns and walks away, barking orders to handlers to prepare for a journey. With nothing to do but stand here, I think about the strange friendship between a young Grivvet and a human girl. It doesn’t seem possible.


Chapter 47

I lightly doze off until a handler approaches my hitching post, unclipping the chain from my nipple rings and replacing it with a lead attached to my bridle. He guides me away from the stable entrance toward the edge of the yard.

“Vreen Dresik,” he commands, and I immediately squat and do my business. I’ve had to pee more since getting pregnant, and even when I really have to urinate, my body refuses release unless commanded. I was about to explode the other night in my stall, but no matter how much I tried, I couldn’t do it. In the morning I practically ran to the edge of the yard ahead of my handler and whinnied in distress when all he did was chuckle. “You really have to go, don’t you?” The jerk made me wait another minute before saying the words I needed to release.

After peeing, the handler leads me to the tacking area. Despite my pregnancy, my posture remains that of a well-trained pony-girl—back straight, head high, steps measured and even.

“Drakk!”

I drop smoothly to my knees, then lower myself until I’m kneeling with my head bowed, the position making it easier for handlers to work with me. My rounded belly presses against my thighs, the weight a constant presence.

Handlers approach with arms full of specialized tack I’ve become familiar with in recent weeks. Since my pregnancy began to show, Skarn has used this modified equipment for my comfort and to protect the foal.

A handler places the saddle carefully on my back, adjusting its position until he’s satisfied. Another approaches with the straps that will secure it, working methodically to fasten them without putting pressure on my abdomen.

“Careful with those girths,” instructs an older handler. “Not too tight across the lower belly.”

The younger handler nods, his fingers working with extra caution as he secures the straps. These don’t circle my waist as standard tack would, but creates a harness that distributes weight away from my womb. The leather is soft where it touches my skin, worn smooth from use on other pregnant pony-girls before me.

“The breast strap needs to be higher than usual,” the older handler continues, guiding his colleague’s hands. “The horse’s chest has expanded to prepare for feeding the foal. Be mindful of the rings.”

I remain perfectly still as they work, my body held in the position I’ve been trained to maintain. The straps tighten across my chest, above where my breasts have grown heavier with pregnancy. The handler’s fingers move carefully around my nipple rings, ensuring the leather doesn’t pull or chafe against the silver metal.

“Good. Now, the thigh straps.”

The straps that normally run beneath a pony-girl’s tail are adjusted to accommodate my changed shape, positioned to support without constraining. The handler checks it, making sure it doesn’t press against my tail plug. He makes a few minor adjustments until it sits just right, and shows off my marks clearly.

Next comes the riding bridle. The leather slides into place over my head, straps buckling at precise points. The bit settles into its customary position, cool metal against my gums.

Throughout the process, I remain in my kneeling position, motionless except for my breathing. The young handler pauses as he adjusts the strap near my belly, his amber eyes lingering on the rounded swell. His ears flick forward in what I recognize as concern.

“Master Skarn,” he says, his voice tentative as he addresses the farm owner who stands nearby supervising the preparations. “Should she be ridden in her condition?” The question carries genuine worry, not challenge.

Skarn looks up sharply, his tail flicking once in mild irritation. “Light riding is good,” he says with the confidence of experience. “Keeps the muscles strong for foaling.” His clawed hand makes a dismissive gesture. “The mare needs exercise, not coddling.”

The young handler lowers his eyes respectfully. “Yes, Master Skarn. I just—”

“Have you bred pony-girls before?” Skarn interrupts, his tone carrying a hint of amusement now rather than annoyance. When the handler shakes his head, Skarn continues, “They’re stronger than they look. Designed to work even while carrying. We’re not pushing her to gallop or jump fences.”

The handler nods, returning to his task with renewed focus but still handling me with noticeable care. The familiar weight of the tack sends excitement through me. I’m finally getting off the farm.

“Check the hooves,” Skarn orders, and a handler kneels to examine my booted feet, checking for signs of wear or damage. Finding none, the handler gives a satisfied nod.

“The horse is ready, Master Skarn.”

“Good,” Skarn says, approaching me. His hand pats my mane, a rare gesture of approval. He places his hands on the saddle, testing its stability, then raises one leg and swings himself up.

“Up,” he commands, and I rise from my kneeling position. Skarn shifts slightly in the saddle, finding his seat. His clawed feet settle into the stirrups on either side of me, the metal cold against my skin where it touches. He takes up the reins, and waits.

From the stables, handlers lead two more pony-girls into the yard, and guide them toward a small wooden cart positioned near the gate. It’s a light transport wagon, meant for carrying supplies rather than heavy goods. The two ponies are positioned in front of it, handlers working efficiently to hitch them to the traces. Their bridles are connected to a single set of reins that will allow one driver to control both of them.

Another Grivvet, one of Skarn’s senior handlers, climbs onto the cart’s seat. He gathers the reins in one hand, a short whip in the other. The two pony-girls stand perfectly still, heads high, waiting for the command to move.

I feel the sting of Skarn’s crop against my flank, the sharp bite of leather on skin that has become a familiar signal. No verbal command accompanies it, and I step forward automatically, falling into a steady walk. The pressure of the bit on my left guides me toward the gate, and I follow its direction without hesitation.

He keeps the pace gentle and behind us; I hear the creak of the cart’s wooden wheels as the other pony-girls pull it into motion.

As we pass through the farm gates, I feel Skarn’s attention drift. Though his hands remain steady on the reins, his head turns repeatedly toward the tree line where his son disappeared earlier. His distraction is obvious in the looser hold of the reins. His mind is clearly occupied with the argument, with concerns about his child’s strange friendship.

The dirt road winds away from the farm, cutting through fields before entering a stretch of light woodland. The morning sun filters through the branches, creating dappled patterns on the path ahead. Birds call to each other overhead, and somewhere in the distance, a stream gurgles over rocks.

My thoughts turn to the human girl named Chara, this unknown figure who has somehow befriended a young Grivvet. What is she like? Does she understand what Grivvets do to humans like me? I try to imagine a human and Grivvet as friends—equals—rather than master and livestock. The concept seems almost impossible after all I’ve experienced, yet apparently such a relationship exists, hidden in the woods beyond the farm.

The road curves, beginning a gradual ascent out of the valley, and I recognise the trail. The landscape becomes increasingly familiar — the gradual widening of the path as it approaches more traveled routes. My heart beats faster as understanding dawns. I know this way. I’ve traveled it before, though in the opposite direction.

We’re heading to the auction, to the market where pony-girls are displayed and sold. The place where my transformation from human to livestock started.

Behind us, the cart rattles steadily, the two pony-girls maintaining their pace despite the occasional crack of the handler’s whip above their heads. Their hoofbeats create a steady backdrop to my own. The sound carries across the open landscape—the unmistakable cadence of pony-girls in service.

Skarn shifts in the saddle, his weight adjusting as he turns once more to look back toward the farm. “Stubborn boy,” he mutters, the words not directed at me but carried to my ears. “Just like his mother was.”

I’ve never heard Skarn mention a wife or partner before, but hearing him refer to her in the past tense tells me she is no longer here.

The road widens further as we approach a crossroads. Skarn guides me right with a gentle pressure of the bit, confirming our destination. The cart follows, wheels creaking over the more traveled road.

It’s a long distance to travel, and it’s dusk before the first buildings of the Grivvet auction market come into view.

I’m guided directly to the edge of the area where the auctions take place, and memories flood back—being displayed there months ago, Grivvets examining and touching me, assessing my value.

Stalls selling goods line the edges, while at the center stands the now-familiar hitching area where pony-girls are displayed. Several are tethered there now, new stock awaiting assessment or purchase. I was one of them once, confused and frightened. Now I feel only acceptance.


Chapter 48

“Drakk.” Skarn commands when we reach an area filled with saddled pony-girls, and pony-drawn carts, all tethered to hitching posts. I kneel at an empty post, and the cart parks next to me.

Skarn hops off my back and tethers me to the post by my nipple rings rather than the reins. The silver chain is long enough to allow movement but short enough to keep me close to the post. My breasts have swollen, heavier than before, preparing for their purpose after birth. The silver rings piercing my nipples tug on my sensitive nipples more than usual, so I keep completely still. I think that’s why he chose this method of control. He knows I won’t budge.

He and the handler leave us once we are restrained, and I’m exhausted from the long journey. My eyelids grow heavy, and I don’t fight the drowsiness. There’s nothing for me to do but wait until Skarn returns, and sleep passes the time as well as anything. The sounds of the market fade into a distant hum as I drift closer to unconsciousness, my head lowering slightly.

A gentle hand caresses my ass, the touch firm yet unexpectedly tender. I startle awake, my head jerking upward, a soft whinny of surprise escaping around my bit. For a disorienting moment, I can’t place where I am or whose hand touches me. The market square comes back into focus under the torchlight.

“Emberlily, you truly look magnificent.”

The voice registers immediately, sending an unexpected thrill through me. Korrin. I haven’t seen him since my breeding, though I’ve thought of him often. I turn my head, and there he stands—amber eyes bright with interest, blue-inked arms crossed over his chest, that same gentle smile playing at the corners of his mouth. He looks much as I remember, though perhaps his clothes are finer, his posture more confident.

I respond with an excited whinny, the sound embarrassingly eager even to my own ears. Without thinking, I nuzzle his shoulder affectionately, pressing my face against the rough fabric of his shirt. The gesture is instinctive, born of genuine pleasure at seeing him again.

Korrin chuckles, the sound warm and genuine. “I’m happy to see you too,” he says, his hand moving from my ass to stroke my mane. His clawed fingers find the perfect spot at the base of my skull, scratching with just the right pressure.

He retrieves something from a pouch at his belt—a Sugarroot, its pale surface glistening with crystallized sweetness. My mouth waters instantly, anticipation flooding my senses. He offers it to me with an open palm, and I take it eagerly. The familiar warmth spreads through me, muscles relaxing, mind growing pleasantly hazy.

