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Chapter 1

You will meet a tall dark stranger

That fateful day started well. I had only one class in the morning, so I was getting some serious training time in at the University’s athletics track. Martin, my trainer, was hanging around there and we did some technique and speed work. He was still abuzz from the US championships the previous week. I had won the four hundred meters in a personal best and only half a second under the US record.

I was finally getting some attention and Martin told me that the US selectors had called him. They were actively considering me for pre-selection for the world championships next year. My own real aim was the Olympics the year after. Selection for that would depend on next year’s US championships. Though if I did well at the worlds, I may get a place no matter what.

I always felt good after a training session. I sat on a bench with my water bottle and relaxed. Martin finished working with another student before coming over to join me.

“Hi Charlie?” he said, cheerfully, “Taking it easy?”

He was the only one who called me Charlie, most people called me Lottie. Only my mom called me Charlotte. I didn’t like any of them. I preferred to be called Millie, which was my middle name. But telling people that never seemed to stick.

“I am resting after doing an awesome eight hundred time. Are you going to tell me what it was? I know it was fast.”

“One fifty-five point seven.” he said, “That’s a PB isn’t it?”

“Yay!” I yelled, “I got under one fifty-six!”

I jumped up and punched the air, then high fived Martin.

“You know what I am going to say,” he said.

I nodded, “Yeah, I know, but I still think concentrating on the four hundred next year is the best chance I have of being sure of Olympic selection.”

Martin rolled his eyes, “You really need to work on your self-confidence. You just ran the second fastest eight hundred in the US this year. If you won selection for the eight hundred as well as the four hundred you would be much more likely to attract a good sponsor. Maybe more than one.”

“There is more to life than money, Martin.”

“Oh really?” said Martin, folding his arms, “How much cash do you have in the bank then? Will you be able to make next month’s rent? How big is your student debt now? The world runs on money and nowhere more so than in sport.”

“I don’t do athletics for the money, Martin,”

“I know, you’re an idealist, but the athletics world, just like every other, runs on money. Speaking of which there was a guy came round earlier, looking for you. He said he had a job offer for you.”

“I already have a job,”

“Stacking shelves at EZ-shop-24? Really? I think what this guy is offering likely pays better.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Just a hunch, that and his suit looked like it cost more than either of us make in a year.”

“Maybe he is representing a sponsor,” I mused.

“I didn’t get that vibe from him. Also, he said a job, not sponsorship. He asked me to give you this…”

Martin handed over a card.

“A business card? Who uses those any more?”

I looked at the card, all that was written on it was an address, a date and a time. The address was room 617, Pheonix House, which I was sure was somewhere in the business district of the city centre. The date and time were for the next day, at 2pm.

Did I go? Was this some kind of sinister plot? That idea made me laugh. I had been watching too many late night spy and crime movies.

“Are you going to go?” Martin asked.

I thought about for a while then said, “Yeah, why not. If I don’t like what they are selling I can always say no.”

The following day I put on some decent clothes and headed for the city centre. Pheonix house turned out to be a pretty modern high rise office block that hosted half a dozen different companies. The fourth to ninth floors all belonged to a company called GKLN, which I had never heard of before. I thought it sounded like the name of a hick radio station.

The ground floor reception desk sent me up to the fourth-floor reception desk and there I waited until a bored looking secretary led me up through their company offices to room 617. She knocked on the door, opened it and spoke to whoever was inside,

“There is a Charlotte Makensen here to see you sir,”

“Send her in please” said a deep and cultured voice.

The secretary gestured for me to enter so I walked past her and into a very pleasant office. All of the furniture looked really expensive but was not ostentatious. There was a large desk that dominated the room and sat behind it was, I assumed, the man who had left the card with Martin. He was certainly tall, even sitting down he was imposing. He had very short cropped dark hair and a slim body and face. For some reason I was reminded of mister Spock from Star Trek.

“Welcome Charlotte,” he said, “Please take a seat.”

I sat in a very comfortable, well padded chair, right in front of his desk.

“My name is Kurt Valaric. Thank you very much for coming and I apologize for the somewhat clandestine way in which I invited you here,” he said.

I smiled, “That’s OK, I found it quite exciting. Like being in a spy novel.”

He laughed, “I like that analogy. Well, to get to the point. You are someone who has come to our attention as being a good candidate for a long term, very highly paid position.”

I shook my head, “I think you may have the wrong person, I am just a grad student struggling to balance study and athletics. All I have is my bachelors and my grade point average was nothing to write home about ..”

He held up his hand, and I trailed to a stop.

“Let me stop you before you sell yourself short, Charlotte. We have the right person. Your athletics potential and your bio-adaptivity index score is what has brought you to our attention.”

“My what... index?”

“Bio-adaptivity. It is a score calculated from a range of genetic, protein structure and metabolic indicators. Your score is very high.”

“But how would you know my …whatever? I haven’t done any tests for you.”

“As a competing athlete, you have regular blood and urine samples taken. Among our many other interests this company holds the contract for doing the lab work. Now ...I know what you are going to say, that the information is confidential, and you would be right. But …you really should listen to what I have to say before getting angry.”

I did feel a little angry. These guys do the testing, and they violated my anonymity! That sucked! But I decided to park my feelings and wait.

“Ok, I said. What’s the deal?”

“Charlotte, what do you know about pony-racing?”

“I am not really interested in equestrian sports. I do like horses though.”

“No, I mean the racing of human ponies, ponyboys and ponygirls pulling racing carts.”

“Oh!, Yes, I have heard of it. There are a few cable or streamed TV sport channels dedicated to it. An old flat-mate of mine was really into it. She used to bet on the races. On the ponyboy ones anyway. That was all she was interested in.”

“Is that all you know about it?” he asked.

“Well, you hear things. Like that all the ponies are slaves. That’s a common one.” I said, where was this going?

“No, they are not slaves. Slavery, as I am sure you know, is illegal the world over. They are on IS contracts. Often very lucrative ones.”

“What is an IS contract?”

“Indentured Servitude. It is where the person agrees to a certain length of time of service in return for a fixed sum held in trust. When their time of service is done, they receive the money. Often a great deal of money.”

I shifted in my chair, “This is what you want to offer me?”

“Yes, Charlotte. Our company, among many other things, is the largest and most advanced trainer of human ponies in the US. We are able to use the very latest in bio-enhancement technology. Something that our tests have shown you are superbly suited for.”

I didn’t like the sound of that at all, “Yeah, I heard that the ponies were all hopped up on drugs. There is no regulation of that so-called sport, is there?”

“On the contrary! There is plenty of regulation! The sport has strict rules about what is allowed and what is not allowed. There are many rules about how human ponies are treated too. This is not some illegal underground activity. It is a major international business, worth billions of dollars a year.”

“So why do you never hear these ponies being interviewed by the press or ever see them out in the world at all?”

“Because of the rules. The sport is based on humans living and being raced as ponies. The rules state they have to be treated as such at all times. These are internationally agreed rules. No pony can race, or trainer can operate if they flout those rules.”

“These human ponies are what, kept in stables? For years?”

“Pretty much. Many really enjoy it. They are very well cared for!”

“And you want me to sign up for this?”

H smiled, “Yes, given your potential the financials would be made especially attractive.”

“Money isn’t going to make me give up my dreams, mister Valaric. I have a shot at an Olympic medal, and I have a career in biochemistry ahead of me. One I have been working hard toward for many years.”

“Really Charlotte? You have student debts, and those debts will only grow much bigger by the end of your masters. Also, what about your family?”

“What about my family?”

“Your father’s long illness has left your parents with massive medical bills. Even selling their farm was not enough to cover all that debt. Now, I understand, they are struggling to pay for even some of the daily meds he needs. Your brother, he is also something a burden is he not.”

“He has cerebral palsy, he is not a burden!”

“But his future does not look very bright. His illness is severe, what happens to him when your parents cannot care for him anymore?”

“I’ll have a job by then, I will be able to take care of my family!”

“…Eight million dollars!”

“What?”

“Eight million dollars, paid directly to your parents the same day you sign an IS contract with us. Plus, a similar figure held in trust for you. It will be paid to you on the day your contract ends.”

Oh my god! I thought.

“Yes, think about it. Your parents free of debt. Able to afford a good home. Able to pay for all your father’s and your brother’s needs. When your service time is done, you will have enough money to retire or do whatever you want. The trust money earns interest, of course.”

I just sat in silence, thinking. Then a question occurred to me.

“Why?”

“Why what?” he asked.

“Why am I worth so much money to you? Surely you can find people willing to do this for less money?”

“Yes, but you are one of the best athletic prospects in the country and your test scores really were among the best we had ever seen. That is not a combination you see every often, or ever, in fact.”

“Yes, …but sixteen million dollars?”

“Human pony-racing is big business. The revenue from betting alone is phenomenal, Add in the money from TV, streaming, sponsorship and merchandizing. The sixteen million we expect to get back with a healthy profit on top.”

How did I refuse this? How would I look my family in the face, …look my father in the face if I turned down something that could save his life. Without the expensive meds he needed he was slowly dying. How would I face my brother?”

I hung my head, “What …what is involved? ...What happens to me?”

Sensing I was giving in Kurt smiled brightly. “You will be extremely well treated Charlotte. First would be a medical examination here at this facility. Then, if you pass the medical you would sign your contract and the money would be paid to your family. If you want to have a lawyer check the paperwork, that is fine with us. Once the formalities are done you would close up your affairs. We can cover the cost of putting anything you wish into storage. Then you go to our treatment R&D centre. It is about fifty miles north of here. You will be there for several weeks at least while the bio-enhancement process is carried out.”

“What does that involve?” I asked, feeling worried.

“I cannot give you the details as those procedures are highly secret. Our competitors would love to gain access to that data. I will tell you that you will not be harmed in any way. Quite the contrary. You will emerge faster and stronger than you have ever been in your life.”

Ok, so they were going to make me a superhero. That sounded …scary. Or rather a superpony.

“Then what?” I asked.

“Then you would go to our main human-pony training center in California. You’ll love it there. The very best trainers will get you up to competitive speed, endurance and skill.”

“Skill?”

“Oh yes!” said Kurt with enthusiasm, “Pulling a ponycart at speed takes a lot of skill on the part of the pony. Once you are ready, we will start entering you in the smaller, entry level events to build up your experience. Then, if you have what it takes you will be doing more high profile races. Depending on how things go you will most likely be auctioned after one or two years.”

I was shocked, “Auctioned?”

Kurt nodded, “Yes, your contract would be auctioned. Our business model is based on our enhancement and training methods. We usually recoup our initial investment and make a profit by selling the contracts of our ponies when they reach a certain minimum value.”

“How long would my contract be?”

“The normal contract is for ten years. With a doubling option.”

My heart sank, ten years! “What is a ‘doubling option’?”

“If after the ten years is done, your contract owner wishes to extend it, they can do so for an additional ten years but they must add twice the initial value of your trust to do so. In other words, if you are considered such a valuable asset that your contract owner wishes to keep you on, they will need to add sixteen million dollars more to your trust fund as payment. While it would mean ten more years you would be a very wealthy woman at the end.”

Twenty years!, that was a lifetime.

“What, what if I don’t want to do the extra ten years?”

“I’m sorry, you don’t get to refuse. The option is in your original contract. If you sign it, then you will have agreed to the option being enacted, if the contract owner wishes to do so. This is not a clause we can remove, before you ask. The value of your contract is diminished if this clause is not there. That would mean a lot less money for you and your family.”

I sat for a moment, then sighed. “I need time to think,”

“Of course!” said Kurt. He put a glass of water in front of me and walked to the door, “I will leave you alone for a while, so you can think. There is no rush. We would prefer to do the medical examination today as our medical facility here is already booked and waiting for you. The contract can be signed later. As I said, you can have a lawyer check it for you.”

He left the room, and I sat in the chair, my mind a war between the doom and fear of the future that may lie ahead for me and the hope and relief all that money would mean for my family. If I did this, how would I tell my family? I knew that my parents would tell me not to do it, not to sacrifice my future for their sake. But would they really feel that way? Especially when this would secure my brother’s future.

That was the kicker. My brother! When my father died my mother would be left penniless with no way to afford to look after my brother. Her own health was not good either. The money would buy my father many more years and ensure my mother and brother would be OK too. I knew I had no choice. This was not my parents’ choice to make. It was mine. I had a responsibility. I was the only member of the family who could do anything, who had any prospects. I had never imagined that this would be the way I took care of my family though.

What was my life going to be like? I had watched the pony carting races on TV with my friend. I had heard the rumours. Did I want to know all the unsavoury details in advance? Maybe it would be best not to know in case it scare me off. I realized at that point that I had made up my mind.

When Valaric came back into the room, I stood up and faced him.

“OK, mister Valaric, I will do it,”


Chapter 2

Examinations and Arrangements

A very cheerful Kurt Valaric led me out of his office and deeper into the maze of rooms that made up what I assumed was their corporate HQ. He led me along two corridors and up a flight of stairs. When we reached the medical centre, I was surprised at its size. It seemed to take up nearly half of the whole floor.

We went through the main doors and into a very clean and clinical looking reception area. Kurt must have called ahead because three people wearing some kind of medical uniform were waiting for us.

“Doctor Sennet,” said Valaric, addressed a middle aged, motherly looking woman, “This is Charlotte Makensen, your subject for today. Be aware she has yet to sign any agreement with us so please ensure you ask her permission for anything and everything you wish to do. We wish to be scrupulous in adherence to laws on consent.”

“Of course, sir.” said Dr Sennet.

I could not help but feel that Kurt’s little speech was intended for my benefit, maybe as a way to reassure me how honest, caring and law-abiding his company was.

“Please come with us,” said the doctor and I followed meekly as the three of them took me through an inner pair of doors and into the medical centre proper. Kurt bade me farewell and told me that he would see me later.

The interior was impressive. Glass walls separated very well-equipped lab spaces. It looked more like a sci-fi research facility than a medical centre. I was led into one of these lab spaces. Once inside I saw there was a padded medical examination bed. I was asked to remove my clothes and lie on the bed.

I obeyed. This was something I could feel quite comfortable about. As an athlete I had been prodded and poked by medics for years. As I lay there they did the usual range of things I would expect in such an examination. They took blood samples, checked blood pressure, examined my ears and eyes, reflexes etc. I was asked if I was OK with everything as it happened. Then the weirder stuff started. They put some kind of heavy thick cuffs around my upper arms and connected them to a machine with several thick cables.

“What’s this for?” I asked.

“It’s a protein structure scan.” said Doctor Sennet, “Do you consent?”

“Yeah, sure. Just do whatever you need to do.” I said, resignedly, “…Just what is a protein structure scan?”

“We are examining the structure of your body’s tissues. The test data we have on you is based on just a few samples. We need much more information about how compatible you are with the enhancement procedure.”

“This enhancement procedure? …it’s more than just drugs isn’t it? I study biochemistry. I am sure if you tell me I will understand.”

“We cannot divulge our company’s secrets. Until you have signed with us, we are not allowed to tell you anything about it. But I will say what they can do at the treatment and enhancement centre is …amazing.”

“You can assure me they are not going to get me addicted to some drug or something?”

“Yes, that would actually be against the International Human Pony-Racing Association rules. You hear rumours of some trainers doing it, but this company is scrupulously law abiding. We take pride in it.”

“Thank you, that is reassuring. I have a …thing against drugs. Having been an athlete for six years I have had to be so cautious because of all the testing. …Is there testing in ponycart racing?”

“Yes, there is. The IHPRA do random checks and there are tests at every official race. They are not looking for drugs though. Drugs are legal, though we don’t make much use of them.”

That confused me, “So what are they looking for?”

“Cybernetics! Any kind of artificial body enhancement that uses a power source. From bionic limbs to artificial hearts to blood filters to boosted lungs. Anything artificial like that is banned.”

“Oh, wow. That is …good to hear. I would hate to think of people being turned …almost into robots. That sounds awful.”

“Oh I agree. You hear all kinds of horror stories in this job. There is talk of our company offering a restoration and rehabilitation service for ponies that have been rescued from trainers who broke those rules. We have the very latest tech for removing illegal cybernetics and using meta-stem cell technology to restore people’s bodies using genuinely biologically compatible regrown tissue.”

“Oh! I’ve heard of MSC technology. There is an elective on it on the masters I’m going to ..on the course I was going to do.”

“Oh, don’t feel bad about that dear. Mister Valaric told us how much your contract is going to be for. I don’t know if I should tell you this, but you are being paid more than anyone else we have ever recruited. There are a few people here who are a bit jealous. I would love an eight million trust, let me tell you. Also, if you have to be a human-pony, this is the company to do it with. You will be in the best hands possible.”

“That actually makes me feel a bit better, thank-you.”

“Good girl. Things will work out. You are an athlete, that means you are competitive. You like to race, to hear the roar of a crowd cheering you on? That’s what your future will be. Now we need to do another test. It will hurt a little. We need to get a bone sample.”

“A bone sample?” I said, surprised.

“Yes, it’s not negotiable, but we do need your consent.”

“Erm, OK. Like I said, you can do what you need to do!”

It did hurt, but not as bad as I expected. There were more tests after that. A lot of them. I was passed to another room where I had a full body MRI scan and then another where a shrink gave me a psychiatric evaluation. If they had suddenly told me that they were using the same recruitment methods as NASA used for its astronauts, I would not have been surprised.

After what was certainly several hours, I was taken back to the reception area and offered some food and drink. I realized I was ravenous and devoured a very nice and very large ham and tomato sandwich.

When Valaric arrived to collect me, I was sat sipping a glass of orange juice.

“All done I see,” he said.

“You already know that, or you would not be here.” I pointed out.

“Very perceptive, Charlotte. I came here as soon as the good doctor sent me your results and their recommendations.”

“Did I pass?”

“With flying colours!” declared Valaric with obvious glee. “We definitely wish to proceed if you are still willing. The paperwork is waiting for you in my office. If you wish to bring in a lawyer of your own now is the time.”

“I don’t have a lawyer or know any. I can’t afford one.” I explained.

“We could arrange one for you if you wish? At our expense.”

“Yes please, though I would like to read the contract myself too.”

“Of course. Let me take you to my office and you can settle yourself down there and read through the paperwork. I will direct our legal department to bring in a lawyer from an independent practice.”

He took me back to his office and settled me in a comfortable chair at a central table. He placed a sheef of maybe thirty pages in front of me.

“Please take all the time you need to read through this. When your lawyer arrives I will send them in.”

After that, he left me to it. I still had my glass of orange, so I sat and enjoyed that for a while before starting work. The contract, of course, was written in the usual complex and awkward style of such documents. I ploughed my way through it. I had never seen an indentured servitude contract before, and several features jumped out at me when I read them.

For a start there was no cooling off period. From the moment I signed I was under the complete control of the company. There was no backing out. The contract had no cancellation options. This cut both ways. I could not escape my responsibilities, no matter what, but likewise the company was forced to pay me in full even if through illness or injury I was unable to continue as a pony.

As I read on there were more disturbing conditions. There was a large section on enforcement. If I ran away, then any law enforcement organization I ran into was obliged to arrest me and return me to the company. The company had the right to impose physical punishments on me! Having seen human pony racing on TV I knew that the drivers used whips sometimes so I was expecting to see that covered in the contract, but the wording made it clear I could be subject to any kind of physical punishment that did not involve permanent physical damage. That could cover a great deal!