“Good girl,” Korrin praises, his voice dropping to a softer register. His hands return to my body, moving with deliberate care over my shoulders, down my sides, coming to rest on my breasts. His touch is appreciative, almost reverent.

His fingers trace the curve of my swollen belly, measuring its roundness with gentle pressure. “Look at you. Skarn told me the breeding took, but I had to see it for myself!” There’s genuine pleasure in his voice.

“You’re handling it well,” he continues. “Your color is good, and your muscle tone is still excellent despite the pregnancy.” His hands move along my flanks. “Skarn has taken good care of you, though I knew he would.”

The praise makes me blush, warmth rising to my cheeks. His hand returns to my mane, stroking the stiff ridge of hair with slow, soothing movements. The touch is calming, centering. I lean into it instinctively, seeking more of this rare gentle contact.

I close my eyes briefly, savoring the sensation of being patted.

The quiet moment is broken as heavy footsteps approach from behind me. I turn my head to see Skarn returning to the hitching post, but he’s not alone. Two women stumble along behind the handler, who holds their leads. Their naked bodies marked with dirt and minor scrapes. Arms bound tightly behind their backs with coarse rope, and crude bridles sitting awkwardly on their faces, the bits forced their jaws open. Their eyes are wide with terror, darting frantically around the market as if searching for rescue or escape. I recognize that look. I wore it once.

Skarn nods to Korrin. “I see you found Emberlily.”

“She’s looking exceptional,” Korrin replies, his hand still resting on my mane. “The pregnancy suits her.”

The new captives stagger to a halt as Skarn and the handler stops before us. Their gazes fix on me, traveling from my maned head to my pregnant belly, taking in every modification—the silver rings through my nipples, the hooved boots encasing my feet, and the smooth sides of my head contrasting with the stiff ridge of red hair down the center. Their expressions transform from generalized fear to specific horror as they comprehend what I represent: their future.

One woman—younger, with dark hair falling in tangled waves around her shoulders—makes a choked sound around her bit. Tears well in her eyes, spilling down cheeks already streaked with dirt and earlier weeping. The other—older — stares at my pregnant belly with such revulsion that I almost want to cover myself. As if I should be ashamed of what’s growing inside me, of what I’ve become.

I want to tell them it won’t be as bad as they fear. The initial pain fades, and the shock of transformation gives way to routine. The human mind adapts to survive, existing within new boundaries. But these thoughts can’t pass my bit, and even if they could, I doubt these women would find comfort in knowing how completely they’ll eventually surrender to their new reality.

“Good evening, Skarn. Congratulations on your new stock,” Korrin says, his eyes briefly assessing the women before returning to me. “Good conformation on the younger one. The older one might give you trouble though—too much fire in those eyes.”

Skarn grunts in agreement. “Nothing proper training and a whip won’t fix.”

The dark-haired woman sobs harder at the mention of the whip, her body trembling visibly. The older one glares at Skarn with undisguised hatred, her bound hands clenching into fists behind her back. I remember that defiance, the belief that if I just fought hard enough, somehow I might escape this fate. It seems so distant now, like memories from another life.

They don’t yet understand what I’ve learned: resistance brings only pain, while acceptance brings a kind of peace. The body learns to find pleasure in its purpose, satisfaction in serving well. They’ll learn, as I did. Their human selves—whoever they were before today—will gradually fade, replaced by the pony-girls they’re destined to become.

Korrin’s hand moves to my belly again, his touch gentle as he measures its curve. “When is the foal due?” he asks Skarn, his tone casual though I sense an underlying tension in his posture.

“In the early summer,” Skarn replies matter-of-factly. “Since confirming the pregnancy, she’s been kept in good condition—light work only, specialized nutrition.” He speaks as if I’m not present, as if I can’t understand his words—the typical way handlers discuss pony-girls in their presence.

Korrin bounces slightly on his feet, his tail swishing behind him with barely contained excitement. “Good,” he says, a grin spreading across his face to reveal pointed teeth. “Very good.”

Something passes between the two Grivvets—an unspoken understanding I can’t decipher. Skarn nods, his own expression satisfied. “As we agreed,” he says, his voice low.

Agreed? I glance between them, confused by this exchange. What arrangements have they made?

The older captive makes a sudden lunging movement toward Skarn, though with her bound arms she manages only an awkward jerk forward. The Grivvet responds without even looking at her, his hand snapping out to catch her lead rope and yanking it sharply downward. She falls to her knees with a pained grunt; the fight draining from her posture as the bit digs into her mouth.

“Easy, girl,” Skarn says, his tone amused rather than angry. “You’ll learn who’s in control soon enough.”

Korrin nods in approval at Skarn’s actions, and it shocks me. I had let myself believe Korrin is different. That through his gentleness and soft hands, he can see the person buried beneath the bridle and harness, but the way he looks at the new stock, all quick calculation and appraisal, reminds me: we are still livestock to him. He may call me magnificent, may stroke my mane and whisper soft things, but in the end, I’m an asset to him. He is nicer than most, but he is still a Grivvet who uses a pony-girl as a means for travel.

He turns back to me, eyes softening, and even knowing he sees me as an animal, there is no denying the bond we have formed, even if it’s just one of horse and owner.

His hand cups my cheek, fingers stroking the line of my jaw beneath the bridle strap. “Good girl,” he says, his voice soft again, meant only for me. “I’ll see you again soon.”

His hand slips away from my face, and he steps back with a final nod to Skarn. I watch him go, his blue-inked arms distinctive among the crowd of Grivvets moving through the square. I turn my attention back to the women who will soon join me in Skarn’s stable.

The younger one has collapsed to her knees in the dirt, sobbing openly now. The older kneels where Skarn forced her down, her eyes no longer on me but fixed on some middle distance, perhaps already retreating into herself to escape this reality. I remember that stage too—the internal withdrawal, the desperate attempt to preserve something of yourself before surrender becomes inevitable. I wonder which of them will adapt more quickly. Probably the younger one. Already she responds to the lead when the handle pulls her back to her feet. The heavy chains securing her ankles jingle as she shoves forward.

Skarn prepares to leave, securing the new captures’ leads to the rings on the back of the cart. He unclips the chain from my nipple rings. The silver links slide away, freeing me from the hitching post. It’s time to return to the farm, to carry my master home and introduce the newest additions to their future.


Chapter 49

I wake to wetness. The darkness of the stable surrounds me, but something is wrong. The straw beneath me feels soaked, spreading dampness against my naked hip and thigh. I shift, confused, and then pain lances through me—sharp, and tearing, and I understand. The foal is coming.

Another wave crashes through my abdomen, and I curl forward. The sound that escapes me is a high, panicked whinny. It echoes in the quiet stable, causing the other pony-girls to stir in their stalls. They responded to my distress with soft nickering, knowing what’s happening. Some have been through this before.

I roll onto my knees, pressing my face into the wet straw as another contraction seizes me. This one worse than the last, building to a peak that leaves me gasping. Sweat breaks out across my skin despite the pre-dawn chill. Between my legs, more fluid leaks, joining the puddle beneath me. My water has broken completely.

With the next pain, I thrash against my restraints, my body fighting against the bindings that have become so much a part of me I normally forget they exist. Now they feel like torture, preventing me from assuming the positions my body desperately wants to take. I need my arms. I need to move.

Another whinny, louder this time, tears from my throat. I throw my head back, the ridge of my mane brushing the stall wall as I cry out. The sound is unmistakable, primal, a mare in distress. It carries through the stable, loud enough to wake the handlers in their quarters nearby.

Footsteps approach—quickly. The stall door creaks open, allowing pale pre-dawn light to filter in. I glimpse a small silhouette, hear a sharp intake of breath.

“Holy—” The young handler’s voice cracks with surprise. “Are you—is it—? "

I respond with another pained whinny as a contraction grips me, my body arching against the straw. The handler’s shadow shifts uncertainly in the doorway.

“Stay there! Don’t move!” he calls, as if I could go anywhere. “I’ll get Skarn!”

His footsteps retreat at a run, leaving me alone with the pain. I roll to my side, then back to my knees, seeking any position that might ease the growing pressure. My thighs tremble with the strain of supporting my weight, slick with fluid and sweat. I pant between contractions, trying to prepare myself for the next wave.

I hear multiple footsteps approaching, and the stall door swings open. I blink up through sweat-soaked strands of mane that have fallen across my face. Skarn fills the doorway, his amber eyes narrowed as they scan my body, taking in the soaked straw, my trembling limbs, the puddle beneath me.

“Her water’s broken,” he states, his voice calm and matter-of-fact. “How far apart are the contractions?”

The question isn’t directed at me, but at the young handler hovering behind him. “I-I don’t know, sir. I just found her like this and went to tell you.”

Skarn steps into the stall, crouching beside me. His clawed hand reaches out to touch my swollen belly, pressing firmly against the taut skin. I flinch at the contact, but he ignores my reaction, concentrating on what he feels beneath his fingers.

Another contraction builds, and I can’t help the sound that escapes me—a long, low whinny of pain. My body curls forward, pressing against his hand. Skarn doesn’t move away, his touch firm as he monitors the contraction, feeling how my abdominal muscles tighten and release.

“Strong contractions,” he notes, speaking to someone over his shoulder. “Regular timing. The foal comes today.”

His pronouncement sends a shiver through me that has nothing to do with the pain. Today. After months of carrying this life inside me, today I will see the child—no, the foal—that grew from Titan’s seed. The reality of it seems impossible, even as another contraction confirms its inevitability.

Skarn stands, brushing straw from his knees. “Get her to the foaling stall,” he orders. “And remove this wet bedding.”

“Should I fetch Fenrik?” the young handler asks, his voice steadier now, taking cues from Skarn’s calm.

“Fenrik can handle the morning feeding. Get Martak and Theel to move her.” Skarn pauses, his eyes making one more clinical sweep of my trembling form. “And get the vet. Tell him we have a horse that is foaling, and it’s a first birth.”

“Yes, sir,” the handler says, already backing out of the stall. “Right away.”

Skarn lingers a moment longer, watching as another contraction takes me. His expression doesn’t change as I writhe in the soiled straw, my whinny of pain echoing in the small space.

Then he’s gone, the stall door left open behind him. I collapse onto my side, panting in the brief respite between contractions. Outside, I hear Skarn barking orders, the stable coming fully awake as news of the impending birth spreads.

I close my eyes, trying to center myself, to find some core of strength for what lies ahead. The foal is coming, ready or not.

Two Grivvets appear in the doorway. One is Martak, recognizable by the scar that runs along his left ear; the other must be Theel, newer to the farm because I don’t recognize him. They exchange no words of comfort, ask no permission. Their hands simply reach for me as another contraction tears through my body.

“Wait for it to pass,” Martak instructs his companion, watching impassively as I writhe on the soiled straw. His clawed hand rests casually on the stall door.

The contraction ebbs, leaving me gasping. Before I can recover, Martak attaches a lead to my bridle and pulls me to my knees.

“Keep moving,” he orders, his voice emotionless. “Up on your hooves.”

I stand on shaky legs, and they guide me out of the stall and to the back of the stable. The foaling stall is separate from the regular stalls. I’ve passed it before but never been inside. Now its door stands open, revealing a large space, bigger than a normal stall. The floor is covered in fresh, clean straw, thicker than usual.

“On your back, mare.” Martak says, and I comply, kneeling down and rolling over onto my back. Another contraction builds, stronger than the last. I bite down hard on the bit, grateful for something to press against as pain tears through my lower body. A muffled whinny escapes around the bit.

“The vet is on his way,” Skarn says when he arrives, hovering outside the stall.

“Go fetch some water and clean clothes.” Skarn directs Theel.

His practical concerns strike me as absurdly normal against the intensity of what my body is experiencing. But then, this is normal for the farm. Pony-girls are bred, pony-girls give birth. This is all new to me, but not to Skarn. I’m sure he’s foaled many on this farm.

The vet arrives as another contraction fades, leaving me trembling in its wake. He enters the stall with unhurried confidence, a heavy leather medical bag swinging from one clawed hand, his amber eyes already assessing my condition from the doorway.

“Good morning, Skarn,” he says, nodding to my owner. “Another horse ready to foal, I see. Your farm is the fastest growing around, I’d say.”

His gaze moves over me—taking in my sweat-soaked mane, my trembling limbs. There’s nothing in his eyes that acknowledges we’ve met before, that he remembers me specifically. To him, I’m just another pony-girl.

He sets his bag down beside me; the leather creaking as it settles on the straw. The familiar scent of antiseptic and herbs wafts from it.

“How long since her water broke?” he asks Skarn, slipping off his outer coat.

“Discovered just before dawn,” Skarn replies. “Strong contractions already.”

The vet rolls up his sleeves, revealing forearms marked with the same blue ink patterns many Grivvets favor. “Good.”

He moves to stand between my thighs, pushing them apart and kneeling in the space. Another contraction builds, and I tense, whimpering.

“There’s one now,” the vet notes, his voice calm and clinical. “Good strength.”

When the contraction passes, he speaks again, but this time his tone changes. He addresses me directly, using the same soothing voice he might use with any frightened animal.

“Easy, mare. Let’s see how the little one’s positioned.”

His hands touch my inner thighs. His fingers are cool and dry against my overheated skin. They move with the confidence of one familiar with this task, spreading me further, and probing at the opening of my body. I flinch at the intrusion, but stay in place.

Without warning, he pushes two fingers inside me, reaching deep. The sensation is shocking—not painful exactly, but intensely uncomfortable and invasive. I jerk a little, and a muffled cry escapes around the bit.

“Hold still,” he commands, his free hand pressing firmly against my protruding belly to steady me.

His fingers probe deeper, his touch clinical but rough, and unconcerned with my comfort. He’s checking the position of the foal, and the dilation of my cervix.

Another contraction starts to build, stronger than the last, magnifying the discomfort of his probing fingers. A scream tears from my throat, barely muffled by the bit.

“Shhh, girl,” the vet scolds, his voice suddenly sharp. His fingers remain inside me, monitoring the contraction as it peaks.

“This is all natural,” he continues, his tone softening again to that professional, soothing register used for livestock. “Your body was designed for this.”

The vet withdraws his fingers, and I hear water being poured, and hands being washed. He moves around to face Skarn, drying his hands on a clean cloth.

“Dilation progressing well,” he reports, his tone matter-of-fact. “The foal is in the correct position, head oriented properly toward the birth canal.”

Skarn nods. “Timeline?”

“Difficult to say precisely. First foal, so it might take time. The contractions are strong and regular,” the vet returns to his bag to retrieve something I can’t see. “I don’t anticipate complications.”

The vet returns to his position between my thighs, and I feel his hands on me again, applying something cool and slick to my stretched opening. “This will ease the passage,” he explains, though whether to me or to Skarn, I’m not sure. “Help prevent tearing when the foal comes.”

The substance provides some relief, numbing the burning sensation that’s been building with each contraction. A small mercy, but one I’m pathetically grateful for. I release a shuddering breath around the bit, momentarily free from pain.

“Good mare,” the vet murmurs, patting my flank as he might a favored horse. “You’re doing well.”

Another contraction begins to build, and the vet positions himself to monitor it, one hand on my belly, the other between my legs, tracking the progress of the foal.

“Push with it,” he instructs as the pain intensifies. “Work with your body, not against it.”

I bear down instinctively. The contraction peaks, holding me in its grip for what feels like eternity before finally releasing me. I collapse against the straw, breathing heavily.

“Very good,” the vet says, his professional tone carrying genuine approval. “The foal moved down slightly with that one.”

He straightens and turns to Skarn. “She’s progressing nicely. I’ll stay to monitor, but I believe this will be a straightforward birth.”

A fresh contraction tears through my body without warning, and I close my eyes, focusing on breathing through the pain. As the contraction finally begins to ebb, I hear an unfamiliar voice. Opening my eyes, I see a few new Grivvets watching from the open door.

“No medicines?” one asks. “Shouldn’t you give her something for the pain?”

The vet’s response comes as a low chuckle. He’s washing his hands again in the basin, his back to me.

“Meds make them lazy,” he explains, shaking water from his clawed fingers. “We need them to want to push. The pain is nature’s way of ensuring the mare participates actively in the birth.”

“Pain is part of a pony-girl’s life,” Skarn states coldly, his voice carrying the unquestionable authority of the farm’s master. “She needs to learn this too.”

My suffering is another lesson, another part of my training. As though the agony of childbirth is simply one more method of breaking whatever human resistance might remain within me.

“Place that water where she can reach it,” Skarn instructs a young handler, dismissing the topic of pain management entirely. “She’ll need to drink between contractions.”

The young Grivvet approaches cautiously, setting the bucket within reach of my head. Another contraction seizes me, driving all thought from my mind. This one feels like being split in two, pressure building to an impossible degree before peaking in white-hot agony. I scream until my throat feels raw.

Through the haze of pain, I hear the vet’s clinical comments: “Excellent progress. The contractions are getting stronger, more productive. Her body is working precisely as it should.”

Their voices fade and blur together with the waves of pain. Time loses meaning as the pain continues to get worse.

Through it all, the handlers come and go, the vet checks my progress periodically, and Skarn observes. No one offers comfort beyond the occasional “good mare” or wiping the sweat from my face.

The sun climbs higher in the sky, its rays slanting through the top windows of the foaling stall to mark the passage of hours. Morning becomes midday becomes afternoon, but for me, there is only contraction and respite, contraction and respite, an endless cycle that consumes my world. Handlers come and go, their faces blurring together. Only the vet remains constant, appearing between my spread legs at regular intervals to check the foal’s progress, his expression never changing regardless of what he finds.

The stall grows increasingly hot as the day wears on. Summer heat presses down through the roof, turning the enclosed space into something like an oven. Sweat pours from every inch of my skin, soaking the straw beneath me until it forms a damp, prickly mass. The air feels thick and difficult to breathe, heavy with the mingled scents of sweat, blood, and amniotic fluid. Flies buzz in the corners, occasionally landing on my skin before being swatted away by a handler.

My mane lies plastered to my neck and shoulders, darkened with sweat and tangled from my thrashing. The sides of my head glisten with moisture that trickles down my temples and into my ears.

A brief respite comes as a handler approaches with a wet cloth, wiping my face with surprising gentleness. The cool moisture against my overheated skin feels like a miracle, drawing a whimper of gratitude from my raw throat. He offers water from a ladle, carefully pouring it around the bit so I can swallow a few precious mouthfuls before another contraction takes me.

When it passes, leaving me gasping and limp, the vet appears again. He’s removed his outer shirt in the heat, his blue-inked arms fully visible now as he washes them yet again in the basin. “Let’s check your progress again,” he says.

I feel his fingers probing once more. He works silently, measuring dilation, checking position, and gauging how far the foal has moved down the birth canal. When he finishes, he pats my thigh lightly.

“Good progress, but slow,” he announces, speaking partly to me and partly to Skarn, who has returned to observe after being absent for several hours. “The foal is moving down well,” the vet continues, washing his hands again. “Another few hours, I’d estimate. First foals often take the longest.”

A few more hours! I’ll never survive.

“She’s tired,” the vet observes, noting my trembling limbs and labored breathing. “But that’s to be expected.”

Another contraction builds, this one making me feel as though my spine might snap from the pressure. I push with what little strength, and the vet moves closer, monitoring the contraction’s progress, his hand resting lightly on my stomach.

“That’s it, pretty girl,” he murmurs as the pain peaks. “Push when the pain comes. Your body knows what to do.”

“Such a good mare,” he continues as the contraction eases, his hand moving to stroke my sweat-soaked flank. “Strong and brave. You’re doing exactly what you’re meant to do.”