The next section covered what were called ‘compliant role restrictions’. This described how the regulations on human pony racing prescribed how I would have to live and be treated as if I was a pony. This meant being prevented from speaking, being subject to physical restrictions and physical restraint, having a controlled diet and being treated, trained and spoken to as if I was a real pony.

It sounded crazy on paper. Just what would it mean in reality? Would it all be relaxed and tongue in cheek or would I be subject to cruel taskmasters who imposed the rules with an iron hand?

I was still reading when the door opened and a plump, middle-aged woman entered.

“Hello, are you Charlotte?” she asked in a very friendly voice.

“Yes, that’s me.” I said.

“Hi, I am Diane McCord, from Stavelle, Blackett and McCord. I am your lawyer. At least as far as this contract signing is concerned. May I come in and join you?”

I nodded, pleased to have an ally. I moved my chair so she could pull up another chair and sit next to me.

“You have been reading the contract?” she asked.

“Yes, I must admit it is quite …scary!” I said.

“Yes, IS contracts are. I have acted on quite a few over the years including a few from this company.”

“Pony carting ones?” I asked.

“Yes, a couple of times, so I doubt there is anything in this one I haven’t seen before, but I will check it thoroughly anyway. First, I need you to read and sign this...” she opened a document wallet she had been carrying and passed me a sheet of paper.

“What’s this?”

“This is a legal declaration that I am acting solely on your behalf to protect your rights and wellbeing. I have already signed it. You need to read and sign it to confirm you have read it and are happy for me to act. This is so that you canbe sure I am not some stooge working for this company.”

Oh, good, I thought. I hadn’t thought of that. I read the paper and then looked around for a pen. Diane handed me one and I signed the paper at the bottom.

“Excellent now first let me read through what we have here so I can check that it is the same as the one that was e-mailed to me. Legally it has to be but I want to check, anyway.”

She then settled down and read through the contract. Her reading speed was very impressive!

“Yes, this is identical to what I saw,” she said, “Do you have any questions about it?”

I nodded emphatically, “Yes!, ..Is this for real? It sounds incredibly scary. It sounds like slavery, they can punish me physically, lock me up, restrain me, and if I run away then the cops will arrest me and bring me back!”

Dian laughed, “Yes it can sound like that. But it is much scarier on paper than in reality. IS contracts are increasingly common. They were developed because of the power and rivalry of the big corporations. Their tech secrets have become so commercially sensitive that they had to find a way to make sure their key employees could not just resign and then go and work for the competition, taking their secrets with them. These kind of contracts then spread to other areas where employees really needed to be fixed into long term commitments they could not back out of. Pony-racing is just one example.”

“Yes, but …can they really lock me up and torture me?”

“Torture? Oh no! There are welfare inspectors from the government and other organisations that can visit anytime and check that IS employees are not having their rights violated. Yes, they can punish you, yes they can lock you up and even restrain you. Yes they can whip you but it has to be appropriate to the role you have agreed to undertake and will be subject to check by those inspectors. The contract is worded like it is so that you cannot later say you did not know what you were getting into. They cannot do you any lasting harm, it does say that in the contract.

“You are being well paid, very well paid in fact. There is a reason for that. Not just the financial value you bring but also because the life you will have for the duration of the contract will sometimes not be easy or comfortable. They know they need to compensate you for what you must endure. That’s just a fact of life.”

That made a lot of sense. While Diane waited patiently, I read more of the contract. It all seemed OK until I came to a section on the physical enhancements they would do to me. It was left incredibly vague. I asked Diane about it.

“It has to be left vague. Those enhancements will involve their latest R&D work. Incredibly secret and sensitive stuff. I bet all the staff at their R&D sites are on IS contracts too because of it. These contracts are in the public domain. Copies have to lodged with the government. They cannot afford to say more. The contract specifies that they cannot do you lasting harm. You have to trust that. Also trust the fact the company will never risk harming you. Not only will that cost them because you won’t be able to race but it will also get them into hot water with the inspectors. If they lost their license to operate it could cost them hundreds of millions …even billions. You are valuable to them. They won’t dare harm you.”

Ok, so the contact was scary, but then it kind of hand to be.

I kept reading and reached the section on sale of contract. It stated that my contract could be sold but that the terms of the contract could not be altered without my agreement.

“So, Valaric said they would likely sell my contract at some point. Is that normal practice?” I asked.

“It is quite usual in human pony-racing. If you have some success, then you will become a valuable asset. I am told this company’s business model is based on selling their human ponies once they reach a value where the company makes a good profit.” explained Diane.

“So, who would buy my contract?”

“Anyone with an interest in entering you in races. That could be a wealthy individual, a syndicate, a corporate owner or even a sports TV channel.”

“Even outside the US?”

“Oh yes! You will most likely end up being owned by an overseas interest. You could end up almost anywhere, though there are large human-pony racing circuits in Europe, China, India, the Middle East and South America. It’s a big industry with tens of thousands of ponies out there.” she explained.

Finally, I came to the financial section. The payment to my family had been included. Naming my mother as the beneficiary of the eight million transfer.

“Aww, that’s nice!” said Diane, “You are doing this for your family?”

I nodded. “Could you ...could you make sure they pay her?”

“Oh, don’t worry. They will pay her! A copy of this contract gets lodged with the government, remember. If they tried to avoid paying, an audit would spot it, and they would be in serious trouble. A payment of eight million would certainly trigger an audit.”

I beathed a sigh of relief. Why had I been suspicious? What was happening was scary, but it certainly wasn’t proving to be any kind of scam.

I looked at Diane, “So, do you think I should sign?”

“Well, there is nothing in the contract that raises any alarms, in my opinion. I think you know now what you are getting yourself into. I must say the payment is much higher than I have seen before. They must really think you are something special.”

I nodded, “Thanks for your help. I don’t think I have any choice but to sign.”

“We always have a choice, Charlotte,” she said kindly, “It’s just dealing with the consequences that is the hard part.”

With a heavy heart and no small amount of fear in my stomach, I signed the contract.


Chapter 3

Treatment Centre

Less than a minute after I had signed the door opened and Valaric walked in. I guess he must have been watching through a hole in the wall or something. He walked over to where we were sitting and looked at the signed contract.

He beamed, “Excellent! Thank you Charlotte, I promise you that you have done the right thing. Now ...Diane, may I ask you to sign as a witness?”

Diane nodded and added her own signature below mine in the section marked for a witness. Then Valaric himself signed in the space below on behalf of the company.

“What happens now?” I asked.

“Now, we have a great deal to do. My first task is to authorize the payment to your family and the creation of your trust. The payment, which I believe is to be made to your mother, should arrive pretty much instantly.”

“OH, wow. That’s fast.” I said, “I need to call her. To explain. Oh, I should have done that earlier.”

Valaric picked up the signed contract, “No need, our contact and support team will be speaking with your family very shortly, explaining the situation.”

“Can’t I talk to my own mother?”

“Not at this time, maybe later. There is a great deal to do.” He tapped some kind of coms device on his wrist and the door opened and two men walked in wearing uniforms similar to those worn by the medical bay staff, one was carrying a small case.

“Until we have you at our treatment centre, we need to take some security precautions. These gentlemen will be fitting you with some tech to help with that.” He turned to the two men, “She is all yours.”

I started to feel a sense of panic rise within me as the two men approached. I tried to rise from my chair but they firmly pushed me back down into it.

“Please relax, dear, and keep still.” one of them said.

The other opened the case and removed a circle of metal. “What is that?” I asked.

“This is a security collar. It will help us ensure your safety until you are in the hands of the treatment team.”

Before I could say anything else the circle of metal was opened and then placed around my neck and locked shut. One of the men picked up some kind of remote control and pressed a button. My collar beeped.

“Tracking and all security features are activated.”

“Thank you,” said Valaric.

Just then a woman entered the room carrying a larger case.

“Oh, hello Katy. She is ready for you now.”

I looked at Diane, “I’m scared,” I said, feeling tears starting to form.

“It’s OK, Charlotte,” said Diane, “Just relax and do what they say. Remember you are very valuable to them, they will not harm you. Now I have to go. I wish you well in your new life.”

She actually gave a brief hug before turning and leaving the room.

The new woman, Katy, said, “Now take your clothes off dear, quick as you can.”

“My clothes?”

“Yes, your clothes. Don’t worry, they will be placed in storage.  You will get them back at the end of your contract period.”

“You want me to be naked, in front of everyone?” I asked, feeling very vulnerable and embarrassed.

“Charlotte,” said Valaric, “You have to get used to being given orders and having to obey them. Now you are under contract, you belong to us. That means you do what we say, when we say it, with no hesitation or argument. Now remove your clothes!”

I was in a kind of shock. I moved like an automaton and slowly removed all of my clothes, piling them on the chair. I was not shy about my body, but being ordered to strip naked in front of people, especially men, felt very uncomfortable. What was worse, somehow, was that no-one seemed in any way concerned by or interested in my nakedness. It was like this was the most normal thing in the world.

Katy simply produced a yellow and grey uniform made up of some kind of cotton jogging pants and a sweatshirt, with plain grey underwear. Lastly there was a pair of sneakers. Everything was perfectly sized for me. At her order I dressed and then stood waiting. I seemed already to be just a passive victim, a slave, obediently awaiting her next instruction.

As I stood waiting, the two men in medical uniforms rifled through my belongings. They took my purse and keys and put everything else into plastic ziplock bags.

Valaric saw me watching what they were doing. “Charlotte, we will be sending a team to your apartment to collect all of your possessions and put them in secure storage. Everything will be kept safe. Don’t worry.”

I was so numb with shock I just nodded. There was still some anger inside me still at not being allowed to talk to my family. But that was overlayed with fear. These people all knew exactly what they were doing. How often had they done this, to how many women …and men?

They treated this like was business as usual. This was what they did for a living. I was now a company asset. I watched my clothes and possessions being taken away and I felt like my life and my identity went with them. The two male ‘medics’ then each put a hand on one of my arms, gently but firmly, and guided me out of the door.

I was led out of the building and into a waiting car. It was a very nice car. But I was placed in the wide back seat with the men seated on each side of me. Neither of them was very talkative.

As we drove through the city and then out into the countryside the fear began to recede a little. It made room for some curiosity.

“This collar I am wearing?” I asked my two companions, “What does it do?”

At first there was no reply, then the man on my left held up a remote control and pressed a button. A terrible pain jolted through my whole body. I screamed. The pain only lasted for a second, but it was so severe I was left in tears.

“No talking,” said the other man, “Now you know what the collar is for. As you are new, I will tell you it also is a tracking device, bio-medical monitor and a way of issuing orders to you even when no-one is around.”

I reached up and felt at the collar.

“Don’t touch it!” said the man on my left severely and I quickly out my hands back in my lap.

The rest of the journey went by in silence. It was mercifully brief, in less than an hour we left the main highway and followed a side road up to a severe serious looking set of security gates manned by armed guards. We drew to a halt and the guards checked the IDs of the driver and my two companions. Then one of them produced a remote and pointed it at me. I tensed for the jolt of pain but all that happened was my collar beeped. I guess the collar was my ID as well.

We were cleared and drove through the gate and after fifty yards had to go through the whole process again at a second gate. Just what was this place that needed this insane level of security?

Once past the second gate we drove down a ramp into an undergound car park. The driver did not get out, but my two keepers did and following their orders so did I. Without a look back at the car we walked to a set of elevators. There were no buttons to press. Instead we just stood and waited. I looked around and spotted several cameras pointed at us, mounted high on the wall. The security here was crazy. We had to wait for someone inside to see that we were who we should be and I guess they would then send the elevator to us.

Whoever that was must have been satisfied because the elevator doors opened and we stepped inside. The elevator rose only a few levels before the door opened and the two men led me through a very clean, clinical and classy lobby area. It felt like entering a hospital catering to billionaires. We reached a pair of doors and waited. After only about a minute they opened by sliding into recesses in the wall. Two people were revealed, one was a large, tall, kindly looking older man with short dark hair. The other was a youngish, slim woman with long auburn hair and a round smiley face.

“Aha” said the man. “You must be subject FP1071, …Charlotte, isn’t it?”

I nodded, but did not dare speak.

“My name is doctor Neil Travis,” he said and gestured to the woman, “and this is doctor Nina Clemence, welcome to the treatment centre.”

One of the men with me handed Travis some kind of small datapad. Travis tapped a few keys on then passed it back.

Addressing the men he said, “It’s OK boys, you can leave her with us now.”

With that both men handed remote controls to Nina, turned on their heels and headed back the way we had come.

Travis smiled at me, “Welcome Charlotte, you can relax a little now. We are not so severe or formal here. We have all been eagerly awaiting your arrival. Your test scores have got us all very excited.”

I smiled and nodded.

“Oh Charlotte, relax, you can talk here,” said Nina and made a show of stuffing the remotes into a pocket.

“Thank you,” I said. “It’s nice to see friendly faces.”

“Here, come with us,” said Nina, taking my hand and leading me into their facility. It was a little like the medical centre at the company HQ except …weirder. It was the same layout of labs with transparent walls only on a much larger scale. The equipment inside each space looked vaguely medical in some cases but in other cases it looked like it had come from the set of a science fiction film.

“This place is …impressive.” I said as they led me past each of the glass walled sections. Eventually we came to one in which two girls who looked like nurses were waiting. They led me inside and Travis said, “This will be your room Charlotte, Karen and Naomi here will get you settled.”

In the centre of the room was a very advanced and complex looking hospital bed. One of the nurses patted the bed, “Just slip out of your uniform please Charlotte, Naomi has a gown for you.”

I looked around. So, this was my hospital room? Aside from the bed the room seemed filled with weird medical machinery. It was more than a little scary. Also, all the walls were glass, so, no privacy.

Still, I was relieved to be with people who were willing to talk to me like I was a human being. I stripped out of the uniform and Karen took it away. Naomi handed me a gown that looked like a typical hospital gown, along with some white plastic elasticated panties. Once dressed in this flattering outfit I got into the hospital bed.

Once in bed the two doctors and the nurses gathered round and started attaching monitoring technology to me.

Nina smiled at me, “Sorry to have to do all this, Charlotte, but we need more data. Just relax and let us do our thing. The more data we have now the better everything will go once the procedures start.”

“Procedures, plural?” I asked, nervously.

“Yes, that’s right. I am afraid what we need to do will take some time. We are always breaking new ground and what we have lined up for you is the culmination of may years work. When we are finished with you, you will be an amazing example of purely biological enhancement.”

“Erm, ..thank you. I think”

“It’s OK to be nervous, Charlotte,” said Travis, “In fact it is entirely natural. But we are confident you will be amazed and pleased with the results.”

“Pleased?”

“Yes of course,” he said, “Who among us has not wanted to be faster and stronger. You are an athlete, this should be a dream come true.”

“I get it,” I said, “I understand why this is being done. I just reserve the right to be scared.”

Nina patted my hand “That’s totally understandable. But please relax. You are in good hands. Now we want you to get some rest and let the scanners do their jobs.”

The doctors left but the nurses stayed with me. They fussed about with all the equipment connected to me, so I lay back and tried to get some sleep.”


Chapter 4

Procedures

The next several days were incredibly boring. I was stuck in the bed in my huge glass walled room. The nurses had fitted me with fluid and nutrient feeds, and also waste removal ‘plumbing’. I had nothing to do but lie there and be monitored, scanned and tested by all the other equipment I was connected to.

I had asked for something to read or some music to listen to but had been refused because that may affect the scans. In the end they relented and allowed one of the nurses to read to me. I asked for classics such as Dickens, Pratchett or Khilmer. I found being read to enormously restful and often fell asleep while listening. As sleep was something the doctors wanted me to do, they ended up being quite approving of the readings.

Eventually the docs came and told me the scanning and testing phase was complete, and they were moving to begin the enhancement procedures. As I was a student of biochemistry I asked a lot of questions but was never given any answers. They would not divulge their secrets even to one of their own IS slaves upon whom those secrets would be inflicted.

The first stage of treatment was a series of injections and infusions. I tried to guess the nature of these by the volume and colour of the fluids. One was particularly disturbing as the fluid was an opaque black liquid. I really had no clue what it could be.

The infusions and injections continued for five days. Then I got a whole week of rest with more scans and tests being done. I guessed they were assessing what the injections had done to me. I did not feel any different, apart from some headaches and nausea.

Then I was told that the next round of treatments would include surgeries. Exactly what these surgeries were for I was never told. Over the next three weeks I had 6 long surgical procedures. In between I had to lie flat and immobile on a different, modified bed that did not put direct pressure on my lower back or lower legs.

It was after the fourth of these surgeries that I got an insight into what was happening to me. I was lying in bed, of course, eyes closed but not really asleep. Travis and Nina were just outside my room, and it was late enough at night that there was very little ambient noise. I could just about make out what they were saying.

“Are these latest readings on nanite activity correct?” asked Travis.

“Yes,” said Nina, “The carbon integration seems to be complete, but the protein grafting is still in progress. Do you want to postpone the tissue extension and spinal graft surgery?

“Yes, lets push it back two days, and do a revised activity scan every hour. We want the first stage nanites completely out of her system well before the final surgery. In every test we did the second stage nanites were less effective if any of the first stage ones were still active.”

“Yes, sir. …It’s going well, don’t you think. Her test scores did not lie.”

Travis sounded smug, “Yes, management is going to be delighted. It’s a pity we don’t get to see her training. I bet she will be a magnificent sight.”

“We’ll be able to watch her on TV. If she doesn’t make one hell of an impact, I will eat my stethoscope.”

Nanites! They were using nanites on me? And what was carbon integration? Or protein grafting? Just what were they doing to my spine and lower legs? Whatever they were doing it seemed to be at the cutting edge of biotechnology. Also, surely nanites were a form of synthetic enhancement, wasn’t that against the rules? That is what I had been told.

Well, whatever they were doing to me, there was nothing I could do about it.

The last surgery was the longest of all. On the day there was real tension and excitement in everyone. They didn’t tell me anything, of course, but from the air of anticipation this was something that had not been done before. They all seemed confident, but I, of course, was filled with fears.

When they took me into the operating theatre and anaesthetized me, I wondered what the hell I would find they had done to me when I woke up.

I do not know how long that surgery took but when I woke up back in my room I felt like I had been run over by a truck. The worst pain was in my lower back. Though my legs felt almost as bad, especially my feet.

I was being held in place by some of body brace that prevented me from moving. Even my arms were held immobile.

“Hello Charlotte,” said Nina, standing next to my bed, “How are you feeling?”

“Horrible, “ I replied, honestly, “Why is there so much pain?”

“The surgery was very extensive, and we had to do a lot of regenerative nerve extension work. We can increase the pain relief though, to make you more comfortable.”

“What was done to me?”

“I wish I could explain it all to you, but so much is secret I really cannot say. You will see a lot of what we have done when we eventually get you back on your feet. Until then, the best thing you can do is rest, try not to worry and just let your body heal.”

Heal? I had been perfectly healthy when I had come in here. Just what was it that I was healing from?

The next few days saw the pain ease. The medics spent a lot of time each day examining the work that had been done. This involved my special bed turning me over, so I was face down. The body brace holding me. Then they would spend a lot of time poking at the base of my spine and examining my feet and legs. Never once did they tell me what they saw or how I was doing.

It felt very strange. I was being treated with the utmost care and was obviously the ‘beneficiary’ of extremely expensive medical facilities and research. No matter how wealthy anyone was, I doubted they could ever find any regular hospital with this level of attentive care and sophistication.