“The foal is positioned perfectly,” the vet tells Skarn, who nods. “Have someone fetch me when it’s time to push.” Then he’s gone.

I drift in and out of awareness, anchored to consciousness only by the contractions that continue to wrack my body. As the sun begins its slow descent toward the horizon, its angle changes; the light in the stall takes on the golden quality of late afternoon.

Handlers bring lamps as shadows lengthen, positioning them around the foaling stall to ensure good visibility regardless of the hour when the birth finally occurs. The flames cast a flickering light across the wooden walls.

“Water,” the vet instructs a nearby handler. “She needs to stay hydrated.”

The ladle appears again, cool water trickling into my mouth around the bit. I swallow gratefully; the liquid soothing my raw throat momentarily. Some spills down my chin, joining the sweat that already soaks my chest and the straw below.

“That’s it,” the vet encourages as I drink. “Good girl. Keep your strength up.”

Another contraction begins before I can finish drinking, the water spilling as I jerk my head up. This one feels different—lower, more focused, an overwhelming pressure that seems to concentrate between my legs rather than across my entire abdomen. I bear down instinctively, knowing it’s what I need to do.

“Excellent,” the vet says, immediately moving to check my progress. His fingers probe briefly before he nods with satisfaction. “The foal is moving into position for the final stage. Not much longer now.”

Not much longer. The words float through my exhausted mind like distant birds, barely comprehensible through the fog of pain and fatigue. I’ve been laboring since before dawn. An entire day spent in this wooden frame, legs spread, and screaming until my throat is raw.

“Soon you’ll meet your foal,” the vet says, his voice carrying that strange gentle quality that exists somewhere between professional care and genuine kindness. “All this work will have its reward.”

Reward. As if seeing the child—no, the foal—that grew inside me is compensation for this ordeal. As if the product of my body belongs to me in any meaningful way. I know better. The foal will be Skarn’s property from its first breath, another piece of stock to be trained and eventually used as he sees fit. My role is merely to produce it, to deliver it safely into the world that has already determined its purpose.

Yet even knowing this, some primal part of me responds to the vet’s words, to the promise that this pain will end, that something will emerge from this suffering besides more suffering. I push with renewed focus during the next contraction.

“There we go,” the vet murmurs approvingly. “That’s it. Good girl.”

The sun touches the horizon, and evening approaches, bringing the promise of cooler air. Outside, the day’s heat begins to fade. The contractions have changed again, becoming more intense, more focused, driving downward with unstoppable force. Each one feels like my body is trying to turn itself inside out, the pressure building to an impossible degree before peaking in white-hot agony.

The vet, who has remained nearby through the afternoon and evening, moves quickly to position himself between my legs. His movements have a new urgency, a focused alertness that hasn’t been present during the long hours of waiting. He leans forward, amber eyes intent on the space between my thighs, hands ready to assist.

“I can see the head,” he announces, his professional tone colored with satisfaction. “The foal is coming now; go fetch Skarn.”

The words penetrate my pain-fogged mind, triggering a fresh surge of adrenaline. After endless hours of labor, the end is finally in sight. I feel a burning sensation between my legs, an impossible stretching that borders on tearing. The foal’s head is pressing against my opening, seeking passage into the world.

Skarn, who has been absent for several hours, returns, and I barely register that his son, Ulrek, is with him. “Watch the vet work, son. The foal is about to come.”

Ulrek’s face turns greener, if that’s possible, as he stares between my legs with wide eyes. Skarn pushes him closer where he can observe without interfering with the vet’s work.

“Her first foal?” he asks.

The vet nods. “First foal for this mare. Strong labor, but it’s progressing well.” His fingers prod at the space between my legs, guiding the foal’s head into place with expert precision.

“Good,” Skarn says, then turns to his son. “Ulrek, you missed the mare’s breeding when you were off playing with your human friend, but at least you’ll see the results. I wonder what your human friend would think of this.” His tone is filled with disapproval. “This foal will be raised on this farm. Ready to work for you, son.”

Ulrek only nods, swallowing hard, and his father digs about Chara. His ears flatten against his head as he watches the vet position himself for the delivery.

The next contraction is so intense I nearly black out. Breathing is impossible. I scream, the sound muffled by the bit, and my entire body locks up as the pressure in my pelvis reaches an unbearable threshold.

“Push, girl,” the vet orders, his voice cutting through the pain, his hands ready to guide the foal as it emerges. His face is intent, focused wholly on the task before him. All pretense of gentleness has fallen away, replaced by professional efficiency in this critical moment.

“Push now, mare!” he barks, his voice sharp with command when I don’t listen. “Hard! Your master wants to see his new stock!”

I bear down with renewed determination, drawing on reserves of strength I didn’t know I still possessed.

“Again!” the vet commands as the contraction peaks. “Push harder!”

The burning between my legs intensifies to an unbearable degree—a ring of fire that seems to consume my entire existence. I feel stretching, tearing, an opening that seems impossible given the size of what’s trying to pass through.

“The head is crowning,” the vet announces, his hands moving to support the emerging foal. “One more good push and the shoulders will follow.”

Another contraction builds immediately, giving me no time to recover from the last. I gather what remains of my strength, focusing it on this single moment of purpose. The world narrows to this one imperative: push.

A guttural scream erupts from deep within me, a sound that has nothing human about it. It’s the cry of a mare in the final throes of foaling, primal and unrestrained. The sound echoes off the stall walls, making Ulrek flinch.

With this final, desperate push, I feel a sudden shift—a release of pressure so immediate and complete it’s almost like the sensation of being emptied. Something large and warm slides from my body in a rush of fluid, the relief so intense it borders on pleasure after a day of unrelenting pain. The foal—my foal—has finally emerged into the world.

A tiny, wavering cry fills the stall—so different from my own animal sounds, so unmistakably human despite the circumstances of its birth. The sound pierces something deep inside me, triggering an instinctive response that transcends my training, my conditioning, my existence as a pony-girl. That cry belongs to my child.

The vet works quickly, his movements practiced and efficient. I glimpse his hands cradling a small, wet form, then hear the umbilical cord being cut. The separation is complete—the being that has been part of me for months now exists independently, its own entity in the world.

“Female,” the vet announces, his voice carrying satisfaction. “Good size, strong lungs.”

I collapse, utterly spent. The physical relief of no longer having the foal inside me is immediate, though aftershocks of pain continue to pulse through my lower body. Blood and fluid soak the straw beneath me, the metallic scent sharp in the close air of the stall. My chest heaves with each breath, my heart racing from exertion and emotion I can’t fully identify.

“Healthy female foal,” the vet continues, wrapping the small body in a clean cloth. “She’ll make an excellent pony-girl.”

The words should horrify me—this casual assignment of my daughter to the same fate I’ve endured — but I can barely grasp their significance. I can only register that the foal is healthy, that the birth was successful. The ordeal is finally over.

Ulrek steps closer, his amber eyes fixed on the cloth-wrapped bundle in the vet’s hands. His expression holds the same satisfaction I’ve seen on his father’s face when examining a valuable new purchase.

“She’ll make a fine pony-girl someday,” he says, reaching out one clawed finger to touch the foal’s cheek. “One of mine.” Something has shifted in the young Grivvet’s eyes. “Good coloring—looks like she’s inherited the dam’s fire-mane. That alone will make her valuable stock.”

Skarn nods in agreement, taking the foal from the vet so he can better examine his new property. “Strong features. Good bone structure. Another pony to secure our family business.”

Ulrek nods, his tail twitching in excitement. There’s no acknowledgment that this is a human child, born to a human mother, like his friend, who has the potential for a life beyond servitude. In his eyes, she has been livestock from her first breath, her purpose predetermined by the circumstances of her birth.

“Clean the mare up,” Skarn instructs a nearby handler. “Feed her and let her rest.”

Handlers approach with buckets of warm water and clean rags. They work efficiently, washing the blood and fluids from my thighs, my stomach, removing the straw beneath me. The touch of warm water against my abused flesh brings momentary relief, a small comfort after hours of pain. One handler wipes my face with unexpected gentleness, clearing away the tears and sweat that have dried there.

“Bring the foal for nursing,” Skarn directs. “The first feeding is critical for proper development.”

The handler returns with my daughter, the small bundle now cleaned and wrapped more securely in a soft blanket. For the first time, I can see her clearly. Her hair, damp but visibly red, clings to her perfectly formed head. She is beautiful, perfect, miraculous—and completely vulnerable to the life that awaits her, and I wish I could hold her, but know I never will.

The handler kneels beside me, carefully positioning the baby against my breast. Without thinking, I lean toward her as much as the restraints allow, my body knowing what to do even if I’ve never done this before. My nipple, still bearing the silver ring, brushes against her tiny mouth. She turns instinctively, latching on with surprising strength for one so small.

The sensation is unlike anything I’ve experienced—a tugging pressure that sends waves of relief through my swollen breasts and triggers a rush of emotion so powerful I gasp. Tears spring to my eyes, running freely down my cheeks and onto the bridle leather.

I can’t hold her with my bound arms, can’t cradle her or stroke her hair. I can only lean into this contact and provide the nourishment my body has prepared.

“Good strong suck,” the vet notes with approval. “The foal knows what to do. Let her nurse on both sides before you return her to the nursery. The colostrum is essential.”

I’m lost in studying every detail of my daughter’s face, committing to memory the curve of her cheek, the shape of her nose, the tiny wrinkles around her eyes. How long will they allow me to nurse her? A month? Two? Before they begin the separation that will ensure she never knows me as anything but another pony-girl in the stable.

The thought brings fresh tears, but I push it aside. There is only now, only this moment of connection that no one can take from me. I focus on the sensation of her nursing, on the perfect weight of her against my chest, on the miracle of her existence despite everything.

Eventually, she fell asleep at my breast, milk-drunk and satiated. The handler carefully detaches her and moves her to my other breast, where she stirs briefly before latching on again. I watch her in wonder, in awe, in a love so fierce it feels like it might consume me.

The vet gives final instructions to the handlers—about monitoring for bleeding, about rotating the foal between the nursery and nursing sessions, and about my care in the coming days.

I barely listen as I drift into an exhausted sleep with her still nursing at my breast—one perfect moment of connection in a life that has offered few.


Chapter 50

Morning light filters through the small window of my stall, casting golden squares across the fresh straw beneath me. My breasts feel heavy, full of milk. It’s time for my daughter’s morning feeding. She’s grown so big over the summer months, and something feels different today. A strange energy pulses through the stable, setting my nerves on edge.

Fenrik approaches my stall, and I stand taller, eager to see my little one. The stall door creaks open, and he enters with a water bucket instead of Emberrose. That’s what they’ve named her, and I love it. It’s a way for me to stay with her, even if it’s in name only.

Something in his expression gives me pause. “Morning, Emberlily,” he says, his voice softer than usual. I tilt my head in question. “You’ve been a good mare.” I watch as he sets the water bucket down, then reaches for my bridle with careful hands.

To my surprise, his fingers work at the buckles securing my bit. This almost never happens except during dental checks or medical treatments. The leather straps loosen, and the metal slides from between my gums, leaving my mouth strangely empty. I work my jaw experimentally; the freedom of movement unfamiliar after so many months of restriction.

“Eat,” Fenrik says simply, holding out the bowl of mash—a mixture of grains and nutrients designed to keep pony-girls healthy and productive.

Without the bit, I can eat properly, scooping the mash with my tongue rather than struggling to manage around the metal. The simple pleasure of unimpeded eating brings tears to my eyes. I finish quickly, knowing this privilege won’t last long.

Fenrik watches me eat, then sets the empty bowl aside and wipes a stray bit of mash from my chin with surprising gentleness. His clawed hand moves to stroke my mane, fingers running through the stiff red ridge in what feels almost like affection.

“You did good, Emberlily,” he says, his eyes meeting mine with unusual directness. “Your foal is strong and healthy. She’s old enough to be fed by handlers now.”

My heart stutters at his words. Something about his tone, the gentle preparation, sends a chill through me. I make a questioning sound in my throat, the closest to speech even with my bit out.

“Soon she’ll be taken to the foal barns to grow into a strong pony-girl like her mother,” he continues, still stroking my mane. “She doesn’t need to nurse anymore.”

The meaning hits me like a physical blow. They’re taking her away. Not just for the day or night as they’ve done since her birth, but permanently. The separation I’ve been dreading since she was born is happening today.

A sound escapes me-a keen of distress that rises from somewhere deep inside. My body trembles with the effort to contain it, to remain the obedient pony-girl despite the anguish tearing through me.

Fenrik doesn’t scold me for the outburst. He simply continues stroking my mane, his touch almost soothing. “It’s always hard the first time,” he says, his voice carrying an unexpected note of understanding. “But it’s how things are done. She’ll be well cared for.”

Fenrik waits patiently for my display of emotion to subside. When my breathing steadies, he holds up the bit. “Time to put this back in,” he says, his voice returning to its usual professional tone. The moment of gentleness is passing.

I open my mouth obediently, accepting the metal between my gums.

As Fenrik leaves my stall, my breasts ache with unused milk that will soon dry up. Slowly, I lower myself to the straw, settling into the familiar corner of my stall. My bound arms shift behind me, finding the most comfortable position possible. This is pony-girl life—attachments are not wise.

I close my eyes, letting the warm morning light wash over me. Tomorrow, they’ll probably put me back to work—pulling carts or carrying riders now that my body has recovered from birth and my nursing duties are complete. Life will continue as it did before my daughter, before my pregnancy, before everything changed.

For now, though, I allow myself this moment of grief. One last acknowledgment of the maternal bond they can never fully erase, even as they sever it. Then, like every other pain since my capture, I will fold it away, and tuck it somewhere deep inside.


Chapter 51

Autumn has painted the farm in shades of gold and crimson. I feel the morning chill against my naked skin as Fenrik leads me from my stall, his fingers hooked through the chain connecting my nipple rings rather than using my bridle. The tugging sensation sends familiar sparks of pain-pleasure through my breasts, which are now empty but larger than before.

My hooved boots crunch through fallen leaves scattered across the stable yard, their crisp sound marking the change of seasons. Two months have passed since they took my daughter to the foal barns, and I’ve come to terms with it. I’m not in any position to raise her like she needs.

Fenrik guides me toward the main yard with unusual haste, his grip on the chain firmer than necessary. I follow obediently, my bound arms shifting slightly behind my back as I adjust my balance on the uneven ground.

We round the corner of the stable, and my heart stutters in my chest. Standing near the farmhouse is a figure I recognize immediately–Korrin.

He’s speaking with Skarn. A leather satchel rests at his feet, its bulk suggesting it contains something substantial. My pulse quickens at the sight of him. I haven’t seen him since that day at the auction.

Fenrik tugs the chain, bringing me to a halt at a respectful distance from the two Grivvets. I stand perfectly still, but beneath this calm exterior, my mind races with questions.

“Here is the amount you asked for,” Korrin says, bending to open the satchel at his feet. He withdraws a bulging sack that jingles heavily as he hands it to Skarn. “Plus, you got a foal from her, so our deal is complete. Emberlily is mine now.”

Skarn takes the sack, weighing it in his clawed hand. His amber eyes narrow slightly as he assesses its heft. “I was planning to keep her and breed her a few more times,” he admits, his tail swishing thoughtfully behind him. “Or maybe gift her to my son, but he’s not ready for his own horse yet.”

“So I guess have yourself a new horse,” Skarn continues, tucking the payment into his belt pouch.

Korrin’s eyes find me, their amber depths warming with affection. “She’s exactly what I need,” he says, his gaze traveling over my naked form with appreciation.

His ownership means leaving the farm, and traveling to distant places—the very adventure I dreamed of in my former life, though in a form I never imagined.

“Her paperwork is in order,” Skarn says, producing a rolled parchment from inside his vest. “Breeding record, training certifications, medical history. The vet checked her thoroughly after foaling—she’s sound in every way.”

Korrin takes the document, tucking it carefully into his own vest. “I never doubted it,” he replies.

The two Grivvets clasp hands, sealing the transaction with a firm shake. Just like that, my existence changes hands—from farm asset to trader’s mount, my life has shifted by nothing more than an exchange of coins and a handshake.

I feel my eyes widen as the full impact hits me. I belong to Korrin now. The thought sends an unfamiliar warmth through me, a strange lightness in my chest that I haven’t felt since before my capture.

Fenrik extends the chain connected to my nipple rings, offering control of me to my new master. “She’s been prepared this morning,” he reports. “Groomed, hooves checked, fed. Ready to travel if that’s your plan.”

Korrin’s fingers close around the silver chain with surprising gentleness, so different from the handlers’ businesslike grip. The metal links shimmer in the autumn sunlight as he takes full possession of my lead. I stand perfectly still under his gaze, years of training holding my posture proud despite the excitement bubbling beneath my skin. This is really happening. I am his now.

“Groth,” he commands, his voice firm but not harsh.

I move toward him with the measured pace of a well-trained pony-girl, the silver chain pulling slightly at my nipple rings with each step.

Korrin nods approvingly, his tail swishing behind him with satisfaction. “Good girl,” he says, reaching out to stroke my mane. His fingers comb through the stiff red ridge with appreciation. “My girl now.” The possessive claim in his voice sends an unexpected thrill through me, so different from the dread such words once inspired.

“Are you happy?” he asks, the question so surprising that I almost break my perfect posture. Handlers don’t ask pony-girls about their feelings. We aren’t supposed to have any that matter.

I respond with an excited neigh, the sound embarrassingly eager even to my own ears. My hooved feet shift against the ground, my body bouncing slightly in place. The motion pulls the chain connecting my nipple rings, sending sharp twinges through my breasts, but the pain is nothing compared to the joy bubbling up inside me.

Korrin chuckles, the sound warm and genuine. “I’ll take that as a yes,” he says, his amber eyes crinkling at the corners with what looks surprisingly like affection. “We are going to go on so many travels, you and I.”

Travels. The word echoes in my mind like a promise, like the answer to dreams I’d long since buried. Even if it will be under the weight of my new master.

“I move between settlements, villages, even the occasional human town under treaty protection. I carry goods from one place to another—spices from the south, crafted items from the east, medicines from the mountain communities. You’ll see a lot of new places, sometimes sleeping under the stars, other times in foreign village stables.”

“Only in winter do I stay at my little farm,” he continues. “When the mountain passes close with snow and the northern roads become too dangerous. Three, maybe four months of respite before the traveling begins again with the spring thaw.”

He moves in front of me, his clawed fingers carefully checking the fit of my bridle. He adjusts a strap that has worn slightly loose, his movements precise and gentle. “The rest of the year, the road is my home. Different sky every night, different faces every day.” His amber eyes meet mine again, searching for something in my gaze. “It’s not an easy life for a pony-girl. Long days of carrying, difficult terrain, sometimes danger.”

I hold his gaze, trying to convey my eagerness, my willingness to face whatever challenges come with this new life. I’m ready for anything.

Korrin’s fingers move to my bit, checking its position in my mouth. “Open,” he instructs, and I obediently open my jaw wider, allowing him to inspect the metal bar and how it sits against my gums. “Good fit,” he murmurs. “The vet did a fantastic job. No chance of tooth wear.”

“I use only the best horse vet in the valley.” Skarn says.

His fingers trail down to trace the curve of my jaw, then lift my chin so our eyes meet again. “You’ll see places you’ve never imagined,” he promises. “Forests thick enough to block the sun, mountains that touch the clouds, rivers wide enough that the far shore disappears in mist. All from under my saddle.”