But I wasn’t ill. While I had signed the contract I did not really feel that was being done to me was in any way with my consent or for my personal benefit. It was all to make me a more valuable asset for the company. I wasn’t a person, I was a thing. A very valuable thing, but still a thing.

Weeks more went by as I healed. Then the day came when the brace was removed and I could actually move again, at least a little. I lay in bed and felt very strange. There was something odd about my body. My lower legs and feet felt different and there was a lump or something under the base on my spine. I could not roll over to look or reach down there because my wrists were secured by padded restraints. They really did not want me to mess with what they were doing.

I was regularly wheeled through to another room where I would be scanned by some kind of MRI machine. I was a lab rat, a test subject. Being the centre of so much attention was sometimes kind of fun but mainly it was a combination of scary and boring.

The mood among the medical staff was very upbeat. Whatever they were doing to me was obviously going well. I expected that like so many people working for modern corporations they were under pressure and scrutiny from their bosses. The fact that what they were trying on me was working bode well for them. What it boded for me I did not know.

The day when the restraints were removed and I was told to get out of bed came as a surprise. I had become so accustomed to just lying still and led them do things to me that actually having to move felt odd. Travis and Nina stood by the bed as I gingerly sat up and swung my legs round to the side of the bed.

The strange lumpy feeling under spine was still there but there was no longer any pain. Either in my spine or legs.

As I went to put my weight on my legs everything felt wrong. I stood but felt very wobbly.

“What is wrong with my legs?” I said, “I can hardly stand.”

Travis nodded, “We have made alterations that strengthen certain ligaments and muscles and also made some alterations to the bone structure of your feet and ankles. Try raising your heels, that may help.”

I did as he suggested and the wobbly feeling receded. Counter-intuitively it felt easier to stand almost on tiptoe than to stand my feet flat.

“Why did you do this to me, how can I run now?”

Nina laughed, “You will be able to run far better as a pony-girl this way. All human-ponies run in hoof boots. Your feet and lower legs are now much better able to use those boots. We will be bringing a pair in later for you to try out.”

I took a few tentative steps on tiptoe. It felt really strange. Did I have to learn to walk and run all over again? Once I was clear of the bed Nina came up behind me, “Stand still,” she said.

She removed some dressings from the base of my spine and started messing with something. I could feel something. Something that was …part of me.

“What is it? I can feel something odd” I said.

Nina giggled, “Congratulations Charlotte, you are the first human-pony in the entire world to have a real pony’s tail.”

I was stunned, “What?”

Travis beamed at me, “Yes, it’s true. We have used cutting edge technology to remake part of your body. Your spine no longer ends in a coccyx. You have extra vertebrae, muscle, tendon and nerves to form a real tail. You are growing hair out of it now too.”

I put my hands behind my back and felt my new tail. I felt where it came out of my spine. It was real, it was my flesh. I could sense when my fingers touched it. Oh my god! I could even move it! I made the tail swish gently side to side and I saw quite a lot of blonde hair coming out of it.

“How can the hair be so long? There hasn’t been time for it grow.”

“Most of the length is a graft. Your own hair is only a few inches long there. The extensions are attached hair by hair using a keratin fusing technology. In time, as your own hair grows the tail will be wholly your own hair.” explained Nina.

“How will this help me run faster?”

“We don’t think it will make any difference.” said Travis, “This is about aesthetics. A pony-girl with a real tail is something that will look amazing. The company has been wanting this for years, hence the direction of a lot of our research. Prosthetic tails grafted to someone are forbidden by the rules, but your tail is made out of your own flesh and bone, grown from your own cells and grafted in place. The tail is now a fully integrated part of your body. No need for any anti-rejection drugs either. As you can see, you can even control it.”

“So, if it doesn’t make me run faster, is just for show?” I asked.

“Yes, it will potentially add a great deal to your value when you go to auction,” added Nina, “It was only possible because of the suitability of your test scores. Until we get another subject with a similarly high bio-compatibility level, you will be unique.”

So, now I was a pony who had to walk on tiptoe and had a real tail. “Is there anything else I should know?” I asked.

Travis explained, “Well officially we cannot tell you the details of all the other work we have done, at least not the methods. But we have made improvements to your whole body. Your bones, your muscles, your lungs, your heart, your body’s ability to deal with waste and so many other details. You are now much stronger and faster than before and your body is more efficient than anyone else’s on the planet. You are the culmination of many lines of research that have been waiting for someone to come along who could benefit from it.”

I managed a smile, “So you have me some kind of super-human?”

“That’s a fair way of putting it.” said Nina, “We will be keeping you here for a few more days while we run more tests to make sure all is well. Then we will be transferring you to our own training facility on the floor above. That’s where we will get your fitness level up and monitor your body’s function. Eventually, when you are ready, you will be heading for California to our main pony training facility.”

“But for now?” I asked.

“Now, you get back in bed, we have tests to run.” said Travis.


Chapter 5

Fitness

After more days lying in the damned bed and being poked, prodded, measured and tested by one medic after another I was transferred upstairs. I would have willingly walked but the medics did not want me to walk any distance without hoof boots on. It would be better for my feet and legs, they said. So, I arrived in a wheelchair pushed by a nurse.

The fitness training facility looked a lot more my kind of place than the sci-fi hospital level I had come from. There was the same transparent walled layout of various labs but this time what they contained mainly looked like exercise machines and treadmills. I was happy to see it all. I dreaded to think how much fitness I had lost lying in that hospital bed.

I was taken to a room that had the feel of a hospital room but looked a lot less intimidating than the one I had just left. I was transferred to the bed, and the nurse headed off. In moments two people entered the room and introduced themselves as Naomi Clerk, my fitness trainer and John Stanier, my ‘equine biomechanicist’, whatever that was.

“Hi, I said, what is an equine biomechanicist’?” I asked.

John, smiled, “It is my job to train you to move like a ponygirl. Your hoof boots have arrived; custom made for you. We need you to get used to them as they will allow you to move around normally.”

I swung my legs over the side of my bed, “OK, where are they? I am more than ready to get moving again. I hate being stuck in a bed.”

John and Naomi exchanged pleased expressions, “That is good to hear! We like enthusiastic co-operation here. It means we don’t have to use these damn things.” said Naomi, holding up a small remote control.

My hand went to the collar round my neck. It was so long since anyone had even mentioned it, let alone used it, that I had kind of forgotten it was there. It was unpleasant to be reminded.

An attendant wheeled a small trolley into the room. On it there were several changes of clothing and two pairs of boots. I had to get out of my hospital gown and into a set of clothing that looked very much like a tracksuit. Except that there was a tailored aperture at the back of the pants that allowed for my tail. Then came the boots.

John explained. “You have two pairs. Each has been made specifically for you by our human-equine engineering team. One pair is for training and the other is for when you are just relaxing in this room”

I looked at the boots and John allowed me to pick them up and examine them. They looked so amazingly like real horse’s hooves. They were knee length and were made of some kind of high quality leather. There was internal reinforcement and padding that seemed designed to hold the foot and ankle very firmly. The hoof was formed in such a way that my own foot would be partially inside it. It was not just added as the boot’s sole. There was no heel. My foot would be on tiptoe inside the boot.

“That’s the one you wear for training,” said Naomi, then handed me the other type, “You could call this your casual boot, for wearing at all other times, except sleeping.”

The second boot was lighter and shorter, though it seemed to have just as strong a support for my foot. The attached hoof was less realistic and seemed to be made from some kind of dense rubber.

“For now,” said John, “We need you wearing your training boots. We will help you get them on.”

I sat while the two of them put the first of the boots on my foot. No sock of any kind was involved, which I thought odd, and wondered if wearing these boots would be uncomfortable as a result. I need not have worried. The unlaced boot enveloped and closed around my right foot. They laced it tight closed very efficiently. The boot felt …amazingly comfortable. The fit was incredible, and I could feel the supporting padding inside the boot holding my foot and ankle almost like it was alive and adapting as my foot moved.

The other boot went on quickly and then they asked me to stand. I did as I was told and rose to my feet. The boots added a few inches to my height, which I liked but my feet and lower legs now felt …right. Whatever they had done to me was now working with these boots and I found myself able to walk around in total comfort. When I should have been stumbling in such odd footwear, it actually felt the most natural thing in the world to be wearing them.

“This feels amazing!” I said. I walked up and down, then struck a pose and swished my tail, “How do I look?”

“Oh, wow you look good!” said Naomi, “You are going to make the publics’ eyes pop out when they see you!”

They took me out of the room and into one of the training rooms. It was laid out like a very good quality gym. They directed me to what looked like a rather larger and more substantial version of the treadmills I had used many times in my previous athletics training regime.

I stepped onto the treadmill and reached for the controls. Naomi slapped my hands away.

“Bad pony!” she said with a smile, “Though seriously Charlotte, you need to get out of the habit of thinking of yourself as a normal person. Soon you will be living as a human pony full time and no pony is ever allowed to do anything a human would do, such as talk or activate controls, or type or make a phone call. Understand?”

I nodded, my positive mood at being able to walk about again taking a knock. Naomi started up the treadmill and set the speed to a gentle walk. I found this totally easy, but John was watching closely. After a minute or two he started giving me orders. He first wanted me to straighten my back, then he started making adjustments to exactly how I was walking in the boots. The alterations were slight, but I could feel them making a difference. I was walking with a little less energy but with no loss of speed. John really knew his business!

The Naomi upped the speed to a light jog. This felt fine too though, yet again John was ordering corrections. Having found the benefit while walking I did my best to do exactly what he said.

The jogging pace was kept up for maybe ten minutes. After having been in that bed for so long I was worried I would have lost a lot of fitness, but I was keeping the jogging pace up with hardly any more effort than the walk had needed. I felt really good. The next increase was to a full running pace. I felt the speed was about right for middle to long distance. It felt really good to be running again. I knew my athletics form was good. The various trainers I had worked with had been very complimentary on my technique. John was not happy. The corrections he was giving me sounded wrong. I had to force myself to not argue with him and just obey. But as before, he was right. There was obviously a big difference between what was correct for a human runner and correct for someone wearing hoof boots and with augmented feet and legs.

The speed was upped again to the kind of speed I would use for an eight hundred meter race, around fifteen miles per hour. I could hardly believe I was doing this speed in hoof boots and having just spent many weeks in a hospital bed!

My stamina was amazing. After two minutes at that speed, I should have been really feeling the effects, but I kept it up for a full five minutes before saying I needed to slow down.

Naomi and Joh were clearly pleased. They reduced my speed to a walk and then spent a while comparing notes.

I was feeling great. I had just done the equivalent of running a mile and a quarter in five minutes! Despite being inactive for so long! Just what would I be able to do once I had some serious training time under my belt?

Naomi then took over the rest of my first day’s training session. I did strength work in the gym, using weight machines of a fairly conventional sort. I was not surprised when I exceeded my previous best in the dead lift. Then she moved me onto a range of other machines for toning and stamina.

When she called it a day I was still on a high from the exercise. She ordered me back to my room where a meal was waiting for me. In my addled imagination I thought it might be a bale of hay and a bucket of water but no, it was a nicely done steak with a mound of vegetables. The drink was water though, just not in a bucket.

I was able to chill in my room wearing my casual hoof boots. I didn’t have anything to pass the time, so I tried to take a nap. I was roused by Naomi who took me to another room where I was given an hour-long, top-quality massage by two girls in uniforms similar to Naomi’s.

I lay on the massage table while the two girls oohed and aahed at my tail. I amused them by swishing it about a bit. I had just had a really good workout and now was getting a great massage. Lying there I actually felt that maybe life as a human pony was not going to be so bad after all.


Chapter 6

Initial Training

The next few days were a revelation. Whatever they had done to my body had hugely improved my strength, speed and stamina. As I worked hard to improve my fitness, I was continually astonished by what my body could now do.

Naomi and John must have been making regular reports to the medics on the floors below because after about a week of fitness training, Travis and a couple of medical technicians I hadn’t seen before turned up at the start of one my treadmill sessions.

Travis briefly said hi to me before working with Naomi and John and his own people to start adding equipment around the treadmill. I could guess what this was about. Now that I was used to the boots and gradually improving my fitness the medics wanted to find out how their handiwork was doing.

When they were ready, they called me forward and started fitting me with a lot of monitoring tech. Sensors of various designs were attached to my body either directly or held in place by a body harness they had me put on. They put a breathing mask over my nose and mouth and added a few sensors to my head too. I was not bothered by all this at all. I had had very similar testing done to me when I was in training for athletics events. The university had had a really good sports science lab. This was just a very much more advanced and complicated version of the same thing.

So, I got to work on the treadmill. The way my body worked now and especially with the hoof boots I really loved running on the treadmill. It was my favourite place in the world. Even covered in sensors and with the mask on my face my joy at what I was now capable of was not diminished.

These testing sessions continued for a few days. Travis and his team would attend every one of my training sessions and cover me with sensors before I got started. He never gave the slightest sign that anything was wrong. Indeed, his mood was almost exultant as he studied the readings he was getting. I could not ask anything, of course. But his mood reassured me that what they had done was not coming apart.

One day I arrived at the treadmill room as normal. John, Naomi and Travis were already there. Naomi and John sat me down and changed my casual hoof boots for the training ones, just like our usual routine. Then John opened a case and produced some kind of harness.

John explained, “Charlotte, we need to start adapting your training to be more than fitness. You will be running with your arms bound, treadmill sessions will be done this way from now on.”

I thought it was good of him to explain. What he said also made sense. I had no experience of running with my arms behind my back. I guess this was where John’s expertise was going to come into play again. I may have to alter my running technique as my balance would be different.

John slipped the harness onto me. It was made of some kind of padded synthetic material that was very light. It had fairly substantial straps that went around my waist, shoulders, between my breasts and even had straps that went between my legs. It remined me a little of a parachute harness.

Once he had the harness in place and tightened up, he had me put my arms to my sides and then wrapped wide padded cuffs round my upper arms. These he then attached to the sides of my body harness. Next, he folded each of my forearms up behind my back, so they were horizontal. He then put more cuffs round my wrists that were attached to the back of the harness.

I was now trussed up quite effectively. After all of Travis’s scanning and monitoring tech had been attached to me, I climbed onto the treadmill and got to work.

It did indeed feel very different to run with my arms bound. My balance and coordination were off, and John had to start giving me a lot of instructions to adjust how I was moving. With my arms bound my instinct was to lean further forward as I ran. This ruined my form with respect to running in hoof boots. John worked with me to overcome this and run with and good upright posture. It took almost the whole session, but I got the hang of it. Or at least I thought I did. John was not satisfied and said I need a lot more work to get it right.

For now, it was only treadmill work that was done with my arms bound. The rest of my regime was unchanged as it all used my arms.

Having to run with my arms bound was a reminder of what lay ahead of me. As I recalled from the initial explanation Valaric had given me, my next stop would be to go to a human pony training facility in California. It would be there I would begin my career as a racing pony. I tried not to think too much about what that would be like and was determined to enjoy the current training environment while it lasted. The people were kind enough, the food was good, I was getting to a lot of physical exercise, which I loved. And I got a massage every day!

After nearly a week of work, John announced that he was satisfied with my running form with my arms bound and that we should move on to cart-work. That sounded interesting. Human pony racing was done by ponies pulling their drivers in carts. I guessed that introduced a whole lot of extra complications.

It also, it turned out, involved moving to a different treadmill. A much larger one. When I arrived John and Naomi were lifting a cart of some kind into place on the large treadmill. I could see why it needed to be so large. It was more than twice as long and twice as wide as the one I had been using. This was so that I could be harnessed up to the cart and run with it.

The cart did not look like the ones I had seen used for pony racing on TV. There was no seat for the driver. Instead, there was a stack of weights. I guessed that was to simulate the weight of a typical human driver.

John produced a different body harness this time. It looked heavier and stronger and the waist belt was wider and shaped to go around my hips. It still had the same configuration of straps and cuffs as the earlier one and it seemed to be made from similar material.

Once he had me harnessed up and my arms were bound, he ordered me onto the treadmill. He guided me so that I was stood between the shafts of the cart and then he and Naomi attached the shafts to the waist belt of my harness.

The harness was clearly well designed as when the treadmill started, I was able to pull the weight of the cart without it throwing off my balance. Again, John was busy correcting my form. The presence of the cart did need me to lean more into each stride.

The speed was built up until we were travelling at about twelve miles an hour. I could see the indicated speed readings on the treadmill control panel. Then John wanted me to go faster, and he set the treadmill at fifteen miles per hour. Thanks to my enhancements and fitness work I managed this with no problem. Indeed, it felt very comfortable.

I stole a glance at the people watching. Travis was looking ecstatic. I guess he was happy with what they had achieved with me. I bet his bosses were going to be getting positive reports.

Things progressed like this for a few days. My treadmill time had become cart training time. The rest of my fitness training continued unchanged. That was until, a few days later, at the end of one full day of training John, Naomi and Travis all told me my time at the treatment facility was at an end. The following day I would be heading to the training centre in California.


Chapter 7

California!

I was taken in a car to a small private airfield. When I arrived, I saw there was a private jet parked waiting. A couple of other cars had travelled with us from the treatment centre, and I had wondered what they were for. Did they contain extra security people?

An attendant from the centre was travelling with me and he and I got out of the car and headed toward the plane. At the same time the other two cars’ doors opened and two people emerged from each one. I was surprised to see that one had an attendant and a girl wearing hoof boots, the other had an attendant and a young man wearing hoof boots. I had not known I wasn’t the only patient at the treatment centre. I hadn’t seen any other would-be human ponies while I was in either the hospital or the training level. I guess the place must have been bigger than I thought.

The attendants did not allow us to meet or talk. We were each allocated seats on the plane and our attendants sat next to us. Neither of the other two ponies had visible tails. Travis had said that I was so far unique in having one.

The flight was utterly boring. The attendant with me was not one I had seen before and my only attempt at conversation was met with a stony glare. I was sure he had a remote to my collar on him somewhere so thereafter I kept quiet.

We landed at another private airfield. A number of cars were waiting for us and after we disembarked from the plane my attendant led me to one of the cars. At the car was another man wearing a different uniform from my attendant. My attendant handed something to this new man, most likely the remote, then turned on his heels and walked back to the plane.

The other attendants were doing the same. So, I guessed these new people were from the training centre. My new attendant, or should I call him my guard, opened the car door and gestured for me to enter. I did so immediately and sat in the back seat. I had to adjust my tail so I did not sit on it.

My guard got in on the other side and the drivers of all the cars set off precisely together. There were five cars in all, three were obviously for us ponies but what were the other two for? I almost opened my mouth to ask, but then thought better of it.

The weather was warm and extremely dry. The car’s aircon was going full blast to keep the interior of the car cool. We drove across some very dusty, desert-like scrubland before heading into somewhat higher and more wooded territory.

When we arrived at the training centre it looked very much like some kind of military base, or supermax prison. There was a very high wall with a well defended and secure gate. We had to pass through three sets of security checks to enter. Once inside, the interior looked very much more open. I had expected to see loads of human ponies pulling carts around race tracks but I did not see a single one. I could see a race-track though. A big one like those for human pony races on the TV.  There were also quite a few people about, just no sign of a single pony.

Our cars moved through the complex past a number of two or three story buildings. The style of everything was high tech and high quality. There was impeccable landscaping between the buildings and the buildings themselves looked to have high tech tinted windows and each sported plenty of security cameras.