I once was someone who dreamed of traveling freely, not as a mount, but the promise of new horizons, of changing landscapes, of a life beyond the repetitive routines of the farm—it outweighs the manner in which I’ll experience them.

My eyes brighten as I picture it—carrying Korrin along roads I’ve never seen, past sights I’ve never witnessed, toward destinations unknown.

For the first time since my capture, since my transformation from woman to livestock, I look toward tomorrow with anticipation rather than resignation.


Chapter 52

Skarn’s voice cuts through my haze of excitement. “Before you leave, what about the ownership mark?” he asks. “You’ll want your own brand on her.” My breath catches as I realize what must happen before I can truly become Korrin’s pony-girl. Of course—this is the final ritual of transfer. My skin tightens in dread just thinking of the searing pain, and the smell of my own burning flesh.

Korrin nods, his expression turning serious. “I have my mark,” he says, reaching into one of his saddlebags. His blue-inked hand emerges holding a small iron plate attached to a metal handle. “My family symbol—all my property bears it.”

He holds it up for Skarn to inspect. From my position, I can only glimpse its outline—a design more intricate than Skarn’s utilitarian farm mark. Something with curved lines and what might be stylized leaves or flames. Soon, that symbol will be burned into my flesh.

The excitement that had been bubbling through me dims slightly as reality reasserts itself. I am still livestock being transferred between owners. The brand is merely the physical manifestation of that truth—the marking of property to prevent disputes or theft. Yet I’m eager to feel the burn for once. It’s the final irrevocable step needed to be Korrin’s new mount.

“The branding rack is still set up from yesterday’s processing,” Skarn says, gesturing toward the training yard where new pony-girls are broken and branded. “Won’t take but a moment.”

Korrin tugs gently on my nipple chain, guiding me to follow him across the yard. My hooved boots crunch through fallen leaves, and the branding rack looms ahead. I know it well.

Handlers appear as if summoned, moving with practiced efficiency to position me against the wooden frame. Korrin releases the nipple chain, stepping back to allow them to work. They secure my body to the familiar structure quickly.

The wood feels rough against my skin, the leather straps tight but not cutting. Everything is designed for security rather than comfort, ensuring the pony-girl remains perfectly still during the critical moment of branding.

Fenrik approaches with a small brazier, coals already glowing orange within its metal confines. He positions it near Korrin, offering a respectful nod before stepping back. Korrin places his brand among the coals, its metal head disappearing into the heart of the fire. We all watch in silence as it begins to heat—Korrin with concentration, and me with a strange mixture of dread and acceptance.

Minutes pass, measured by the soft crackling of the coals and the occasional rustle of autumn leaves blown across the yard. I focus on my breathing, on remaining calm for what’s to come. I’ve endured branding before, and I know what to expect. Yet knowledge doesn’t diminish the fear entirely.

Korrin checks the brand periodically, watching as the metal gradually changes color in the heat—from steel gray to black to deep red. When it finally glows bright orange, he nods with satisfaction. Using a thick leather glove to protect his hand, he lifts the brand from the coals. The metal head radiates heat so intense I can feel it from where I’m bound, its glow casting strange shadows across his blue-inked face.

“Do you know where to mark her?” Skarn asks.

“Yes. The upper arm so everyone can see she is an owned horse,” he says, moving to my left side. “Visible when she’s tacked, and not covered by a saddle or harness.”

My heart pounds so loudly I’m certain everyone can hear it, my breath coming in short, shallow gasps around the bit. The heated metal moves closer, its heat kissing my skin before contact, warning of what’s to come.

“Be still, my sweet girl,” Korrin murmurs, his voice gentle despite the cruelty of what he’s about to inflict. “It will be over quickly.”

I close my eyes, every muscle tensing in anticipation. There’s a moment of suspended time, of held breath and then pain. The heated metal presses against my skin with solid pressure, burning through the surface layers and into the flesh beneath. A hissing sound fills the air accompanied by the sickening smell of burning flesh. My teeth clench around the bit, a muffled scream escaping despite my best efforts to remain stoic, but I remain still.

Korrin lifts the brand away as tears stream down my cheeks, soaking into the leather of my bridle. Through the haze of pain, I’m aware of Fenrik approaching with a container of salve. Its cooling touch brings momentary relief as he applies it carefully to the burned area, protecting the wound while ensuring the mark remains clear and distinct. The brand itself is still too painful for me to make out its shape, but I know it’s there—Korrin’s symbol permanently etched into my body.

The handlers release the straps holding me to the frame, and Korrin takes my nipple chain again, but his touch is gentler than before, mindful of my weakened state.

“Good girl,” he murmurs, his free hand stroking my mane with surprising tenderness. “All done with that. You did so well, and barely moved at all.”

I am officially his now, inside and out. Korrin reaches into his pocket and produces a Sugarroot, its pale surface glistening with crystallized sweetness. “Here,” he says, offering it to me with an open palm. “You’ve earned this.”

The salve on my fresh brand has barely dried when Korrin tacks me up with his equipment. He lifts the saddle first, and I can’t help but admire its beauty. The leather is a rich brown, darkened with use but meticulously maintained. Intricate patterns have been worked into the surface—flowing designs that might be vines or rivers, punctuated with what look like stylized symbols. The seat is generously padded, suggesting concern for the rider’s comfort during long journeys. But I notice with appreciation that the underside is equally well-cushioned, designed to disperse weight across a pony-girl’s back during extended travel.

“This saddle has carried me across half the known territories,” Korrin says. He runs his blue-inked fingers over the intricate designs.

The leather feels cool against my skin as he places it carefully on my back, and I can feel the craftsmanship in how it conforms to my body, as if designed specifically for my frame.

Next comes the bridle. Korrin holds it up for my inspection before fitting it. This bridle, like the saddle, shows both use and care. The leather straps are supple from years of handling, their edges smoothed to prevent chafing. Small blue beads are worked into the cheek pieces, catching the light as they move.

“Open,” he commands gently, and I part my lips to receive the bit.

Unlike the utilitarian metal bar I’ve worn for months, Korrin’s bit is slightly curved to better fit the natural shape of a mouth. He slides it carefully between my gums, watching my expression closely as he adjusts its position. The metal is smoother, less intrusive somehow, though it serves the same purpose—control, direction, and silence. He secures the straps with careful attention, neither too tight nor too loose, checking each buckle twice before moving on.

He retrieves two thin silver chains from his collection of tack. With gentle fingers, he connects them to my nipple rings. The familiar weight and slight tug sends signals of submission through my body. But instead of using these as a lead, he attaches the other ends to small hooks on either side of the saddle.

“These keep your posture correct during long rides,” he explains, adjusting the tension until the chains are taut but not painful. “They’ll remind you to stay upright even when tired.”

The setup is ingenious in its simplicity—any slouching would pull painfully on my nipple rings, enforcing proper posture without requiring constant correction from my rider. Another sign that Korrin has thought carefully about long-distance travel with a pony-girl mount.

He completes the tacking quickly, securing the girth straps beneath my body. The final two straps slip between my legs. The soft worn leather feels nice against the edges of my labia as he pulls them tighter until my training marks are exposed properly. After that, he checks to make sure my tail plug sits properly, and ensures my hooved boots are clean and undamaged.

When he finishes, I stand fully tacked in my new master’s gear. “Perfect,” Korrin says, stepping back to admire his work.

He moves to my side, placing one hand on the saddle as he prepares to mount. With fluid grace that speaks of years of practice, he swings himself up and onto my back. His weight settles into the saddle easily. Korrin sits lighter somehow, more in harmony with my movements instead of me having to adjust to his. I adjust my stance slightly, finding my balance beneath this new rider.

“Easy,” he murmurs as I shift. His knees press gently against my sides. “That’s it. We’ll learn each other’s rhythms soon enough.”

He gathers the reins in his hands, with just enough tension to establish contact without pulling. A light pressure on my left side cues me to turn toward the farm gates. I respond immediately, my training asserting itself despite the newness of the rider.

As we move across the yard, I notice Skarn watching from the farmhouse door. His expression is unreadable—not regretful at my departure, but perhaps contemplative. Our eyes meet briefly as I carry Korrin past, a last connection to the place that has been my entire world for nearly a year. Then, his gaze shifts to Korrin, and he offers a businesslike nod.

We pass through the gates, leaving the farm behind. The dirt road stretches before us, winding toward the distant tree line and whatever lies beyond.

The autumn air carries scents I’ve never noticed before—hints of distant places, of possibilities. The sun warms my naked skin; the breeze plays through my mane, and the world suddenly seems vast and full of wonders.

Korrin leans forward slightly, his voice close to my ear. “Ready for adventure, my magnificent Emberlily?”

I respond with an eager nicker, my pace quickening slightly in response to his words. Ready? I’ve been ready since I was a young woman named Aveline, dreaming of seeing what lay beyond the farm where I was raised.

That the journey comes now, in this form—as a pony-girl carrying a master rather than a woman walking freely.

With the flick of his crop, Korrin spurs me into a run, and as the wind whips my face, I can’t help but smile. I wanted adventure, and adventure I shall have—though not as the trader I once dreamed of becoming, but as a trader’s mount.

I might not be seeing the world through my own choices, but through the directions given by the reins in Korrin’s hands I’ll have my adventure.

It’s just not the one I once imagined.


Epilogue #1

The road unfurls before me like a dusty ribbon, familiar in the way all roads have become after three years of carrying Korrin across territories I once only dreamed of seeing. My hooves strike the packed earth steadily, a cadence my body has perfected over countless miles.

The morning sun warms my auburn mane, now grown longer and styled in elaborate braids that mark me as a trader’s prized mount rather than a farm pony. I’ve grown accustomed to the weight of Korrin on my back, and to the slight tension on the reins guiding me through new landscapes, but something about this valley tugs at my memory, a nagging familiarity that makes me nervous.

We’ve traveled far together, Korrin and I. Through mountain passes where the air grows thin and cold, across plains that stretch to distant horizons, and into villages where humans stare at me, unused to seeing one of their own ridden.