We stopped outside one large building, and my guard ordered me to get out. He led me toward a door, and the other ponies were led to the same spot. We all waited in silence. Like at the elevator in the treatment centre I guessed we were being watched by CCTV.

Then the door slid open, and the guards took us inside. In there we were separated and taken to individual rooms which had the look of interrogation cells. Just a table with a couple of chairs. My guard told me to sit in a chair and wait. This I did.

I had been there only a few minutes before the door opened and a tall slim, middle-aged woman walked in. She was wearing a riding outfit that looked like something from a British period drama. Tweed jacket, white blouse, jodhpurs and riding boots.

“Greetings Charlotte. My name is Agatha Blair. I am the director of training here. I must say it is a pleasure to meet you. Before you try to say anything, I must tell you that from now on you are forbidden from speaking unless given express permission. Is that understood? …nod if you understand.”

I nodded.

“Good. At this training facility you will go through three stages of training. During the first you will learn the essential skill set of being a racing pony. This will involve intense physical training and discipline. During this time, you will be afforded some physical freedom but as the process continues that freedom will be reduced. When you complete the first stage you will move on to more advanced training, during which you will be entered into your first races, they will be small, low level events to begin with.

“Once we believe you are ready you will receive an international registration. From that point onward you will need to be living according to international human pony racing rules. That means, as I am sure you know, living as a pony, in a stable, when not out being trained or racing. It also means wearing physical restraints most of the time, similar to those you may have already experienced.

“Soon after that we will begin entering you for events affiliated to the world tour. How well you do will determine your value to this company and the stage at which you will be sold at auction. It is very much in your interest to do everything you can to excel. The more valuable you are at auction, the better life you can expect going forward. Your test scores and training data tell me that you are an exceptionally promising human pony. I have hopes that in time you will draw the attention of the world’s finest racing stables. Hope that you do, Charlotte.

“Now, your trainers will be here soon to take you to your room. Obey every command you are given, give your best effort at every turn and give us no trouble. Do this and we will get on very well.”

Agatha stood and made to leave then stopped herself.

“Charlotte, please stand and show me your tail.”

I stood up and turned away from her so she could see my tail.

“Drop your pants.”

I hesitated for only a moment then removed my pants. I assumed she wanted to see the detail of the work that had given me a real tail. As I stood still, she came up behind me and started examining my tail, she poked around the flesh at the base of my spine and at the tail itself.

“Absolutely astonishing! They told me this was possible a few years ago but no-one with the necessary biocompatibility had come along until now. …Can you move it?”

“Yes,” I said and moved my tail a little from side to side and then a little more vigorously.

This delighted her and she gasped, emitting a little squeal of joy.

“It’s wonderful!” she said, “Even if you don’t excel in the races, this alone will make you valuable at auction. You will need a good groom. Someone who can keep it in good condition.”

I had been taking good care of my own tail so that suggestion I found a little offensive. She must have picked up on my reaction because she said, “Just like all new ponies you have to learn that your life will soon be very different. Less and less will it be your job to look after yourself. That means you will be washed rather than wash yourself, your hair and tail will be washed and brushed for you. You will eat and drink when your trainers and grooms say. Get used to it.”

I nodded but said nothing. Instead, I went to put my pants back on, but Agatha shouted at me to stop.

“I want your trainers to see what they will be working with, and I really want them to see that tail.”

I stood still, naked from the waist down, while I waited. I did not have to wait long. After only a minute, a man and a woman walked in. The man was, …hell he was cute. He was maybe in his mid thirties but he had the looks of a male model crossed with a rugged explorer type. He had dark hair, a very fit body and piercing blue eyes. The woman was a little older, slim, fit, with short red hair and a sour, angry looking face.

Agatha made the introductions, “Charlotte, this is Marcus Burnett and Sylvi McCallum. They are your trainers. Whatever they tell you to do, you do! …Marc, Sylvi, this Charlotte. The superstar that Valaric promised us. Check out the tail!”

The two of them walked over and bent to have a look at my tail. I obligingly gave it a swish for them.

“That is impressive!” said Marcus, “Is that really part of her body?”

“It is,” said Agatha, “Permanently too. The hair will grow normally. You will need to assign her one of the most capable grooms.”

“Sally is the best,” said Sylvi, “She would really love caring for this tail, too.”

Having a part of my body spoken about, even though it was a new one, felt very intrusive. My status as property of the company was being made clear. Then I noticed someone. Both Marcus and Sylvi were also wearing collars like mine!

What did that mean? Were they IS slaves too?

After Marcus and Sylvi had satisfied their curiosity, they ordered me to get dressed and follow them. I was led out of the building, across some kind of parade ground and into an old fashioned looking brick building. They led me to a fairly simple room in which there was a single bed, a chair and a table. A separate door led to quite a large en-suite bathroom with a very large walk in shower. The size and quality of the bathroom really did not match the other room at all.

Marcus addressed me, “This will be your room for the first stage of your training. Agatha will have explained the overall process. Our first task is to turn you into a human-pony. This means schooling you in much the same way a real horse or pony would be schooled. There is much more to being a pony than just being able to pull a cart and run fast in hoof boots.

“You will need to lose a lot of human habits. You will need to learn how to obey guidance from reins and simple voice commands. It is more difficult than it sounds, and you have to be able to do it without a second thought. Only once we have the basics down do we start to train you for racing. You will be assigned a driver and will work with them as well as us. When we think you are ready you will be registered and become a human-pony full time. That means living in a stable and not this fancy hotel room.”

Sylvi spoke up, “Your eyes keep going to our collars, I see. Yes, we are Indentured just like you. We both did ten years as human ponies ourselves. After our contracts ended, we signed up with this company to train ponies. It was the world we knew and was much better paid than any other job we could have found. You will see quite a few people here in collars who are not here to be human ponies. All that matters to you is even though we wear collars you still have to obey us and, of course, we have these...” she held up a remote control, “So don’t get any fool ideas. Get settled and get some rest, Sally will bring you some food soon. Your training starts in earnest tomorrow.”

With that they both left me. When the door closed behind them, I heard it lock. I flopped onto the bed and closed my eyes. I lay there, lost in thought for what must have been an hour before the door was unlocked. A young woman who must be Sally came into the room with a tray of food that smelled wonderful. She was slim, small, no more than five feet tall with bobbed honey blonde hair and a round friendly face. She too wore a collar.

“Hi Charlotte, my name is Sally, and I am to be your groom. Eat this quickly because I need to wash you.”

She put the food down on the table and I climbed off the bed to sit down and eat. There was a plastic knife and fork to eat with and a large plastic cup of orange juice too. The meal was some kind of really nice stew and I ate with enthusiasm.

“You can talk to me,” said Sally, “At least in here and for the first few days. Just don’t ever talk where anyone else can hear you.”

Oh wow. “Thanks, not being allowed to talk is going to be hard. May I ask about your collar? Did you used to be a human-pony too? Like Marcus and Sylvi?”

“I still am a human-pony! At least in theory. I am six years into a ten year IS contract. I did the training but never did well on the racetrack, I was just too small. Rather than auction me at a loss they switched me to being a groom.”

“Do you enjoy it?” I asked.

“I love it! I loved being a pony too. I hated having to give it up. This is a great life. This way I get to still be involved. When my contract is up, I am hoping they will let me take on a new one, as a groom.”

“You think they will pay double to keep you?”

“Oh no, they won’t invoke the doubling clause. They only do that for people they really need, or ponies who are doing incredibly well. I will have to negotiate a new contract,” she explained.

“Can’t you just apply for a job here? Without having to, ..you know, be a slave for ten years?”

“No, they don’t have ordinary employees here, except the senior people like Ms Blair. What happens here is too secret. If I want to stay, I will have to be on an IS contract. It’s OK. I am happy, I really like it.”

“You like it? But you have to wear the collar. Don’t you hate that?”

“Oh no I like it! They almost never use it to punish us. It’s a symbol of what I am. Before I came here, I was unemployed. My family couldn’t afford to send me to college. My prospects were bleak. What kind of life would I have had? Flipping burgers for years, at best. Maybe marrying some asshole just to keep a roof over my head.

“Here it is different. The company values me. The collar shows that. They have invested in me. In here I matter!”

I looked down at her feet. She was wearing the casual style of hoof boot.

“You still have the enhancements?”

She nodded, “Oh yes. Aren’t they great! I have been told that they reverse them when your contract ends, and I am dreading that.”

“You don’t want to have normal feet again? Be able to wear normal shoes?”

“No, I love wearing hoof boots! I love the speed at which I can run. They have given you a tail! That must feel amazing! How do you feel about the idea of them taking it away at the end of your contract?”

That was a good point. Since acquiring my tail, I had become very attached to it! Ha ha. Seriously the idea of losing it would really upset me. I loved it.

“You have a point!” I conceded, “So tell me, what does a groom do?”

“We do everything! Though as you are still not registered or in a stable, I will just be washing you, caring for your hair, and your tail, which will be so cool! I will also be bringing you your meals and generally making sure you are OK. I also will be taking care of your tack. Aside from me there is a medical team here who will be checking on you regularly. You will also get regular attention from the physio and massage team.

“Marcus and Sylvi are in charge of your training. That starts tomorrow with you being fitted for all your training tack. They will already have all your sets of hoof boots ready. Those have to be custom made back at the treatment centre. The rest of your tack is made here. There are leather crafters and other craftspeople who make it. It all has to meet strict specifications.”

“Sounds fun,” I said, skeptically.

Sally laughed, “Oh its fascinating! There are something like fifty different harness designs and thirty different bridle types. Plus, variations on how your arms are secured. You having a real tail will be a challenge for the harness makers as tails are usually either glued to your skin or just stuck to the back of the harness.”

I finished the last of my meal and asked, “Ok Sally, what now?”

“Now I get to wash you!” she said with a big grin, “I am looking forward to seeing your tail. From now on it’s my responsibility.”

She had me strip naked and enter the huge walk in shower. I went to turn on the water and she slapped my hand away.

“No, you are a pony. You don’t do anything for yourself from now on. Also, look up there,” she said and pointed upwards.

I looked up and saw several sturdy ring bolts in the ceiling, plus more high on the walls.

“What are they for?” I asked.

“They are anchor points. For me to tie you to if you misbehave and try to wash yourself!”

“Do you …do you have one of those remote controls?”

“No, I don’t. Though if you give me trouble, I am obliged to report it to Marcus and Sylvi, so please don’t give me trouble. Now relax and let me do my job. …Your tail looks amazing!”


Chapter 8

Tacking Up

I was woken in the morning by Sally. She had my breakfast on the table and chivvied me into getting up and eating as quickly as possible. Then she brushed my hair and tail. Once done she tied my hair back in a ponytail, of course, and wrapped some kind of cloth tape around the base of my tail to keep it clear of my butt.

“Syvi’s orders,” she said, “To help with fitting your tack. Or it may be to make it easier for her to reach your bottom with her whip.”

Whip! I thought, and Sally laughed at my expression, then winked at me. She put a new pair of hoof boots on me. They were similar to my previous training ones only more rugged. The sole had a metal horseshoe with small stubs on it to improve grip.

“What about clothes?” I asked.

“No, yesterday was your last day for wearing clothes. You go naked from now on. Like a good human pony!”

Naked except for my boots she led me out of my room. We walked over the parade ground and around a series of paths to get to a large wood-framed building that looked like a massive, converted barn. We passed quite a number of people, including a couple of ponies. One was pulling a cart with a driver sat in its seat and another was being led by her reins by what I assumed was another groom. Initially no-one paid us any attention, but a couple of people spotted my tail, and they stopped in their tracks to watch me as I walked by.

Sally led me through a double door into the building. I was immediately struck by the smell of leather. It was overwhelming. The inside of the building was a huge, open plan workshop. There were at least a dozen people at work in there. They seemed to be making or repairing a wide range of leather items. Obviously pony tack. Also present were the two other ponies I had seen on the plane.

Each one was accompanied by a groom. Sally took me over to join them, and she greeted the other two grooms. The other two ponies were as naked as I was except for hoof boots. The girl was a muscular brunette. She had the look of an athlete, maybe a thrower or a martial artist. I guessed she was no more than a year or two older than me. The boy was younger, slim and tanned. He had short brown hair and looked very nervous. His build also was athletic, but his lean frame told me he was likely a distance runner.

When Sally and I joined them they both smiled at me but said nothing. The girl leaned a little to get a look at my tail, so I turned to show it off. Having the tail was proving to be a lot of fun.

Just then two people appeared and approached the young man and his groom. They talked to the groom then all four of them went off into the depths of the building. I guessed they were that pony’s trainers, taking to him to be fitted for tack. When two more people appeared and took away the female pony, I was sure of it.

It was another ten minutes or so before Marcus and Sylvi appeared.

“Hi Sally, has she been behaving?” asked Marcus.

“Yes, sir,” answered Sally with a smile, “She is no trouble at all.”

“What do you think of her tail?” asked Sylvi.

“I love it. I am the envy of all the grooms getting to take care of it.”

Sylvi smiled and then she and Marcus led us off into the depths of the workshop. They took us to a room right at the back with a few chairs inside and left us there.

“Don’t sit down,” hissed Sally as I made to sit on one of the chairs, “The chairs are for them, not us.”

A minute or two later Marcus and Sylvi returned pushing two trolleys piled high with leather pony tack. Sally stepped forward and helped then unpack the trolleys and sort through the contents. There were hooks and rails on the walls of the room and all the tack was placed on them, arranged by type.

Once all was in place Marcus and Sylvi sat down.

“OK, Sally, let’s start with bridles. Put the Piermont design on her and let’s see what that looks like.” said Sylvi.

I wondered what that meant but Sally took a bridle down from the wall and came up to me. I kept still while she sorted out the straps and fitted the bridle around my head. It did not seem to be any different from the ones I had worn at the treatment centre’s training level.

“What bit should we use?” asked Sally.

“Use the Bellingham snaffle,” said Sylvi, “It’s not too severe and will keep her quiet.”

Sally took a bit down off a peg and attached it to the bridle, it was a thick rubber bar with a shaped bulge in the centre. Once between my teeth the bit’s central bulge protruded into my mouth and very effectively gagged me.

“We are only going to be doing the basics,” said Marcus, “But I want to see how the harness makers have accommodated her tail so let’s put a carting harness on her. I think the Fillimore would be best.”

“Not the Blake?” asked Sylvi.

“No, the Fillimore is prettier and has a better shaped waist belt, she has good hips and it will show them off better. She is a very good looking pony and with that tail we will always have to have more than one eye to aesthetics in all her gear. Management will expect it.”

I watched with interest as Sally lifted quite a complex harness off the wall and started putting it on me. It was different from the harnesses I had worn at the treatment centre. This one was all leather and the straps were a little slimmer and more shaped. It was also more complex with a network of straps going around my sides, over my shoulders and around my breasts. More complex straps went between my legs. The waist belt was very beautifully shaped and fit very easily around my waist and hips and seemed to be shaped around my tail. Even though I could not turn enough to see, I felt no pinching our pressure there. Sally fitted the harness so that it was tight but not too tight or pinching anywhere. I tried to move a little side to side, and the harness held me very securely and made a gentle creaking noise. The new leather smell was intoxicating. I found I really wanted to know what I looked like and wished there was a mirror in the room.

“If we are going with aesthetics then a Tollimon binder for her arms would look good,” said Sylvi.

“What about mitts?” asked Marcus.

“I am always in two minds about mitts, as you know. I often think having their hands visible is more visually pleasing.”

“If her hands are free to wave about or fiddle with the binding of her arms that doesn’t look so good.” pointed out Marcus.

“Ok, you have a point, that is a factor with the Tollimon. Let’s go with some padded but tight leather fist mitts. The ones with the D rings on the knuckle side, so we can clip them into the Tollimon.”

“Sounds good to me,” agreed Marcus and nodded to Sally.

The binder for my arms was a complicated array of leather straps. Sally had me fold my arms behind my back and then she fit the straps around them with well-practiced speed. The binder did not connect to the body harness but held my arms tightly behind my back. My hands were held high enough up my back that I could indeed fiddle with the binder straps with my fingers. Sally added the fits mitts which forced my hands into fists held inside balls of padded leather. The mitts came with a wrist cuff. That and a D ring they had near my knuckles were clipped into the binder and now my hands were totally disabled. This tack was more complex, tighter and much more leathery than anything I had worn before, but I was sure it looked really cool.

“I think that looks good,” said Marcus.

Sylvi nodded and said, “Sally, remember to reduce the tension on her arms periodically, we don’t want her straining anything or feeling sore after today’s work.”

“Yes, ma’am,”

“What boots?” asked Marcus, “We are not carting today.”

“Let’s use her new basic training ones then.” said Sylvi.

Sally had me sit on a stool while she removed my old hoof boots and produced one of the new pairs. They looked much the same except their exterior was all leather. The hoof was made to look more realistic too.”

Sally had them laced up in minutes. Her fingers moving with speed and precision.

“All ready,” she said, had me stand once more and stepped back.

Marcus and Sylvi stood and started an inspection of me. They looked at every detail of the tack I was now wearing, exchanging comments. Standing there while people talked about me as if I was some kind of animal was dehumanizing. I guess that was kind of the point.

Or was I just having a kind of culture shock. This world into which I was being inducted had its own rules and expectations. Maybe for people like Marcus, Sylvi and Sally this was just normal for them. Might they even be surprised that I felt so uncomfortable? After all, they had all been ponies themselves.

That last fact helped calm me down and accept what was happening. Each one of them had probably stood exactly where I was standing with people putting them into leathery pony bondage, talking about them just as they were talking about me.

I began to relax. When Sylvi attached a pair of reins to my bridle, I thought nothing of it. She led me out of the room, telling Sally to pack up the rest of the tack and take it to my quarters. I idly wondered where Sally was going to put it, there was not any obvious place in my small room.


Chapter 9

Getting The Basics Right Part 1

Sylvi led me along a number of paths until we came to a large round building. It had a domed roof and only seemed to have a single floor. When we entered, I found the interior of the building was almost totally empty. In the centre of the large space was a central metal pillar that went from floor to ceiling, maybe forty feet high. A number of long arms extended from the pillar and looked to be connected to some kind of electric motors. From each a number of chains, leather straps and fixed bars pointed downward.

I was looking at a walker. A device to automatically exercise a pony, but on a huge scale and of a sophistication I had never seen before. Rather than a floor of sawdust there was some kind of slightly spongey plasticated tarmac. The same surface I had seen used during human pony races.

The multiple arms were of different lengths and heights so more ponies could be exercised in here at the same time. The young man who had arrived with me was already being attached to one of the arms.

I was taken to a position further out from the central pillar and Marcus went over to the pillar itself where some kind of control panel was located. The outermost arm moved round to where Sylvi and I were standing. Sylvi moved into position and she pulled a hinged metal bar into position that was connected to the arm above us. She then attached my reins to the bar.

Marcus set the arm in motion, the reins were pulled taught, and I started walking. The pace was quite brisk, and I concentrated on moving as I had been instructed back at the treatment centre.

Marcus and Sylvi watched me for a while before ordering me to make adjustments. They seemed to be very small, but they did make things a little more comfortable for me as I walked. I think the reason why they were altering how I moved had to do with the surface. At the centre I had always been on a treadmill. This surface was designed for people wearing hoof boots. So much of my form had to do with exactly how my feet and ankles were working in the boots.