I’ve carried him and his trade goods through thunderstorms and summer heat, earning the silver chains and blue beads that now decorate my tack—tokens of my service, symbols of his satisfaction with my performance. The path of a trader’s mount is hard, but it has given me what I once craved: a world beyond the farm.

As we crest a gentle rise, the scent of the air sends a shiver down my spine. My stride falters briefly, confusion giving way to recognition. I know this valley. I know the pattern of trees that line its eastern edge, and the small stream that cuts across its lowest point. This is the approach to Skarn’s territory.

Korrin feels my hesitation, his weight shifting slightly as he adjusts to my changing gait. “Steady,” he murmurs, his voice carrying that gentle authority I obey without question. His hand strokes the side of my neck, a calming gesture that has become familiar over our miles together.

I obey, steadying my pace, but then I see it, Skarn’s farmhouse, its weathered structure unmistakable even at this distance, flanked by the stables where I spent my first months as property. My heart pounds against my ribs, the sudden surge of adrenaline making my skin twitch beneath the saddle. Without conscious thought, my steps slow again, then stop completely. A questioning neigh escapes me, the sound embarrassingly close to a whimper.

Korrin immediately responds, leaning forward to stroke my mane. “I see you know where we are,” he says, his voice dropping to that intimate tone he uses when it’s just the two of us on a lonely stretch of road. “But don’t worry, this time you won’t be staying long.”

His words penetrate the fear that has suddenly enveloped me. Relief floods through my tense muscles knowing I won’t be left here. I won’t be returned to Skarn’s stable after knowing the freedom of the open road.

Yet questions buzz in my mind like persistent flies. Why are we here at all? What business could Korrin have with Skarn?

Korrin reads me like a book, as he always does. “We have business here, you and I,” he continues, his fingers working through my mane in a way that always helps calm me. “Nothing to fear. You’ve been too valuable a companion to ever give up.”

I believe him. Over three years of traveling together, Korrin has proven himself different from Skarn in countless ways. His corrections are rare and never the harsh discipline of the farm handlers. He ensures I’m properly cared for at each stop, my needs met before his own. He speaks to me as if I understand every word, but most importantly, he’s never lied to me. If he says I won’t be staying, then I won’t be staying.

Korrin’s knees press gently against my sides, encouraging me forward. My hooves resume their steady rhythm on the packed earth, carrying us closer to the place where my life as a pony-girl began. This time I am not the same frightened, newly captured woman who first entered those gates.

I am Emberlily now, a trader’s mount, accustomed to strange places and unexpected situations. I have carried Korrin across territories and back, proven my worth on tough trails, and earned his trust and care through reliable service. Whatever awaits at Skarn’s farm, I face it not as a terrified novice but as a seasoned pony-girl who has found her place in the world.

The farm grows larger with each step, details sharpening like a drawing coming into focus. The main house, the stables where I once slept, and the paddocks where I learned to carry riders with proper form—all exactly as I remember.

Korrin’s weight shifts as he leans forward, his voice close to my ear as we pass beneath the arch that marks the property boundary. His words reach me clearly despite the sounds of farm life that drift across the yard.

“I want to explain why we’re here,” he says, guiding me with the lightest pull on the reins.

“You’ve been the best mount I’ve ever had,” he continues, one hand stroking my mane in that absent way he does when deep in thought. “Resilient, intelligent. You learn quickly and never balk at difficult terrain.” His praise warms something inside me. “You have many more years of service ahead, but eventually, all pony-girls retire.”

Retirement isn’t something I’ve considered. What happens to pony-girls too old to carry riders or pull carts? The question sends a flicker of unease through me, but Korrin is still speaking.

“When that time comes for you, I want a horse from your bloodline. One who is strong and can keep up with my travels.” His words crystallize into meaning in my mind. Breeding. He’s brought me back to be bred again.

My body tenses beneath him, memories of my first breeding experience flooding back. My stride falters again, betraying my reaction.

Korrin immediately responds to my tension, his hand moving to my shoulder in a steadying gesture. “This will be different,” he says, as if reading my thoughts. “I’m paying Skarn only for the stallion’s seed this time.”

We pass the first training paddock, where newly captured pony-girls circle under a handler’s watchful eye. Their movements are still awkward and unnatural. Their eyes hold that wild look of humans not yet reconciled to their fate.

“And your foal will be kept on my farm,” Korrin continues, his voice drawing my attention back to his words. “To grow and learn from its mother.”

Mother. The word reverberates through me with unexpected force. The realization of what he’s offering stuns me. This is not just another breeding, but a chance to keep my child. To watch it grow, to know it, and to share with it whatever wisdom I’ve gained in my years as a pony-girl. The concept is so foreign, so contrary to everything I experienced at Skarn’s farm, that I struggle to fully grasp it.

“You will only be separated when we leave to trade,” Korrin adds. “The foal will stay with my brother’s family when we’re on the road until it’s old enough to travel with us.”

Understanding blooms fully now, and the prospect fills me with a strange mixture of emotions—apprehension, yes, but also a flutter of something that might be anticipation, and even desire.

It’s been so long since I’ve felt a stallion’s powerful thrusts between my legs, and the familiar wetness returns quickly.

“I know this place holds hard memories for you,” he says, his voice dropping to ensure only I can hear. “But there are also good ones too.” He chuckles. “And I’m sure you’ll enjoy this visit.”

Vivid flashes from my first breeding come rushing back. Titan looming over me, his weight crushing as he performed his service.

What I feel now, approaching the prospect of another breeding, is nothing like the violation of that first experience. There’s anxiety, yes—the natural apprehension of physical discomfort — but beneath that lies arousal. Suddenly I can’t wait and pick up the pace as we near the stables, making Korrin laugh. It’s time to meet a stallion.


Epilogue #2

Through the wooden slats separating our stalls, I watch him pace—tall, and powerfully built, with a shock of dark hair and muscles that ripple beneath his skin with each movement. His manhood draws my attention, standing proud and large, larger than Titan was or any I’ve seen in my years of traveling with Korrin.

I shift on my hooved feet; the straw crunching softly beneath them. The breeding barn holds a peculiar stillness, broken only by the occasional snort from the stallion or the soft sound of hooves on hay.

The stallion turns, catching me watching him. His dark eyes meet mine through the slats—intelligent eyes, aware in a way that tells me the human hasn’t been entirely erased from the pony-boy. I wonder how long he’s been here, how many mares he’s mounted, and how much he remembers of his before-life. These thoughts cross my mind with detached curiosity rather than the aching sympathy that once would have overwhelmed me. Time has a way of changing perspectives, of normalizing what once seemed unbearable.

He moves closer to the slats, his breath warm as it puffs through the gaps between us. His erection sways with each step, heavy and insistent. I’ve seen many pony-boys during my travels with Korrin—some pulling carts in mountain villages, others carrying riders through crowded market squares. Their bodies varied as human bodies do—some lean and wiry, built for speed; others broad and powerful, made for endurance or heavy loads, but few possessed the impressive endowment of this breeding stallion. No wonder Skarn selected him and trained him specifically for this purpose.

The stallion snorts, pawing at the straw in his stall. His muscles bunch and release beneath his skin—smooth, hairless skin that gleams in the filtered moonlight streaming through the windows. He’s been groomed meticulously, his dark hair shaped into a perfect mane, his tail—the same horsehair plug all pony-people wear—brushed until it shines. He’s beautiful.

I know what’s coming. This time will be different. Not because the act itself will change—it remains what it is, the breeding of livestock—but because I’m excited to be mounted, and to be a mother again. A mother to a foal that will grow alongside me.

The stallion grows more restless, scenting the steady arousal that coats my thighs. His pacing increases, his hooves striking the straw with greater force. His erection remains prominent, occasionally bobbing with his movements.

I hear footsteps approaching, but they’re quiet, like they are trying not to make a sound. Hushed voices trying to remain quiet but carry clearly in the night’s stillness. I recognize one immediately: Skarn’s son, though his voice has deepened since I last heard it years ago.

“Chara, if we get caught, I’ll be in so much trouble.” The words come in an urgent whisper, tinged with both excitement and fear.

A female voice answers sharply, “Shh, Ulrek, or we will definitely be caught, and it will be your big-mouth fault.”

I shift silently in the straw, moving toward the front of my stall to see better. Three years have changed Ulrek significantly. The gangly adolescent I remember has grown taller, his shoulders broadened, the softness of youth chiseled away from his face. In the dim moonlight, he resembles a younger version of Skarn—the same angular jawline, the same alert amber eyes, but still much shorter than his father.

Beside him stands a young human woman—Chara, apparently—dressed in a simple tunic and trousers. Even in the poor light, I can tell she’s around eighteen, with a wild mane of dark hair tied loosely back and movements that suggest someone unaccustomed to sneaking around. Her clothing marks her as human, not livestock—an increasingly rare sight in these territories. Something about their familiarity with each other suggests their friendship has only deepened over the years.

I bet Skarn isn’t pleased.

“I just want to see,” the girl whispers, her voice carrying a mixture of nervousness and determination. “You talk about the stallions, but I never saw one before.”

Ulrek makes a dismissive gesture. “Father would skin me alive if he knew I’d brought you here. Humans aren’t supposed to see this part of the operation.”

“But I’m your friend,” she insists. “And I helped carry you home the other week when you fell out of that tree and hurt your foot. My arms almost fell off carrying you that far, so you owe me.”

“It would have been easier if you just carried me on your back,” Ulrek grumbles.

“I am not a pony-girl for you to ride whenever you want.” She growls.

“Says the girl who wants to meet a stallion.” He mutters under his breath, but Chara doesn’t hear because she has moved closer to the stallion’s stall, unaware of my watchful presence in the shadows.

The moonlight catches Chara’s profile as she peers through the slats, illuminating her expression as it transforms from curiosity to shock. Her mouth forms a perfect ‘O’ of surprise, her eyes widening dramatically.