Thanks to my physical enhancements I felt very comfortable. I felt no strain or discomfort anywhere. The only issue was a slight tightness across my shoulders as my arms were bound in a way I was not used to.

Eventually, my trainers were happy with how I was walking and increased the speed to a fast jogging pace. I immediately felt the difference caused by running on a surface actually designed for hood boots. I again kept to the form I had been taught at the centre, but Marcus and Sylvi gave a string of small improvements that helped smooth out my motion and made things better.

Next, we moved to a middle distance running pace. Being able to run without the restrictions of the treadmill felt great. Again, my trainers made small adjustments but they seemed very happy overall. After a few minutes at that pace, they slowed me to a walk again.

They left me walking for a good hour before increasing the speed once again. I think they were checking if I had remembered the corrections they had given me. I did my best, but they had to correct a couple of points that they were not happy with. Once that was done, they lowered the speed to a walk and repeated the process another hour later.

This cycle was repeated five times, and I was actually starting to feel real tiredness. Something that was new to me in my new enhanced state. I was unhitched from the arm and allowed to stand and rest for a while. Sally appeared and took my reins. Sylvi ordered her to take me back to my quarters, stow my tack, wash me and then take me for a massage.

Aside from the restraints and the lack of freedom this place was promising to be a kind of holiday camp ideally suited to me. I loved to run. I loved physical exercise. Being obliged to do nothing for myself except that seemed an almost ideal experience. I was led back to my quarters but instead of going into my room I was taken into an adjoining room. I had thought this was another set of quarters but when we entered, I saw it was filled with tack. All of it the same tack that had been on display for me earlier. So, all of this had been custom made for me?

My quarters had a large, dedicated room just for my ponying equipment! That was kind of awesome.

Sally removed my tack, except for my boots, and hung it all up in a corner.

“I will clean all of that later, let’s get you washed and over to the physio building.”

While Sally was getting me clean again, she said, “Marcus and Sylvi were impressed with you.”

“Really? They didn’t say anything like that.”

“They are not going to compliment you, you are a human pony. But you did exactly what they said, and they were only making small adjustments. They never needed to shout at you once.”

“Is that a good sign?” I asked, turning to look at Sally as she was washing my tail.

“Of course it is. Did you hear how Steve’s trainers were shouting at him? That is more the norm for a new pony.”

“Steve? Is that his name? The male pony? He arrived the same time I did.”

“Yes, but don’t get any ideas. Ponies never fraternize with each other. It is not permitted. Except ..well …sometimes. But don’t count on that.”

“On what?” I asked, intrigued.

“Well, as a human pony you will have no opportunity for any kind of sex life. Trainers and grooms are not permitted to fuck the ponies. But not having any sex at all is sometimes viewed by the bosses as not good for a pony. Especially one that is of high value. One that is winning races. So, if you do well and if the management think it will do you some good you may be put together with a ponyboy for sex.”

“That sounds so …clinical.”

Sally laughed and slapped me on my butt, “You are a human pony! What do you expect? You won’t be living the life of a human for much longer. This room, your bed, they will soon be gone, and your home will be a stable. If you excel, win races and are viewed as high value you will get better treatment.”

“So, my motivation to work hard will be what? A nicer horse blanket and a vague shot at fucking a cute ponyboy?” I asked.

“Ha, if you put it like that it sounds tough. But when you are put in a race you will understand. The atmosphere, the speed, the competition, all those people watching you and cheering. You will come to love it. I promise you.”

That actually I could believe. I had loved the buzz of even a small athletics event. Running was a joy when I was matching myself against other girls and I could hear the roar of a crowd.

I asked Sally, “Do you miss it, being a pony?”

“God yes, I miss it!” she said with feeling, “I loved the life. But when it became clear I was never going to make it the disappointment I saw in the trainers and grooms was …painful. I was fast enough, on my own. But with the weight of a cart and driver I just couldn’t compete, and my cornering was abysmal. I only did two seasons of racing and by the second one I was only there to make up the numbers.

“So, they terminated my registration and made me a groom. I am also training to be a driver. My small size works well there. They may even let me drive you when your cart training begins. I asked and they said they would think about it.”

A thought occurred to me, “You said you would want to come back for another contract when you time was up? Why would you need to? You would be rich from your contract. Surely you could do anything you wanted.”

“I would have money, yes. But my trust won’t give me enough that I could afford to do nothing. My original contract value was three hundred thousand, that will be what …four fifty when my contract ends? That’s good but not enough to retire on. It makes sense for me to take another contract. Because it will only be a groom and driver contract, I may have to be content with maybe a two fifty starting value. But by the end of that second contract, I will be well enough set. …How much is your contract for? …If I may ask?”

Wow, the difference in our contract values was a shock. But she had asked so I answered.

“Eight million.”

Sally gasped, “Eight million!! …fucking hell! …Seriously?”

I nodded, “And they gave eight million to my family up front.”

“Unbelievable! Eight million with a starting eight million sweetener. That is by a long way the highest I ever heard of! They must think you are something extraordinary. You will be stinking rich when your contract ends.”

“Do you know what other people get? Oher ponies?”

Sally whispered, “I am not allowed to gossip about that, but we grooms talk all the time. That young man you came in with has a contract value of seven hundred and fifty thousand. Most ponies in the last year or two have had values between half a million and one million. I guess prices are rising for good candidates …but eight million, …sheesh!”

“Could it because they were able to give me a tail?”

“I bet that is a factor. I can’t wait to see what the media make of you once you make your debut on the race circuit. I have to say you looked awesome in the training ring. But with such a high contract value your auction price would need to be stupidly high for them to make a profit off you.”

“How high?” I asked, fascinated.

“Well, this place and the treatment centre run on the revenue from racing. The staff costs for both places, running costs, admin, registration, transport etc will be hundreds of millions a year. Then there is the cost of all the pony contracts. They make money from their share of streaming TV rights, prize money, sponsorship, advertising revenue from social media and they get a share of the tax earned from all the betting that is placed. Don’t ask me what that all comes to. It’s way too complicated for me.”

“Take a guess?”

“OK, I guess they would want you to be auctioned for at least fifty million. If I was guessing.”

“Wow!”

“Yes, and if you start winning a few races it could be higher.”

“Who might …buy me?” I asked, the question sounding strange to my own ears.

“Any of the major players. There are a couple of dozen big trainers in the US and many more overseas. You could end up anywhere in the world. Last year the gulf states were spending very freely at the auctions so they might not need to this time around as their stock of top quality ponies must be very high now. The big names in Europe lost out to them so the rumour is they will be spending heavily this season.

“You won’t be up for auction until at least the following season so who knows what the market will look like then.”

“How do the auctions work?”

“You know, I’m not so sure. I was never put up for auction myself. Ponies up for auction are taken to special sales events that are held in various places around the world throughout the year. Exactly what happens there I don’t know. I heard a rumour from one of the trainers that next season’s sales will be televised. That would be interesting to watch.”

Sally finished getting me clean, then put my boots back on me.

“Now you are expected at the Physio building so we need to get moving,” said Sally, “Let me just get a bridle and some basic cuffs.”

“A bridle?”

“Yes, now you have your tack you cannot be seen outside this room without at the very least a bridle and your hands restrained. Those are the rules. A pony has to be readily identifiable as a pony,” she pointed at her own hoof boots, “If this is all you were wearing you could be mistaken for a groom.”

“A naked groom?”

Sally laughed and winked.

She went into the tack room and came back with a bridle a little simpler than the one I had been wearing before. She also carried some reins and a pair of leather cuffs. She used the cuffs to bind my wrists very simply behind my back. Then she expertly and quickly fitted the bridle and attached the reins to the bit-rings.

“Off we go,” she said brightly, and she led me out of the door. I was starting to build up a mental map of the compound and we passed now familiar landmarks such as the training ring before we arrived at a large double story building of a very modern design. It had a vaguely clinical feel to it that made you think ‘hospital’.

Sally took me inside and up through a labyrinth of rooms to an area where multiple massage tables were arranged. Two masseurs were waiting for us. They were introduced as Anthony and Janice. Sally told me later that they were physiotherapists who were assigned to me for the duration. Whenever I would need any physio attention or a massage they would be the ones doing it.

They said nothing to me, of course. I was just a pony. Instead, they spoke only to Sally. Both Anthony and Janice both wore collars but neither had hoof boots. I guessed that they had been hired for the physio skills alone and had never been ponies.

Sally ordered me to lie face down on a treatment table and then unbound my wrists. I was given a superb sports massage. Even from the rather easy session in the ring I had a few strains and having my arms bound had not helped. The physios knew exactly what to do and what to work on. I loved every minute of it.

The most amusing part was the two of them trying to work out what do you about my tail. Obviously, they had never seen anything like it. They gently probed around the base of my spine and worked out what was the best approach. What they eventually concluded was to largely leave it alone. It was not likely, itself, to be the subject of strain.

After the massage I was taken back to my quarters by Sally, fed and then left to my own devices for the night


Chapter 10

Getting The Basics Right Part 2

Sally got me ready in the morning. I was showered and fed before she put a different set of new hoof boots on me. These were knee length, of course, and incorporated a robust set of built in knee pads.

“Why the knee pads?” I asked.

“These are what you will be wearing until you graduate as a racing pony,” said Sally, “The knee pads are insurance against you getting injured.”

I nodded and patiently waited while she assembled my tack for the day. She brought out the same body harness as I had worn the day before. I had to admit that I liked it. It fit so amazingly well I appreciated the superb fit around my hips. The breast support was also good. If I was going to run, I needed support there. It was a rather complex harness design though.

A different bridle design was put on me. It had a more complex design and looked like it could have blinders or a full blindfold added to it. The bit that was fitted in my mouth was a little narrower but still had the same bulge in the middle to gag me.

The armbinder Sally put on me was again the same one as I had worn yesterday, complete with fist mitts. She then attached a set of reins to my bit rings and out we went. This time we went to yet another part of the facility that was new to me. We arrived at a large outdoor training ring. Sally tied my reins to the perimeter rail and then, from a pocket, fished out what looked like a phone.

She had a phone? She caught me looking at it.

“It’s a coms device and datapad,” she whispered to me, “It only works within the compound. It has no external access.”

She read something off the screen then sent some kind of text message. “I am just telling Marcus and Sylvi that we are here waiting.”

She needn’t have bothered as they appeared less than a minute later. Marcus untied my reins from the rail and led me out into the middle of the ring. Then he fed the reins through metal rings mounted on the shoulder straps of my body harness. That done, he took out a pair of leather flaps and attached them to my bridle to form an effective blindfold. I heard him walk behind me and then I felt the reins move.

I guessed the idea was to teach me to obey commands given just through the reins. If I could not see, I would have to rely on the reins for directions.

I felt a tap on my rear and Marcus said, ‘walk on’. I started walking and I could hear his tread behind me.

I really wanted to be good at this. Sally saying that I had impressed my trainers the day before had given me a certain feeling of pride. It was odd to me that I should feel this way. I was effectively a slave. I had no freedom and no prospect of being free for a long time. I had not really volunteered for this life. My family’s dire financial position and my father’s and brother’s illnesses had been used to coerce me to sign the contract.

I should be hating every minute and hating everyone here. I should be angry, but events were conspiring in such a way that I just didn’t feel that way. When we had walked around the compound I had caught sight of my reflection in the windows of buildings. I looked amazing in my pony gear. My hair being held back in a ponytail perfectly echoed my real tail.

I found I liked looking this way. I liked the admiring looks that people were giving me as we moved around the compound.

If this was going to be my life, then I wanted it to be good. I wanted to excel. I was competitive by nature, and the company had singled me out not just for my athletics prowess but also because of my suitability for their newest biotech. I had got the impression from the medics that a lot of what they done to me was using new technology for the first time, and not just for my tail. I really wanted to know how good at this I could be.

As I walked, I was hyper aware of any movement or tension on the reins. I felt a clear tightening of the right-hand rein and turned in that direction. The pressure eased and I straightened up. Then the pressure returned, only a little harder so I turned a little tighter. I heard a pleased ‘ha’ from behind me. Marcus carried on varying the side of the rein pressure and the intensity, each time I did my best to respond the right way. I did not get it right every time and I felt a harsh tap on my rear from a whip when I got it wrong. But that was rare.

On a few occasions he brought me to a halt and then applied pressure from both reins together. I guessed he wanted me to back up, so I did. Again, a pleased sound came from behind me. Then he applied pressure from both reins but with one pulling harder than the other. I guessed this was a reversing turn and walked backward turning in the direction of the greater pressure.

“This is un-fucking-believable,” I heard him mutter. I heard someone walk up to us.

Sylvi said, “She seems to be doing well.”

“It’s like she is reading my mind,” said Marcus, “We are already doing the level of control work I had down for tomorrow.”

“Are you being heavy handed?” asked Sylvi.

“No, I am being very gentle with her, and she still picks up everything. She has only made a couple of small errors. …Can you go and get a training sulky please, Sylvi.”

“What, a cart, …already?”

“Yes, I don’t see any point in sticking to the schedule when she is already well ahead of it. Let’s see how she does with without the blindfold and then with. If all goes well, we will put her on the blind course tomorrow.”

“The other trainers will think you are showing off, pushing her to make some kind of point.”

“Let them think what they want, now go and get the cart.”

Marcus led me, still blindfolded, to the rail and tethered me there again.

“Sally,” he said to my groom, “If I didn’t know better, I would say she was enjoying the training.”

“Why wouldn’t she be?” asked Sally.

“I had been told she was not a genuine volunteer, that she had been coerced into signing up. When I heard that, it made my heart sink. Unwilling ponies become depressed ponies, and they are a nightmare to train. But she seems to really want to do well. She was genuinely making a determined effort out there.”

“I think she is more suited to this life than she thought.” observed Sally.

“Well, let us see how well she takes to the cart.”

I soon heard the sound of wheels which surely meant that Sylvi was back. Marcus removed my blindfold and I saw Sylvi had brought a very simple looking two wheeled cart. Sylvi and Marcus untied my reins and led me to the front of the cart and backed me into position between the shafts. These were connected somehow to the waist belt of my harness.

Then my reins were removed and replaced with some that seemed only to differ in terms of length. I realized that longer reins must be needed to drive a ponyart. The reins were attached to my bridle’s bit rings and then fed through the rings on my shoulders. I glanced back to see Sylvi sitting in the seat of the cart.

“Walk on,” she said, and I felt a light tap on my right buttock. I leaned into the shafts and started walking. Remembering the training I have received at the treatment centre I felt able to pull the cart while keeping good posture and balance. I almost missed the first pressure from the reins and was a second or two slow on turning in response. Thereafter I concentrated on the reins, so I did not miss anything else.

After about a half hour moving around the training ground at a walking pace Sylvi brought me to a halt.

“Time for the blindfold, Marcus,” she said, “Aside from a sight hesitation at the start she hasn’t put a hoof wrong. The blindfold will be more of a test.”

Marcus put the blindfold flaps over my eyes again and I was plunged into darkness. I waited for the signal to move but nothing happened. Had I missed it? Should I start moving? I waited nervously. Then I felt the tap and she said, ‘Walk on’, and off I went again. I concentrated as hard as I could on moving properly and not missing any command from the reins. It was far from easy.

Sylvi put me through my paces, she had me doing different forms of turn, reversing and doing reverse turns. Never did I ever earn so much as a harsh word or a hard wallop on my bottom. Was I really good at this? Was I lucky or was Sylvi a really lenient trainer.

She worked me for what seemed like more than a hour. Pulling the cart was not hard, but the effort of not making a mistake was a strain. When we stopped, I felt the shift in weight as Sylvi climbed out of the seat. I felt the reins being moved and then they were still. I thought they must have been tied to the rail.

I heard Marcus and Sylvi talking a short distance away but could not really pick up what they were saying. I stood tethered and blindfolded and none the wiser as to what would happen next.

The talking stopped and then I was sure I heard footsteps heading away. Had they left me on my own? Well, if they had, there was nothing I could do about it. I settled down to wait. This was, I guessed, a fact of life of being a pony. Once you were all harnessed, bridled and bound, if you were tethered somewhere, that was where you stayed until someone untied you or untethered you. Nothing that had happened to me so far had had quite so much an impact as that fact. This was what it meant to be a human pony.

I think I had started to drift mentally because when my reins were untied it came as a surprise. I had not heard anyone walk up to me. I was led, cart and all, back out into the training ground. Someone sat in the cart and I heard Sylvi’s voice give me the signal to walk. I set off obediently and the next twenty minutes or so were just the same as before with me concentrating on following guidance from the reins.

After this I was brought to a halt and tethered to a railing again. My blindfold was removed and I looked around, blinking against the brightness of the sun. I looked back at the training ground and a large number of blue plastic road cones were standing all over it. They seemed to mark out a course. One cone was lying on its side. Had I just been doing that course blindfolded?

As I watched Sally put the errant cone back upright again and then Marcus untied my reins, sat in the cart seat and headed me back out into the ring. Having done the course blindfolded I knew I had to guard against being too confident. Surely Marcus would be hoping that I would obey the reins just as well when I could see. Hence, I tried not to think about the cones and just focused, as before, on the reins.

All went well and we went right round the course several times. A few times he even stopped me and backed up around a few corners. I was able to do exactly what he wanted each time. After something like the fifth or sixth time around the course I felt a pressure on my left rein. I immediately obeyed it and turned right through a line of cones, my hoof boots kicking them over.

Oh no, I thought. What have I done? I waited for the sting of the whip or some harsh words from Marcus but all I got was a delighted laugh behind me. He drove me over to the railing and climbed out of the cart. He walked up to me and gently stroked my butt and shoulder, “Good girl!” he said and tied my reins to the railing again.

“So how did the crash go?” asked Sylvi.

“She didn’t even hesitate,” said Marcus, “She went right through them without a second thought. Let’s just take her on a longer walk to give her some exercise. You drive her around the park. Then let Sally take her back.”

“Will you do the cones?”

“Yes, it’s my turn, but you put the cart back later.”

Sylvi untied my reins, sat in the cart seat and off we went again, only this time I was driven out of the ring and off through the compound. Sally walked alongside. Over the course of the next couple of hours we travelled all over. Visiting just about every part of the compound within its boundary walls. One large part of the place had been set aside as a park. There was woodland, a small lake, a waterfall and a very pretty path wound through the whole thing. Why, in a racing training centre would they need such a place as this?

I was not complaining. The weather was warm and sunny, and the shade offered by the trees was a relief to a pony who had to pull a cart. The cool air around the lake also was a very welcome. Sylvi and Sally did not talk, they just enjoyed the drive. I guessed that was what this park was for. It was a place to decompress. To just relax and unwind. We passed several other pony-carts in the park. None of them were being pulled by the two new ponies who had been on the plane with me.

I even saw two trainers sat upon the grass by a waterfall having a picnic while two ponies, still hitched to carts, were tethered nearby. Obviously, life as a trainer had its perks.

Besides our delightful visit to the park, we also went past an actual racing stadium. It looked to be of standard size, which meant a track length of six hundred meters. How long would it be before I was racing in that stadium myself. I found myself actually looking forward to it.

Eventually the pleasant walk came to an end, and I was unhitched from the cart and Sally led me back to my quarters while Sylvi took the cart away. Once back at my room Sally removed my tack and washed me in the shower.

“I cannot believe how well you are doing.” said Sally, “I bet Marcus and Sylvi will be singing your praises to the other trainers.”

“Really? Even though I crashed through all those cones?”

“That was your crowning glory! Marcus was so impressed with you for doing that.”

“Why? I don’t get it.”

“The point was whether you obeyed the reins or tried to do your own thing. You instantly obeyed the reins. It sometimes takes weeks to train a pony to do that. Sometimes during a race, a driver may want the pony to do something the pony doesn’t think is right. A good pony will trust their driver instinctively. Eventually they won’t even try to think what to do for themselves. The longer you are a pony the more natural it will feel. You stop thinking like a human. You don’t need to make decisions like you used to as a human. You relax into the role and trust the humans who care for you to make all the decisions.”

“It sounds, …dehumanizing.” I said.

“Yes, it is! But that is not the bad thing you think it is. It’s liberating. I never felt more alive than when I was a pony. I miss it …so so much! I mattered. I was cared for, trained, fed, washed. My every need was taken care of. All I needed to do was obey and do my best on the racetrack.”

“I have to admit that I did like how I looked when I saw my reflection in a window.” I admitted.

“Yes! There is that too. As a pony I loved how I looked. Also, you have your tail, and your hair is a beautiful colour. You are hot too, which is going to help. Everyone is going to love you, even if you don’t win anything.”

“I do want to win!” I said, “I am competitive. If I am going to do this, if I have to do this, I am going to win”

“Well golden girl,” said Sally, “We will see what you have tomorrow. Marcus told me he is starting speed work with you. Way earlier than normal! Those two ponies you arrived with are still in the indoor training rings getting their basic gaits right.”

“Speed work?”

“Yes, I have to get you ready in the morning. Racing boots for the first time. Racing harness too. It won’t be anything complicated, just doing some speed trials on the long straight. It’s a five hundred meter straight track by the north wall.”

“Sounds like fun!”


Chapter 11

Speed!

Sally tacked me up in the morning. This time the harness was a simpler version of what I had worn before. My arms were also bound in a simpler leather binder that held my forearms together in a folded arm position behind my back. The bridle was also a little different. It was simpler and the bit did not have a bulge in the middle.

The racing boots looked a lot like the training ones I had been using. But when Sally put them on me, I felt a real difference. The angle of my foot and ankle was subtly more pronounced. I guessed this was to optimize running performance. Also, the reinforcement and padding held my foot and ankle even more firmly.

The effect was such that when I started walking in them, I felt I wanted to start running. They were not as comfortable for walking as the training boots, but I bet they would be much more comfortable when I was doing anything faster.

Sally led me to the speed track. Marcus and Sylvi were already waiting next to what I recognized as a racing cart. The wheels were a little larger and spaced further apart. There was a light balance wheel centred behind the main wheels on a gimble, turning the cart into a three-wheeler. The seat was smaller and less padded to save weight. The shafts were somewhat longer too.

I looked up the straight and saw two other pony carts already using it. It was a wide track so there would be no problem with crowding. I guessed that whoever those ponies where they were much more experienced than me.

Sally led me over to the cart and Sylvi and Marcus attached my harness to the shafts. They seemed to take more care than before which I guessed was because we were going to be travelling at speed.

“Where is the driver?” asked Sally.

“You are the driver today, Sally,” said Marcus.

“I am? ….I mean, are you sure?”

“Yes,” said Sylvi, “We haven’t had a driver assigned yet because Charlotte has so far outstripped the schedule. You are qualified for simple speed runs, yes?”

Sally nodded.

“The you better run and get your gear then,” said Marcus.

Sally beamed, and then sprinted away.

Marcus turned to Sylvi, “Did you look at the treadmill videos from the treatment centre?”

“Yes, and I saw the speed data. Very impressive! How do you think we should run this session? Take it slow or try for a max reading?”

“Let’s warm her up with some cantered runs and then see what she can do on a timed one hundred.” said Marcus.

“We are getting some attention,” said Sylvi, pointing.

I looked and saw that several people had gathered beside the long straight and were watching us. They all wore uniforms similar to those worn by Marcus and Sylvi. I guessed they were other trainers.

The two pony carts that were already using the straight also came over to us. Their drivers guided them to a halt right next us. One of the ponies was a tall young man with impressive physique. His driver was a slim, athletic looking middle-aged woman. The other pony was female and about the same height and build as myself. She had long black hair and was wearing almost identical tack to my own. Her driver was a lightly built young man. I could not see the hair of the drivers because they wore protective helmets. They also wore some kind of body armour along with knee pads, elbow pads and gloves. I wondered why the drivers were so much better protected than the ponies!

The male pony’s driver got out of her seat and walked up to us.

“So, this is the new star pony, Marcus?”

“That’s right, Fiona, she is something special.” said Marcus. Was that pride I heard in his voice?

“How long has she been here?”

“Three days,” said Sylvi.

“Three days!” exclaimed Fiona, “Why the fuck is she harnessed to a cart already? And here at the long straight?”

“This pony is a phenomenon! She has aced every stage of basic training in record time. She barely ever makes a mistake. There is no point in soft-pedalling the training, so we are here for a speed test.”

The trainers kept on chatting. Several of them examined me closely, including lifting and examining my tail. Everyone I saw was wearing a collar.

Sally re-appeared, in full driver’s uniform and protective equipment.

“OK,” said Marcus, “Let’s get started. Sally, I want you to give her a canter up and down the straight first. Sylvi and I will get into position to time and when we give you the signal, give us a flat out gallop through the second hundred.”

“Understood!” said Sally, taking my reins and climbing into the seat. She drove me to the start line of the straight then gave me repeated taps with the whip and verbal clicks to get me to speed up. Having heard Marcus, I accelerated to a comfortable long distance pace. Then I increased the speed a little as I was feeling so comfortable and the boots were feeling so good. Sally seemed content to let me set the pace as I felt nothing from the reins.

Very quickly I arrived at the end of the straight and Sally slowed me down and put me into a tight turn to face back down the track. She drove me back and I kept up the same steady pace. It felt wonderful! Absolutely wonderful to be running on an actual track once again.

Running on that treadmill had just not been the same. Out here on this track was another world. The surface suited my hoofed feet perfectly. It had just the right amount of give and adhesion. I could actually feel the metal horseshoes on the solves of my boots gripping the surface. I arrived all too soon back at the start and Sally drew me to a halt, then drove me in a turn back to the starting line again.

Sylvi was waiting for us, but Marcus had gone. What was it he had said, something being ready to time me through a hundred meters?

“Ok, Sally, that looked superb!” said Sylvi, “Marcus is at the two hundred mark and the course timer is set to start as you hit the one hundred. We are looking for a maximum effort, full sprint.”

Sally walked me in another circle until she had me lined up in the centre lane. Then she snapped the reins, and we were off. She gave me a hard thwack with the whip for good measure.

My acceleration was not quite a fast as what I was used to due to the weight of the cart and my arms being bound. I kept to the form I had learned and added what I knew from my atheletics training. Even with a bit in my mouth my breathing felt easy, like my lungs had more capacity than before. My leg speed was amazing, and I leaned into giving it everything I had. I did not see when we passed the first or even the second markers, but it seemed all too soon before Sally was slowing me down. I resisted a little at first. I really wanted to run and run. The sheer joy of what my improved body could do was overwhelming. Still, I calmed and obeyed the reins. She turned me and allowed me a canter back to the start line.

Marcus had run back to the start line himself. He was holding a pad and showing it to Sylvi, whose face showed astonishment. The other trainers were gathering round.

Marcus showed the pad to Sally when we arrived and halted.

“Nine point three seconds? That’s …unbelievable!” gasped Sally.

“The timer is accurate and you certainly looked to be going that fast. I think we should rest her for a while and then do some more timed runs, but this time I will turn on the cameras, including the rail trackers. Agatha will want every bit of evidence when she reports this to her bosses.”

Adrenaline was flooding my system and the last thing I wanted to do was rest, but Sally soon had me tethered to the rail. She checked me over, from head to hoof. She also loosened parts of the harness so she could massage my shoulders and thighs. Once she had done each section the harness was tightened again.

The other trainers, drivers and grooms were gathering round and chatting to Marcus and Sylvi. I kind of tuned out their chatter and found myself looking at the people themselves. All wore collars, so everyone here was on an IS contract. I saw that one of the drivers and two people dressed as grooms were wearing hoof boots. From what Sally had told me I guessed this meant that they had originally been contracted as ponies but hadn’t made it in that role.

Marcus and Sylvi didn’t wear hoof boots even though I knew they had been ponies in the past. I concluded they had had the enhancements that made hoof boots work surgically reversed when their contracts ended.

Those who were wearing hoof boots also moved differently from other people. The angle their feet made meant it looked like they were about to break into a run at any moment. I realized that the talk around me had shifted from my speed to my tail. Several trainers were gathering behind to get a good look.

At Marcus’s order, Sally loosened and raised the belt of my harness so my tail could be clearly seen. It produced appreciative ‘ooohs’ and ‘aahs’

“Is that really part of her body?” asked a girl’s voice behind me.

“Yes,” said Marcus, “Agatha gave us a full briefing. It is her real flesh and hair. She can move it under conscious control. Apparently, it is expected to be fully stable all her life if needed. It won’t degrade or have any rejection issues.”

“Let’s see her move it then.” said a male voice.

I resisted the temptation to move my tail to satisfy the crowd and waited to be told what to do by Marcus, Sylvi or Sally.

“I don’t see anything moving,” said the male voice.

Marcus tapped me on the rear with a crop and said, ‘Tail show,”. I guessed he had to improvise a command.

I obligingly twitched my tail to and frow a couple of times then flicked it upward and side to side more vigorously. I guess it must have looked good even though it collided with the cart’s shafts.

“That is incredible!” said the same girl behind me.

“Wow, she is so well schooled that she waited for your command Marcus. And after only three days?” said a different male voice.

“That’s right,” said Sylvi, “Now please give us some space because we are going to do a few more speed runs and get the results on camera.”

The small crowd moved away and lined up along the outside of the track railing. Sally untied me from the rail and took her seat in the cart once again. She drove me over to the start line and waited. I saw what she was waiting for. Sylvi was crouched by a trackside camera. I recognized the design as similar cameras were used at athletics events to follow runners around a track. They were mounted on a rail that ran alongside the track. This one looked more sophisticated as its height could be altered, and it had more than one camera mounted on it. One was on a second mounting several meters ahead and pointed back toward me. It was also on a long arm that looked like it could be swung out, so the camera was almost filming me from the front. I thought that was cool.

Marcus had headed down to the timed section to set something up there, but I could not clearly see what he was doing. I guessed it was either timing or camera related.

It was a frustrating several minutes before Marcus gave us the go ahead and Sally snapped the reins to get me moving. Rather than do a warmup run this was clearly meant to be a speed run so I gave it all I had. The exhilaration of speed and what my enhanced body was capable of was just as much a huge rush as the first time. Running flat out I went through the timed hundred without really registering the start or finish points.

The track cameras moved with me, matching my speed so precisely they seemed fixed in place in my peripheral vision.

Sally slowed me to a walk and turned me back to head to the start again, just at a leisurely canter. Then we lined up at the start once again. We had to wait while Sylvi modified the cameras. This time the leading camera was swung out on its long boom so it was almost directly ahead of me. I hoped it wouldn’t put me off going at full speed for fear of crashing into it.

When I set off, I saw the camera following so smoothly I was able to put it out of my mind and just let rip once again. This was just so much fun! I even appreciated the audience I had attracted. I had always loved running in front of a crowd. I found myself wondering how many seats there were in the stadium and how many people were at this place.

We did six full runs that day, at speed, through the hundred. Then the cart was changed to the basic training one and Sally was ordered to take me on a long walk through the compound again. Marcus said she could take me up to fast jogging pace, what he called a trot, if she wanted.

Sally chose a very roundabout path for us. I guessed this was so the trip lasted as long as possible. When we reached the park, she stopped the cart and tethered me to a tree. Then she took the bit out of my mouth and gave me a drink from a water bottle. Only it wasn’t water. It has a sweet fruity taste. Probably something really good for athletic ponies.

I was tempted to talk to her but the look on her face told me that would be a bad idea. I glanced around and spotted a camera mounted semi-concealed in a tree nearby. I guessed the whole place had surveillance cameras and microphones.

It was only once we were back in my quarters and Sally was washing me in the shower that I felt confident enough to talk, but she beat me to it.

“You average from the six runs was nine point four seconds.” she said.

“Back when I was a regular athlete, I tried out for the hundred meters a few times. My best time was eleven point one. I also once did a flying timed hundred and that was ten point five. To have run nine point four, in hoof boots, pulling you in a cart, is unbelievable.”

“Everyone there was blown away. Whatever the treatment centre did to you, it has worked better than anyone has seen before.”

“What will we be doing tomorrow?” I asked.

“Marcus hasn’t told me yet. I bet he will be getting that camera footage over to Agatha as soon as he can. Then …who knows. If I had to guess I would say they will be moving you on to race training. Which after just three days is …crazy. That normally happens after two to three months.”

“Does race training take place in the stadium?”

“Yes, they will start by doing assessments of how you do at different race distances.”

“Will you be my driver?”

“Sadly no. I am not yet fully qualified. I also don’t have any actual race experience. Given your potential they will give you one of the top drivers, provided one is free.”

“Are they short of drivers?” I asked.

“Yes, it’s a highly skilled job,” explained Sally, “For the best ponies they usually assign a driver who is exclusive to that pony. That is so the driver can learn how to get the best out of that pony and the pony can get used to the driver’s style. We have more ponies than qualified drivers at the moment.”

After Sally had dried me off and fed me, she produced a bridle and harness.

“What are those for? Aren’t we done for the day?” I asked.

“These are for sleeping in. The bridle has no bit, it’s just a head halter. The harness is quite simple too. Given that you are likely to be a race pony very soon I need to start getting you used to how you will live. A registered race pony lives like a pony. Those are the rules. That means in a stable, in pony role all the time.”

I shrugged my acceptance, and she put the halter and harness on me. I was just grateful that I still got to sleep in a normal bed. I expected that would be disappearing soon, too. There was not anything I could do about it.

At least I would be getting to run, and to race. I had rediscovered my love of speed and competing. This life may not be so bad.


Chapter 12

Time Trials

The next day Sally got me out of bed and fed me. She did not tack me up but instead told me to wait and headed off to find out what had been decided about what I was going to be doing.

It felt strange to be just left on my own. I was still wearing the halter and harness from the previous night. I toyed with the idea of changing into some clothes but when I searched my room, I found that there were no clothes to be found. Sally must have removed them.

It was another step on my journey to living as a pony. Soon my comfy bed would go and I would be sleeping in a stable. The process was gradual, possibly to help me adjust, but it was also grindingly inevitable.

A few weeks ago, the prospect was forbiddingly depressing. Now that I was part way there, it seemed much less so. Every part of my training had been fun, and the closer it got to real racing the more fun it had become. Being looked after by Sally was enjoyable too. Would sleeping in a stable be so bad? I guessed it was probably not so awful. After all, Sally actually wanted to go back to being a pony.

I lay on my bed, naked except for my harness and halter. Sally hadn’t put my boots on so walking around without them was uncomfortable and actually felt wrong. I toyed with the idea of going into the tack room and choosing a pair of hoof boots. Would that be wrong of me? Would it be disobedient?

I eventually talked myself into walking, almost hobbling, over to the door to the tack room. But when I got there, it was locked. Of course it was! What had I been thinking? I walked back to my bed and lay down again.

Only a few minutes later Sally came in. She looked to be buzzing with excitement.

“Get up Charlotte, we are in a rush. I have to get you over to the stadium in twenty minutes.”

She quickly removed my halter and harness and pushed me into the shower. After the quickest shower of my life, she brushed my hair and tail and then started tacking me up, using the same tack as the day before. Once I was in harness and bridle, the racing boots went on my feet, my arms were bound and off we went. Sally led me at a fast walk over to the stadium.

A pair of double doors opened as we approached, and we stepped inside. We passed through an access tunnel that looked so much like ones I had seen in athletics stadiums that I felt a touch of nostalgia.

We walked out onto the racing track. I looked around at the stands and did a quick estimate. It looked like a crowd of maybe twenty thousand could be seated there. Surely there was nowhere near that many people here. Why did they need such a large amount of seating? The track and facilities all looked brand new, so clean were they. The only sign that they weren’t were wear marks on some railings and stair treads in the stands.

On the track ahead of us was quite a gathering. I saw Agatha, Marcus and Sylvi along with a lot of people I did not know. Some wore the uniforms of trainers or grooms, but a fair number wore suits. None of the latter wore collars, I noted.

“Ah here is a our golden pony!” said Agatha, as we approached them.

Everyone gathered round and once again I was the centre of attention, and once again Sally had to loosen my harness so everyone could see my tail. Once their curiosity was satisfied, I was hitched up to a racing cart. The crowd retreated to the stands. I was left with Marcus, Sylvi, Sally and a young man wearing a uniform I hadn’t seen before. He was a strikingly good looking boy with sandy hair and a ready smile. He was slim and not very tall, maybe five six. I was five seven and with the extra inches my hoof boots gave me I towered over him. He was wearing a collar, of course. I looked at his feet and saw he was wearing ordinary boots, so I guessed he wasn’t an ex-pony.

“Hi Charlotte, my name is Darion and I have been assigned as your driver.” he said, then reached up and stroked my cheek. Before, in my previous life, such a move would have earned him a slap or at least a sarcastic put-down. In this new world the touch felt …appropriate, even welcome. Darion then took hold of the reins and took his seat in the cart. I had no idea what I was expected to do. I realized that may have been part of the point. It was up to me to obey my driver and do my best.

Darion drove me on a gentle warm up lap of the track. An easy-paced jog that I felt I could have kept up for many hours. When we came round the back curve to the start line, he slowed me to a walk and stopped me right on the start line. There we waited until a gun went off and we were off! I had no idea of what distance we were covering so I just started at a fast pace, but short of full speed. Darion, however, drove me faster and I accelerated in response. At the end of the straight a very slight pressure on the rein guided on the width of turn required. Even though I was running nearly flat out I had time to admire the skill that Darion was showing.

On the back straight I realized I had covered over three hundred meters at a work rate close to a full sprint but my strength and stamina were undiminished. I decided to see just what I could do with the rest of the lap and put everything I had into it. Entering the next bend Darion guided me round beautifully and I entered the final half straight to the finish line without losing any speed. I shot across the finish line and would have continued on had not Darion slowed me to a walk and turned me back to the start line.

I was breathing hard but nothing like I would have done after a four hundred meter race in my previous life. This had been a six hundred meter sprint. I should have been gasping and really feeling it in my legs, but I felt great.

Marcus and Sylvi ran up to me and started to check me over. They paid particular attention to my legs. I guessed they were concerned if I had strained anything on such a long sprint. My breathing eased very quickly and soon I was feeling fine, albeit with a bit of a sweat.

Agatha and two men in suites jogging over to us, all three with big grins on their faces.

“Did you see the time?” asked Agatha, looking to Marcus and Sylvi.

“Yes!” said Sylvi, with a proud grin, “One minute eleven point three. The world record for a female pony is one minute fourteen!”

Wow, I thought, I beat the world record by nearly three seconds!

“I would not have believed it if I hadn’t seen it,” said one of the men in suits, “The treatment centre made such a lot of outlandish claims for her that we were all skeptical. But I believe every word they said now.”