“Wow,” she breathes, the single syllable carrying volumes of astonishment. “He’s so... big.”

I can see what has captured her attention—the stallion’s erection. It stands prominently in the moonlight. Chara’s reaction reveals her innocence more clearly than any confession could. She’s never seen a naked male body before, and certainly not one in a state of arousal.

The stallion notices them, particularly Chara. His head tilts slightly with interest. I understood his confusion immediately—a clothed female is something few pony-boys ever see, especially breeding stallions who encounter only handlers and naked pony-girls. Females are for mounting, and yet here stands a female who is clearly not available for breeding, who wears the trappings of the free world he has likely forgotten.

“Careful,” Ulrek cautions, though there’s a hint of mischievous enjoyment in his tone. “Don’t get too close. He might think you’re here for him.”

Chara steps back immediately, her face visible enough in the moonlight for me to see the blush spreading across her cheeks. “I just wanted to look,” she murmurs defensively.

I remain perfectly still, watching this interaction with amusement. Their ignorance of my presence grants me a strange power. I see what they don’t: the dangerous game they’re playing. I’ve traveled enough with Korrin to understand how precarious the line between human and livestock can be in these territories. One misstep, one unfortunate encounter with the wrong Grivvet, and this girl’s status could change permanently. Her clothing—the simple tunic and trousers—is her only visible marker of humanity, her only protection against being seen as potential stock.

The stallion snorts suddenly, moving restlessly in his stall. His hooves strike the floor with impatience, the sound echoing in the quiet barn. The noise seems to startle Chara, breaking her contemplation of me. She turns back toward his stall just as he shifts his weight, causing his erection to swing visibly through the slats.

Her gasp is audible, her face turning a deeper shade of red visible even in the dim light. The sound draws a soft chuckle from Ulrek, who seems to enjoy her discomfort.

The stallion shifts his weight again, muscles rippling beneath his skin as he moves closer to the slats separating him from his visitors. His erection swings prominently with the movement, drawing another gasp from Chara. Her face turns a deeper shade of scarlet, visible even in the dim moonlight—embarrassment mingled with a fascination she seems unable to suppress.

“He... what is he doing?” She whispers, her voice catching slightly.

Ulrek glances at Chara, a mischievous smirk playing across his features. In that expression, I see the dangerous edge of adolescent male power—testing boundaries, exploring the effect he can have on others.

“Why do you want to see a stallion anyway?” he asks, leaning closer to her. “Do you want it to mount you? All pony-girls love the stallions.”

The question hangs in the air for a moment, crude and provocative. Chara reacts instantly, swatting at his arm and jumping back as if the words themselves might contaminate her.

“What? No!” Her voice rises before she catches herself, dropping back to a whisper. “I was... just curious.”

Her defensive response only widens Ulrek’s grin. He’s enjoying her discomfort, the power he holds in this situation—both as a male and as a Grivvet in a world where his kind command and humans either obey or are made to obey. The dynamics between them suddenly seem more precarious, balanced on the knife-edge of attraction and status.

The stallion, more alert now with two females nearby, snorts loudly and moves along the edge of his stall. His hooves strike the floor with impatience, his tail swishing behind him. The scent of females has clearly affected him. His erection seems to grow even more prominent, a physical reaction that can’t be controlled or hidden.

“He seems to like you,” Ulrek says, nudging Chara’s leg. The tiny Grivvet only comes up to her thigh."Are you sure you don’t want a closer look?"

The teasing has a dangerous edge to it now, pushing against boundaries that should remain firm. Their seemingly innocent interactions can swiftly turn into something irreversible. One moment of vulnerability, one poor decision, and status can change permanently. Fate is finicky like that.

“No...” Chara replies, though there’s hesitation in her voice. “I’m close enough.”

She takes another step back from the stallion’s stall, but rather than leaving, she turns her attention to me.

“This horse is set for breeding with the stallion,” Ulrek says when he notices her looking at me. “We keep them close for a few days until mating.”

“Mating?” Chara’s voice rises slightly. “Don’t you mean copulating like a man and a woman?”

The innocent question hangs in the air for a moment. I can almost see Ulrek’s expression—that mixture of patronizing amusement.

“No,” he corrects her firmly. “They are not human; remember, they are horses, and it’s called breeding or mating. It’s a necessary act to reproduce foals and not romantic if that’s what you’re thinking.”

His explanation carries the rehearsed quality of lessons repeated by his father—the same clinical detachment Skarn always displayed when discussing pony-girl functions.

Chara’s face must show her reaction, because Ulrek’s voice softens slightly as he continues, “That’s why we don’t dress them or let them speak. They’re livestock now.”

“I know. I’m not stupid,” Chara responds, anger flaring in her voice. “But they were once free humans.”

Her words warm something inside me—recognition, even if naïve, of what we once were. So many Grivvets, especially those born into the trade like Ulrek, speak of pony-girls as if we were always this way, as if our current state represents our natural condition rather than something imposed through capture and training.

“Yes, probably,” Ulrek concedes with an audible shrug in his voice, “but once they are ridden and marked, they become horses forever.”

His words echo what Skarn told me during my first days of training: “Once you’re marked, you're livestock forever.” I remember how I’d fought against the idea, how I’d clung to my identity as Aveline, believing that somehow, someday, I might reclaim my humanity.

“I let you ride me the other day, and I’m a free human.” Chara’s words cut through my memories like a knife.

I freeze in place, my breath caught in my throat. Did I hear correctly? Ride her? The implications spiral through my mind—dangerous, terrible implications with consequences.

“Yes, but only with the saddle, and nothing else,” Ulrek replies petulantly, his tone suggesting he wanted more.

My heart pounds against my ribs. They’ve already crossed lines no free human should approach. In some territories, merely putting a saddle on a human can be enough to condemn a human if witnessed by other Grivvets.

“It was so uncomfortable, and I almost fell because you were moving so much,” Chara explains, her voice carrying that same naïve innocence that makes her vulnerability even more apparent. “I don’t want to do it again.”

Relief floods through me at her reluctance, but Ulrek’s response quickly dissolves it.

“That’s because you kept your clothes on and the saddle kept slipping because your arms weren’t right,” he says, his voice taking on an instructional tone that sends another chill through me. “If you had let me tack you properly, it would have worked.”

Does she understand that “proper tacking” means removal of clothing, means restraints, means a bit between the teeth to prevent speech? Does she realize how quickly such “play” can become permanent?

“Maybe we can try again?” Ulrek suggests, hope clear in his voice.

I strain against my bound arms instinctively, as if I could somehow intervene, but know I can’t.

“Hmm... I don’t know,” Chara replies, her hesitation offering a thin thread of hope. Then she adds, “What if someone sees? I would be completely embarrassed, and you’d see me without clothes. You might be my best friend, but that would be too much.”

Not afraid of becoming livestock, not concerned about losing her freedom, merely embarrassed about being observed. She doesn’t understand. How could she? The casual certainty of one’s humanity is a luxury only the free possess.

“I’ve seen plenty of naked pony-girls, so it would be no different.” He says, but it would be. That is a boundary that should never be crossed. “Plus, no one will see us. I promise,” Ulrek assures her, his voice dropping to that intimate register young males use when persuading. “I know a place where we can be completely private.”

I wish I could somehow warn her about the precarious nature of humanity in this world—how easily it can be stripped away, one small compromise at a time.

The stallion snorts again, louder this time, as if expressing his frustration. His sound seems to startle Chara from her contemplation of me. She turns back toward the exit, tugging lightly at Ulrek’s arm.

“Come on,” she urges. “Let’s go before your father’s handlers make their rounds.”

Ulrek hesitates, his amber eyes moving between Chara and the stallion, then briefly to me. For a moment, I glimpse calculation in his expression—weighing options, considering his choices. Then he nods, allowing her to pull him toward the door.

“Fine,” he concedes.

Their voices fade as they move away, leaving me alone with the stallion. Tonight has revealed something significant—the dangerous game being played between Ulrek and Chara, a game whose stakes she doesn’t fully comprehend.

I settle back into the straw, my mind racing with concern for a girl I don’t know but whose precarious position I understand too well. Letting Ulrek saddle her once is bad enough, but considering allowing him to “tack her properly”—is so much more dangerous than she realizes.

One day she’s a curious girl letting a young Grivvet playfully put a saddle on her back. Next, she’s allowing arm bindings “just to see what it feels like.” Then a bit, then a bridle, then a tail—each step rationalized as temporary, as play, as experiment. Until suddenly she’s standing naked and bridled, her body irreversibly changed from person to property.

I lie awake thinking of Chara, hoping she finds wisdom before her curiosity transforms from innocent exploration to permanent captivity.

The end, but…

Chara and Ulrek's story begins this spring. It will be a softer pony-girl story set in the same world where pony-girls are a fact of life. At its heart is their unique friendship that deepened over the years until they were inseparable no matter what others thought.

There will be fumbles, with lots of awkward discoveries as the lines between play, tradition, and identity blur. Their journey is not without missteps, but grounded in personal growth, mutual acceptance, and what it means to choose a place for yourself in a world that has already decided what you're meant to be.

Ulrek and Chara will prove to everyone that a human and Grivett can be more than master and pony-girl. They can be best-friends. Forever.

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

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

Check out my other books:

The Hucow Black Market Series

	Captured. The Hucow Blackmarket 
	Auctioned. The Hucow Blackmarket 
	Purchased. The Hucow Blackmarket 


The Betrayed Milker Series: A BDSM Hucow Series

Sold to the Farm

Sent to the Farm

Tricked on the Farm

Back To The Farm.

Life Under the Dome Series:

Selected For Hucow Service

Hucow In Service

Escaping Hucow Service

Ending Hucow Service

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

Aveline’s Pony-girl Adventure Parts 1-6

Chara’s Pony-girl Story COMING Spring 2026

The Correction Company (A pet play story) Coming Soon
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