Darion joined the examination of me. He seemed rather nervous and concentrated on checking me over rather than engage in conversation. I wondered how old he was. At a guess I would have said he was no older than I was. Had he signed up to be a driver from the start? Maybe he had been a groom and then changed to driving.

Not being allowed to speak meant I lived in a world of suppositions and unanswered questions. I got the one chance each evening to talk to Sally and I wondered how long that would continue. When I was registered and started my pony career officially, would even that contact be taken away?

The crowd dispersed back to the stands and Darion took the seat again. He drove me on a slow lap of the track, just at a walk, then we did another lap at a trot. Once that light warm down was done, he stopped the cart and tethered me to a rail to the side of the track. Sally appeared and gave me a drink.

That seemed to be it for a while. Sally stayed with me but everyone else gathered in the stands where food was being served. I drifted into the same kind of meditative state that I had experienced when left tethered before. I felt very relaxed. My mind wandered but I was not really paying much attention to things around me.

I didn’t know how much time had passed when Darion untethered me and drove me back to the start line. As before he took me on a slow lap as a warm up then arrived back at the start. This time at the gun Darion had me start fast, but reined me in a little when I started to sprint. Ah, I thought, this was a longer distance.

Darion really knew his business, he had judged what pace I needed to be at for the distance after having driven me for just one speed lap. When we completed what turned out to be a twelve hundred meter, or two lap, distance I was still at the same speed going into the final straight. Mainly for show he gave me my head, and I sprinted the last one fifty as fast as I could.

I was breathing hard afterward but felt sure that I could have gone faster. The crowd that gathered round seemed more than delighted with my time. I felt great. Being in the stadium gave me a feel for what a race would be like. I pictured the stands filled with cheering fans. I pictured the other ponies, carts and drivers on the track, the TV cameras, the drone cameras above. I could imagine the sights, sounds and smells.

I wanted it! I could hardly wait. Give me that life in a stable, I thought. Treat me like a pony every day. I was fine with it, just so long as I got to race in a stadium like this, with all eyes upon me.

After the time trial, Darion climbed out of the cart and handed my reins to Sally. He checked me over as before then went to talk to men in suits, who were already talking to Marcus and Sylvi. Sally led me away from the crowd and over to a large door on the far side of the stadium.

I was curious. This was not the way we came in. Where we going? An attendant opened the door for us and Sally me led me inside, cart and all. I found myself in large tack room and storage area. There were several carts parked at one end and a bewildering variety of leather tack hanging up on racks at the other. Sally unhitched me from the cart the also removed my harness and armbinder.

Wearing just my bridle and boots she led through a door into a space where there were a number of physio tables. At one of them were Anthony and Janice, the physios who normally looked after me. They ordered me onto the table and I relaxed into their skilled care.

I was struck by the similarities with my previous life as an athlete. Here I was in a stadium, having just run in front of an audience and now I was getting a massage. A small negative voice in my head kept telling me that the other shoe would fall at some point. But for now, I was happier than I ever expected to be.


Chapter 13

First Race

The next few days were occupied with more training. Now that Darion had been assigned as my driver, he, Marcus and Sylvi worked me regularly on the long straight with occasional visits to the stadium track. In addition to training on the track I was put through my paces in a specially designed gymnasium. This included exercises to keep my arms and upper body fit. Losing muscle tone and strength was a potential downside of living the life of a human pony so these exercises countered that effect.

A full week after my time trials Sally got me ready in the morning with the news that I would be running my first race that very day. It would be a thirteen hundred and fifty meter race against the five fastest ponygirls the company had over that distance. She sounded very excited.

“Marcus said that if you do well in this race, they will scrub the rest of your probationary period and submit you for registration.”

“If I do well? What would count as doing well?”

“Well on paper you are by far the fastest pony. But the reality of racing is more complicated. The other drivers will know about your speed so they will try to box you in or make you run wide. Darion will have to make your speed count while avoiding any tactics the other drivers try to use.”

That made sense. In athletics, eight hundred meter running was totally different from four hundred. In four hundred you stayed in a lane all the way round and never needed to think about the other runners. The eight hundred, however, could be tactical as all the runners ran in a pack after the first two hundred. Many a race was won by the best tactical runner, not the one that was theoretically fastest.

“How good a race driver is Darion? He seems very young.”

“He is the best. That is why he was assigned to you,” replied Sally.

“He was never a pony, was he? Not like you?”

“No, he told me that he actually wanted to be a pony. He was fast enough but they rejected him because his body mass was too low. He would never have been able to manage pulling a full race cart. The best male ponies are very strong and quite tall. Rather than just reject him outright they gave him aptitude tests for other jobs, and he showed promise at driving, so that is what he was contracted for.”

Once fully tacked up I was taken by Sally to the stadium. There was a much larger crowd than I had seen before. There must have been nearly a thousand people present. I did not realize there were so many people working at the compund.

Some of the other ponies were already there and being hitched up to their carts, the last couple arrived a few minutes after I did. Darion took my reins from Sally and led me to our cart. While he was hitching me in place I was getting a good look at the competition.

The difference between these ponies and the girls I had seen being exercised before was striking. They looked and moved like confident, experienced athletes. There was an easy fluidity to their movements that spoke of long training and they looked wholly comfortable being harnessed and bound like I was.

Of course, these girls most likely had years of experience as ponies. They lived as ponies, day and night, year round. I was not even in a stable yet. I was not yet registered. I wondered what they thought when they looked at me. I had a silly notion to show off my tail to them. Hey look girls, my tail is real! I am a more real pony that you are with your stuck on fake tails!

Then I realized I knew one of the ponies! A tall dark-haired girl of Asian origin. I was pretty sure that her name was Katy Zu. She had been in the Madrid Olympics two years ago. She had disappeared right afterward, and I remember wondering what had happened to her. Now I knew.

I had never raced against her back in the days when we had both been in athletics, but I had spoken to her a few times at track meets. I wondered if she recognized me. She saw me looking at her and then winked. Yes, she recognized me! I winked back.

Darion drove me to the start line then had me do a practice start and light warm up canter up and down the straight. The other drivers were doing the same thing, warming up their ponies.

A shout from some official had us all heading to the start. The tension in the crowd was palpable. We each had our own lane and were staggered for a fair start. I was in the innermost lane, which I liked as it gave me a view of the all the other carts ahead. The stagger would only unwind at the beginning of the back straight, so we had fully three hundred metres to establish a lead.

At least, I assumed that was the plan. I did not want to get blocked in and lose my speed advantage. I had to forget that race planning was my responsibility. I was just a pony. I would do what my driver signaled me to do.

At the gun Darion had me start fast, just as I expected. The pace felt the same as one of the fast thirteen-fifty time trials I had done. I concentrated on my form. I did not just want to win this race, but I wanted to look good doing it.

I reeled in the nearest carts by the end of the first straight. On the curve I saw the outermost two carts were being driven flat out. They must have either seen me gaining or planned to run fast from the start. They obviously wanted to come out ahead at the break, no matter what. What would they do then? Try to block me in?

Darion did not have me speed up, instead he held me at the time trial speed. I trusted he knew what he was doing even when we reached the break, and the outermost two carts were still ahead. We ran down the back straight and the carts converged. Both of the sprinting carts pulled in ahead of us and started to reduce speed. They had blocked rather than boxed us and were running side by side. Darion slowed me a little and we followed the pair round the curve toward the straight. He guided me slightly wide as he did so. When we came out of the curve my way ahead was clear and Darion snapped the reins and cracked his whip across my butt. I moved up to a full sprint and we shot past the leading pair. Darion had me hold the sprint all down the straight and by then I was well clear.

He eased me back to time trial pace and we entered the second lap. As we took the curve, I wanted to look back to see how close the other carts were, but I dared not turn my head. I kept my speed and worked to keep my form. I became aware of cheering from the stands. I looked out of the corner of my eye and people were standing and waving as they cheered. I felt a rising sense of euphoric joy. I was leading the race! I was fast, I was beautiful and everyone could see it!

By the time we came to the end of the back straight and entered the final curve I was feeling invincible. I knew I was still making a fast pace, but I did not feel the effort. The weight of the cart bothered me not at all. We came out of the curve and the finish line was ahead. I was able to see two other carts still on the back straight. They were a long way behind.

I expected Darion to push me faster at the end, but he never did. I guessed he didn’t need to. We sped over the line, and he gently eased me down to a walk. He turned me back and I was able to watch the second and third placed carts cross the line. They must have been well behind us and both ponies looked exhausted as their drivers slowed them. I felt like I could carry on, like there was a need to run still in my legs. A need that yearned to be satisfied.

But Darion eased me to a halt and Sally was suddenly by my side, taking hold of my reins. Darion dismounted and walked around to join her. He patted and stroked my rear and said, “Good girl, damn well done!”

That simple bit of praise felt like winning a gold medal. It made me flush with triumphant pleasure. How could such a simple thing feel so good. If someone had said ‘good girl’ to me back when I was an athlete, I would likely have sneered at them.

Agatha and several men and women in suits arrived and started talking to Darion.

“That was impressive!” said Agatha, “To win by such a margin in a thirteen fifty is extraordinary.”

“Yes ma’am,” said Darion, “She has speed and stamina the other ponies cannot match. She is wonderfully easy to drive too, very responsive and she doesn’t try to take control.”

“That is unusual in a former athlete,” said one of the women in a business suit, “They are notorious for wanting to run their own race.”

Agatha smiled, “Well it will be interesting to see what happens when she runs against a larger field. The Marriott meet at Atlanta is next month and then the big Chicago meet is a few weeks after. We are submitting her for registration today and hopefully the process will be complete in time for her to be entered in one or the other.”

“So soon, ma’am?” asked Darion, “She has only had one race.”

Agatha nodded “There is no point in delaying. She has gone through training like she was born to be a pony. She has the speed, and she has you as a driver. Let’s get her settled in her stable. The inspectors will be here, probably in a few days. I don’t want any problems in her assessment, understand?”

Darion nodded, “Yes, ma’am. I will talk to Marcus and the stable crew. Everything will be ready.”

“She will need a name,” said Agatha, “We are using Greek mythology names this season. Any preferences Darion? You are her driver, its traditional you get to name her.”

“I have been thinking,” he answered, “Is the name Artemis available?”

“That was taken last week. How about Cassandra? She was the most beautiful of the Greek goddesses and with her tail our Charlotte is stunning.”

Darion nodded, “That suits her well, ma’am.”

And so, I was named. My own opinion was not sought of course. Sally took me back to my quarters and removed my tack. In the privacy of my room she said “This will be your last night in here, Cassandra. From tomorrow you will be in the main stable block.”

“I knew that was coming Sally, will you still be my groom?”

She smiled, “I am your groom as long as you are owned by the company. Darion is your driver just as long too. Once they establish a team they don’t like to change it.”

“What happens at registration? Agatha mentioned an inspection.”

“The governing body will need to examine you. They will do a medical exam to make sure you have no illegal enhancements. They will also want to confirm that you are living as a pony, as per the rules. Once they sign you off you will get your registration, then you can be entered in races all over the world.”

I was surprised, “They will race me outside the US? Even before I am auctioned?”

“Oh yes! Especially as they expect great things from you. It will raise your profile. Make them more money and, eventually, raise your auction price. That is really all the company cares about”

“That’s it isn’t it. It all comes down to money.” I said.

Sally nodded, “Of course it does, this is a business. The company makes money from many sources, but the auctions are the largest part. There was an auction a month ago and the company sold three ponies, they made more than ten million in total from them.

“But there is more to it than the money. Everyone here loves the sport. They love the life. I think even you are feeling it. When you won that race you looked magnificent. How did it feel?”

I smiled, “It felt …amazing. I loved it.”

Sally returned the smile, “That’s it. This may all be driven by money but there is real joy here. A love of what we are doing. I love what we do here, so do most of the staff. I happen to know that even most of the ponies get a lot out of it. Yes, you ponies are kept restrained most of the time. Yes, you have to sleep in a stable, but you are also the centre of what we do here. You are all special and are treated that way. You are highly valued. You matter!”

I nodded, “I get that. This life is proving to be much better than I feared. Maybe it is something I could even learn to love, like you do.”

Sally smiled and gave me a hug, whispering in my ear “I envy you!”

That surprised me, “You do?”

“Oh yes! I told you I missed being a pony. But you are going to be something special. The other grooms are all green with envy that I get to care for you. But instead I would give almost anything to be able to run and win a race the way you did. To have everyone look at me with wonder and admiration. …I should not have said that, I am sorry.”

I hugged her back, “Thanks for telling me that, Sally. You have given me a reason to be grateful for this life.”


Chapter 14

Stable Life

The following morning I was moved to a stable. I had formed a mental picture of what that would be like, based on all I had seen in my life of what horse stables looked like. The reality was quite a surprise.

The stable block was where all the registered ponies were kept. It was a huge structure. Only two stories high but immensely long and wide. Sally tacked me up and led me there. We entered through a pair of very large doors and into a fascinating world. There were row after row of stables. Each held a single pony. They looked a little like horse stables except that they were a little smaller. They were also cleaner. As we walked along past them, I saw some ponies were tethered, fully tacked up, in their stables and some were untethered, lying down. None were unrestrained. All wore at least halters and basic body harnesses. Their arms and wrists were bound either behind or in front.

There were other facilities, very well appointed showers and bathing rooms. Treatment rooms where I saw a pony receiving a massage. Some other rooms stored tack, and yet more were being used for food preparation.

My own stable, when we reached it, was of course just the same as all the others. Sally opened the door and led me inside. The basic structure of the space was made of wood with a concrete floor. There was a layer of straw on the floor. One corner had a pile of straw with a horse blanket laid on top. I guessed that was where I was meant to sleep.

Around the walls were numerous ring bolts and other anchor points. Sally tied my reins to one such bolt. She left me plenty of slack so I could lie on the bed if I wished. She had told me that I would not be allowed to talk as it was quite likely I would be overheard.

“There you go, Cassie,” she said as she brushed my hair and tail, “If you need to pee or shit you should just use the straw in the other corner. It gets changed regularly.”

Once she was done, she promised to return later with my food and left me on my own.

So, this was my life now. A pony in a stable. I walked around the space and then moved to the door. It was a very typical stable door with the top half able to open while the bottom half remained closed. The top was open now so I could see out. I had enough slack in my tether to stand at the door and poke my head out and look around.

I saw a couple of other ponies looking out of their stables. They were looking in my direction, no doubt curious about the new arrival. There were several grooms visible, doing whatever grooms did when they were not …grooming us.

I turned back and settled on my blanket. It was quite comfortable, even though I was restrained. I noticed that there was a door in the wall of the stable. It was not easily visible as it matched the wood of the back wall so closely. I wondered what could be through there. I edged over to it and tried to peer through the thin gap at the edge of the door. I could not see anything, but I picked up the strong smell of leather. Aha, I thought. I bet that is my tack room.

The rest of the day was long periods of boredom interspersed with pleasant interruptions. Sally came round with my food and, rather than me eating off a plate, she fed me by hand while I was standing. Then she gave me a drink from a water bottle. Before she left, she mounted a fresh water bottle with a metal drinking straw on the wall where I could easily reach it. Later she returned and took me to one of the treatment rooms for a massage.

Those were the main highlights except at one point a vicious argument broke out between two of the grooms outside a nearby stable. I got to my feet and poked my head out of my stable door. Every pony at every other stable was doing the same thing, enjoying the break from the monotony. Someone in a trainer’s uniform arrived and gave the two grooms a dressing down and sent them away. I was sad that the show was over. I, and I bet the other ponies, had been hoping to see a fight break out.

I had to get used to this. I realized life as pony was going to be long periods of boredom in a stable interrupted by periods of excitement, or at least the chance to do something. I was dozing on my blanket when Sally came round again. She removed most of my tack, leaving just my boots, bridle and with my wrists cuffed behind my back. She took me to a large and very pleasant looking shower room. The size made sense as I saw two other ponies being washed there by their grooms.

As Sally washed me under the shower, she was totally quiet. I missed the times when I had been able to chat with her about what had happened during the day. She dried me and took me back to my stable. She put a simpler body harness on me and just left me with the simple wrist binding. I thought that was all for the day, but she returned and fed me an evening meal and refreshed my water bottle.

My bladder was bursting, and I wanted to ask what I did about that. I dared not talk but my pleading look told Sally what the issue was. She did not say anything but simply pointed at the pile of straw in the corner opposite from here my blanket was, then she tethered me on a long rein and left me.

So, I guess I just peed in the straw, just like a real pony. Nothing made me feel more like an animal than having to pee in the straw, just a few feet away from where I would sleep. When I needed a shit, I guessed that would have to be done in the same place.


Chapter 15

Registration

The next day Sally got me up. Fed and watered me and took me for a shower. Back in my stable she put a fresh set of tack on me. New boots, bridle and body harness. My arms were secured in the same restrictive binder behind my back that I had worn when racing. Then Sally brushed my hair and tail.

“We want you to look your best today, Cassie,” she said, suddenly, “The inspectors are coming to assess you for registration.”

I was surprised at actually being spoken to and given information. I looked at Sally and she smiled at me. “Just do what you are told and all will be well.”

Then she tethered me on a fairly short tether to a ring bolt at the front of my stable. It was too short to allow me to go and lie on my blanket but long enough for me to poke my head over the door and look out. I guess they didn’t want the inspectors coming round only to find me snoring in the corner.

I had to wait for what felt like a couple of hours before anything happened. I was looking out of the stable when I saw half a dozen people heading round a corner and coming in my direction. One of them was Agatha, another was Marcus. The other four were two middle aged men in business suits and two women, one older one with short grey hair, dressed in a white lab coat and a younger, slim, dark haired one dressed the same way.

I backed away from the door as they arrived at my stable and entered.

“This is Cassandra,” said Agatha, “She was moved into this standard sized stable yesterday, and this is where we will be housing her during the upcoming North American racing season.”

“Do you plan on entering her in any races outside North America this season?” asked the older and taller of the men in suits.

“Possibly, it depends on how she does at Chicago or Atlanta. We have high hopes for this pony. She has done extremely well in training. We did file for a full international registration and racing license.”

“Very well. Let’s get her to your veterinary clinic so my colleagues can examine her.”

Marcus clipped a lead rein to my bridle and led me out of the stable. The two women in lab coats followed behind. He led me through the stables toward the far end of the building. This looked to be where all the administration was housed.

The veterinarian clinic was quite large and impressive. It had the look of a small hospital with examination beds and the usual collection of medical paraphernalia. What was different were the very obvious ring-bolts in the walls where ponies could be tethered.

Once in the clinic Marcus removed my body harness, re-cuffed my wrists in front of me then handed my lead rein to the one of the inspectors. After that he went to sit down a distance away. Not knowing what to do I just stood doing nothing, which seemed fine by the two inspectors who I assumed were some kind of doctors.

The first thing then they did was run through a general examination. This took about twenty minutes after which they took a series of blood samples. Next, they started to examine bits of me in more detail. They had Marcus remove my hoof boots so they could examine what had been done to my feet and ankles. They had me lie on a bed and be X rayed. I overheard them saying this was to check for any bionic or cybernetic enhancements.

Then their attention turned to my tail. This they found fascinating. I had watched as they discussed my X-ray. It had shown that it was genuinely a part of my body. Agatha and the men in suits arrived as they were trying to decide if my tail was covered by any regulations.

“The tail is not designed to offer any athletic advantage,” said Agatha, “It is purely cosmetic. The regulations require ponies to have tails and these, in the past, have been either attached to the harness or glued directly to the skin with a latex base. There is nothing in the regulations that cover pones with real tails.”

“Is it functional?” asked of the men in suits.

“She can move it.” said Agatha, “Cassie, give them a demonstration.”

I obediently swished my tail back and forth a few times, lifting and lowering it as I did so to show its full range of motion.

“That is incredible,” said one of the doctors, “Full motor function! How did you do it? …Oh I know, you can’t tell us.”

“Only a few people at our treatment centre know how it’s done.” said Agatha, “None of us here have a clue.”

“Is it …stable?” asked the same doctor, “Does it need any special medication or regular surgical correction?”

“No to both,” replied Agatha, “I am told it is constructed from her own flesh using cultured bone, tendon, nerves and even skin. It is now just part of her body and will be for the rest of her life unless surgically removed.”

“Does she like having a tail?” asked the other man in a suit.

I knew better than to reply. I just kept still, looking forward.

“I see she is well trained already,” said the other doctor, “But I have a few questions for her, if you could permit her to speak.”

Agatha sounded shocked, “That is not normal procedure! Cassie is fully a ponygirl now. Allowing her to speak would be …highly inappropriate.”

“I merely wished to ask if she experiences any pain from the tail, or if she found it uncomfortable. There is a well-being requirement in the regulations that states that any enhancement used on a human pony must not cause them any avoidable suffering.” said the doctor.

Agatha relented, “Very well, you may ask your questions.” She then signalled for Marcus to take the bit out of my mouth.

The doctor came round so she could look at me face to face while Marcus was removing my bit.

“Now Cassie, do you currently experience any pain or discomfort from the tail they have given you?”

I shook my head, “No ma’am. It feels like it is part of my body. It just feels …right.”

“Do you like having a tail? Does it not cause you any inconvenience?”

“Oh, I love it!” I enthused, “My groom takes extremely good care of it, and it causes me no trouble at all.”

“Do you think it gives you any advantage when you run?”

“Erm, …I don’t see how. I don’t feel that it does.”

Agatha cut in, “May I point out that even if the tail was helping that would still be within the rules, as it is part of her body. It is not cybernetic. My bosses have assured me that it was, however, not done to give any advantage. It is purely aesthetic.”

“To increase her value at auction?” asked the older man in a suit.

“Exactly!” affirmed Agatha, with a smile.

“Well, I am sure it will do that, she looks amazing.”

I did not say anything, but I felt my face flush. To be talked about like this was making me feel very self-conscious but it was also weirdly arousing. I wanted them to put my harness and bit back on me so I could retreat into the safety of my role as a pony.

The doctors had no more questions and Marcus put my bit back in my mouth and put my harness back on me and re-secured my arms behind my back. It was very odd to realize how reassuring that felt. I was just a pony again and safe from having to answer any questions. I had not been a pony for very long and already it felt like that was who I was.

The inspectors continued talking to Agatha and Marcus, but I just tuned them out. Even though they were talking about me I ignored it all. I was a pony and was relaxing into the mental space of that role. What the humans had to talk about was of no interest to me.

Eventually the inspectors seemed satisfied, and Marcus led me back to my stable. Later Sally came to groom and feed me.

“Agatha seems pleased.” she said, clearly in a good mood, “The inspectors had no complaints. Provided your blood work comes back clear you will get your registration and license. Then you will be entered into your first real race. I hope it is one of the larger meetings, such as Chicago. They are great fun!”

I looked at her questioningly.

“Yes, I would be going with you. Every pony sent to a race has their groom and driver. They also send a physiotherapist and dietician, who are shared among all the ponies. We typically send about a dozen ponies together, so it is a large party.”

That sounded like fun.


Chapter 16

Sexual Tension

I wasn’t told the results of my blood tests, but I assumed I had passed inspection as a new regime of training was put in place for me. All of it was aimed at the thirteen fifty distance so I guessed that was the distance I would be running in my first race. Some of my training was on the speed course but most of it was in the stadium. A number of other ponies were in training there at the same time, both male and female.

Back when I had been allowed to talk, I had once asked Sally how many ponies the company had at the training centre. She had told me there were around seventy registered ponies on site and eleven more unregistered ones in training. The company had more ponies at another facility on the east coast, but she did not know the numbers.

In training in the stadium, I ran several more races. I saw some other ponies on numerous occasions and some others only rarely. The ones I raced against in the thirteen fifty were those I saw most often. When not running I was often left tethered. The stadium was busy and I overheard the trainers, drivers and grooms discussing the upcoming racing meets. This was how I learned that the new racing season had already begun. The next major events would be at Atlanta, Chicago and Las Vegas.

Most of the effort of the site’s training staff seemed to be centred on a group of six ponies. I wasn’t one of them. They were being given more track time and the staff working with them seemed to be larger. I just had Darion, Sally and Marcus. Sylvi, I had learned, had been re-assigned to another new arrival. I deduced that those six ponies would be the ones going to Atlanta and this was confirmed one day as they and the staff training them all disappeared.

I felt frustrated. Even though I had not really been interested in following human pony racing before, now that I was actually was a human pony I really would have loved to watch the races. I wanted to see how our own ponies got on. I also wanted to know more about what live racing events would be like as I would surely be attending one soon.

A fair number of other ponies must have also gone to Atlanta because the stable block was much quieter. More than the six I knew about must have gone because I could see more than six stables were empty as I was led past them each day. I guessed that some of the ponies had their training either at different times from my own or at a different location.

When not training, my weekly routine did include a few other activities that broke up the monotony of otherwise being stuck in my stable. There was a twice weekly two hour session in a specialized gym. This gave me the welcome chance to exercise my whole body including my arms. My arms spend so much time being bound in some way I might otherwise lose muscle mass and tone. What I did in the gym was strictly controlled by the staff who ran it. Each exercise machine came with tether points or restraints that prevented escape. I could exercise only as directed and for as long as they decided. I had no say in or control over anything.

The constant physical restriction was a reminder of my pony status. I was never spoken to or treated as if I was a human. Everyone treated me as if I was an animal, even Sally. After a while this change stopped feeling odd and became normal. I was surprised how easy it was to let go of my previous human viewpoint and settle into a mind-set of being a pony, just accepting my new reality.

The only exception to this was Darion. As my driver he spent a lot of time with me in the stadium and speed track. As far as I knew he never drove any other pony. Initially he treated me just the same as everyone else did. That is not to say that people were cruel or unkind. Quite the reverse. I was always treated with the greatest of care. My every physical need was taken care of with professional efficiency but also with a degree of gentleness. I also perceived genuine affection for me on the part of everyone. Though it never felt like the affection shown for a fellow human, but for a prized and well-behaved pony.

Darion was different. As I said, at first, his behaviour was the same as everyone else’s. very professional. But as we spent more time together, he started to let slip little extra actions that went beyond that. A few times if something happened on the track that was funny, or odd or someone did something wrong he would glance at me and roll his eyes, wink or smile where only I could see it. These small moments of connection took on much greater significance because of how I was treated by everyone else the rest of time. In those moments he was treating me as a human being.

Darion was a good-looking young man and, harness, bridle and tail aside I was still a girl. Over time I found myself developing a real attraction. Once after a day of hard speed training he dismounted the cart and stroked and patted my rear before leading me back to the stables. His touch felt electric and the sensation of him stroking me sent a thrill of arousal through my whole body.

I smiled inwardly at my own reaction. A few months ago, before my new life began, a man stroking my butt like that would have earned him a slap in the face. Now it was exciting and more than welcome. Besides the boredom of having to spend long hours in my stable the other downside of my new life was the sexual frustration. I hadn’t had sex since signing my contract, of course, but since being installed in my stable I had not even been able to pleasure myself to get some relief. The bondage I was in all the time prevented it. At the same time the bondage was often a highly erotic experience. The feel of the harness, bridle, boots and armbinder were often arousing. I guessed I must have had some latent kinkiness in my psyche to enjoy it. Though this just added to the frustration.

This meant that the little touches of affection from Darion had such a great effect on me. I had the strong sense that he was attracted to me in return, which was why he was showing me these subtle hints and gentle touches. Sally had explained to me that sexual contact with ponies was normally prohibited. This was for a number of reasons. It was considered a violation of the IS contract and was technically a form of sexual assault on someone in a vulnerable position. It also was against the registration rules. A human-pony was meant to be treated like a pony.

It was within the regulations for ponies to have sex with each other, Sally had once explained. She had not gone into more detail but as we were all kept restrained all the time, I was sure it was not something us ponies could arrange for ourselves. Would I want to have some poor ponyboy forced upon me? Would I welcome it? Would it be done with our trainers watching? My mind constructed many fantasy scenarios, both pleasant and disturbing on this theme.

I regularly wondered how strong Darion’s feelings for me were. Was he feeling frustrated that he got to spend so much time with me but could do no more than the lightest of touches or secret glance? I resolved to encourage Darion as much as possible. I returned his glances with secret ones of my own, or rather the best I could do while wearing a bit and bridle. If he stroked me, I leaned into his touch as much as I dared. When I saw him looking at me from a distance, I would stand a little straighter, stick my chest out and lift my tail. This usually won me a smile.

It amused me thinking of us trying to conduct a kind of limited courtship like this was like the comedies of manners set in early nineteenth century literature. We were living out a human pony version of Pride and Prejudice.

There was no time when we were alone together, not truly alone. Sometimes he would be in my stable with me at the beginning and end of training sessions, but I had seen that CCTV cameras were mounted above every stable. There were other cameras all over the rest of the stable block and everywhere else I had seen so far. Even if Darion had been of a mind to break the rules and act on his attraction, there was no chance for him to do so.

The best we could so was steal those odd glances and touches. Jane Austen would been delighted by our predicament.


Chapter 17

Off to Chicago

The Atlanta meet must have gone well because when all the ponies and their attending staff of trainers and drivers returned they all seemed to be in good spirits. In my stable I was able to overhear conversations by passing staff as they relived moments from the event. I did not learn enough to know all the details, but several major races seem to have been won by our company’s ponies. I overheard staff talking about bonuses for the management would put them all in a good mood and make the lives of the indentured staff easier.

The next event on the schedule, I learned, was Chicago. This was an even larger event than Atlanta as it attracted ponies from other countries. Atlanta was a USA only meeting. I also quickly guessed that I would be being entered into at least once race there as my training sessions were transformed. Now I was the one with extra staff working around me. We spent longer sessions in the stadium, and I saw Darion having long discussions with a number of trainers and even a few management types.

I was being taken into the physiotherapy unit in the stadium on a regular basis for massage treatments and also into the veterinary unit for very regular checkups. They did several x-rays of my feet and ankles on these visits. I assumed this was to see how my argumentations were holding up. They also took blood samples and even did close examinations of my tail. I overheard one medic mention that being such a radical new feature it was likely there would be requests at Chicago by many people wanting to examine it. Who they would be, I did not know but I guessed maybe journalists or prospective buyers for the day when I went to auction.

There was a three week gap between Atlanta and Chicago and the training intensity was kept up all through that time. I knew I was doing well by the reactions of all those around me. It was often hard to get any details as all I had to go by was what I could overhear. This was not always as effective as you might think. An unusual effect of being kept as a pony was beginning to manifest itself.

I spent almost all my time, whether awake or asleep in some kind of bondage. I was always bound so that I could not escape or do anything that I was not permitted to do. The feel of the harness, bridle and armbindings became so normal to me it actually felt odd when they were removed for exercise or washing. I never spoke or interacted with anyone as if I were a human. This created a mental space where I often found myself not even thinking of myself as human. I would relax into the metal state of being a human pony and what the humans did and said in my presence just passed me by.

I even had the strange sensation of going hours where people had spoken around me and I had no idea what they had said. In my mind human speech was not my concern so my mind kind of tuned it out. What mattered was how I was treated. Physical touches took on extra significance just as the feel of the pull on my reins when I was being led or driven.

Was this what it was like to actually be a real animal? Controlled and enslaved and used by humans? To live a life with no freedom, where your value is measured by how much you will make at auction?

I had surprised myself by how much I had adapted to this new life. I was being allowed to run and train for a race. This was what I had wanted to do anyway, before signing that damn contract. The difference was the physical changes, the bondage and how I was being treated and I was surprised at myself for not wanting to rebel against it. I had chosen this with my eyes open and fighting against it was not going to do me any good. It certainly would not do my family any good. If I ever had moments of doubt or depression, then thoughts of them and what my sacrifice had given them helped greatly.

When the day to leave for Chicago came, I had no warning. A crowd of staff entered the stable block early in the morning and dispersed to the stables of those ponies who would be going. Three entered my stable, pushing a trolley. One was Darion but I did not know the other two. Darion took my reins and led me out of the stable while the other two entered my tack room and started packing up items and loading them onto the trolley. I guessed I was not going to be ‘travelling light’.

Darion led me out of the stable block, with the other two men pushing the trolley behind us. When out in the open I saw there were a line of trucks drawn up. They were all facing away from the stable block with their rear loading doors open and ramps were down and waiting. Darion led me to one and we climbed the ramp up into the fairly empty interior.

When I looked around inside, I could see how the truck interior had been designed for transporting human ponies. There was padding at various places on the walls and anchor points were everywhere. Darion guided me to a specific location a couple of feet short of the end wall of the truck interior. He knelt down and positioned my booted feet in specific positions. I looked down and saw there were outlines in red that showed where my feet where meant to be. I helped him by moving my other foot into the right spot.

Once my feet were in position, he lifted padded metal clamps which hinged up from the floor. They clamped and locked around each of my ankles, locking me in place. Then he stood and lifted a number of what looked like thick bungee chords from a hook on the wall.

He started attaching these to anchor points around the walls and truck ceiling and connecting them to points on my harness. Each one was a little under tension so each was taught. I tried moving a little, but the chords held me quite firmly. This did seem unnecessary. When he had finished seuring me, I saw that Darion had sat on a small jump seat, I could have sat on something similar. What was the point of me having to be standing, with all the associated bondage to hold me in place?

I guessed the reason was the rules that governed the human pony world. I had to be treated like an animal at all times. Real horses and ponies travelled in trucks like this standing up and thus so did I.

I heard a noise behind and I turned as much as I could and saw a heavy partition being installed behind me. Once in place I heard what must be another pony climb aboard and be tethered in place. This made sense. It was a large truck, there was room for maybe three or four ponies on board. I had seen four trucks lined up. That meant possibly as many as sixteen ponies were being sent to Chicago.

There was about a twenty minute wait until all the sounds of ponies being loaded behind me died down. Then there was a lurch as the truck started moving. Were we going to be travelling by truck all the way to Chicago? That would take days. I tried to work it out in my head. I guessed it would be a couple of thousand miles at least. We would be having to stop for breaks and overnighting at least three or four times. Would us ponies even be in a fit state to race after that?

I need not have been so worried. After a ride of less than an hour the truck came to a halt and the ponies behind me started being unloaded. When it was my turn, Darion removed all the bungee cords and unlocked my feet then took hold of my reins and led me out of the back of the truck. The bright sun made me squint as I looked around at where we were. I could see aircraft in the distance and some kind of terminal buildings, but we were being led through some kind of private entrance at what must be a commercial airport.

We passed people dressed in security uniforms who did nothing but hold the doors open for us. Then we walked across a patch of tarmac where two twin-engined aircraft were waiting. They had the logo of our company on the tail plane. Wow, I thought, impressed that they had their own aircraft. They had only a few windows in the sides and wide loading doors toward the rear when were open and waiting, Each set of doors had a wide gently sloping ramp leading up to it.

I counted heads and saw that my guess was right and saw that sixteen ponies, both male and female, were in our party. Eight of us were led to each plane. The last time I had flown I had been crammed into a coach class seat along with a couple of hundred other passengers in a plane no larger than these were. Now I was getting, what, one eight of the plane to myself? Also, no check-in hassle or security scans, no lengthy wait. I realized this was because I wasn’t a human passenger, I was cargo! I was livestock!

Once Darion had led me up the ramp, I saw that the inside of the plane was partitioned into separate storage areas. Some were obviously for ‘baggage’, such as the trolleys filled with tack that were coming along behind us. My compartment was the furthest forward, and Darion opened a door to it and led me through. It felt a little like a stable in that there was straw on the floor, but there were also similar foot markings and wall bungee cords to those on the truck. Darion secured me in place and once again sat on a jump seat in the corner. He said not a single word to me.

I looked around the compartment then spotted what looked like a security camera up in one corner. I looked behind me and saw another high on that side too. I had hoped this journey would have given me some private time with Darion, but it was clear that was not permitted. I had yearned that he would have felt free to talk to me as if I were a human, maybe even removed my bit so I could talk to him. But no, no chance of my being treated as anything other than animal was going to be allowed.

Boarding all the ponies, supplies and people took time and I relaxed into a daydream. The bungee cords were so strong I could lean into them and let them take part of my weight. I found a position that was quite comfortable and started to doze.

I was woken by the plane starting to move. There was no window for me to look out of, which was a pity. We taxied about for a while, then there was a long pause followed by the sound of the engines bring brought to full power and rush of acceleration as the plane ran down the runway and lifted off.

That brief moment of excitement was short lived, and I drifted back into my relaxed sleepy mental state.

Darion said softly, “Are you awake?”

It took me a moment to realize that Darion had spoken. I shook my head and looked at him. He was sat with laptop on his lap seemingly engrossed in some text it was displaying.

“Don’t look at me, just act natural,” he said.

I looked away and tried to look like I was not paying attention.

Darion continued, still talking softly, “The cameras in here don’t have microphones, they are just simple security to make sure no-one messes with any of the ponies. But if they show what looks like us talking together that may cause a problem. So just act like nothing is happening. Grunt once if you understand.”

I almost laughed at that instruction but emitted a low grunt.

“I have a question. For weeks now you have given me hints that you like me. Is that true?”

I grunted softly.

“When I say you like me, …do you …find me attractive?”

I paused for only a moment before grunting.

He closed his eyes for a moment, “I feel the same way. I think I may actually be falling in love with you.”

Wow, he came out and said it! He loved me!

“We are both slaves of this company, and us being together, even for a short time, is next to impossible. But somehow, I will find a way. If I can come up with something, will you be …willing, when the time comes?”

I grunted very quickly.

He visibly sighed and closed his eyes for a while.

I thought he had gone to sleep but then he opened his eyes and started working on his laptop again. He didn’t speak for a while but then said, “Would you like to know more about what happens at Chicago?”

I grunted.

“When we land, we will travel to our company’s stables, which are located near the stadium. It is quite a small place, but it has a small exercise track so you will be able to stretch your legs there. Because you are a debutante you have no ranking and will have to run in a qualifying round in order to be allowed to run in the heats of the 1350 main event. If you get through to the final, you will be running four races in total. There is a rest day between each race.

“Being new you will draw some early attention. Having a real tail and being as fast as you are will soon mean you draw a LOT of attention, but don’t worry, the company has allocated extra security to keep people away from you. If anyone approaches you that you don’t know it will be someone we allow, so relax. Potential buyers will want to see you and that is normal.”

I grunted to show I understood.

He went quiet after that. I wondered why he had spoken so softly when the cameras did not have microphones then realized that on the far side of the partitions around us were other ponies and their trainers and drivers. He had been afraid of being overheard, though I bet that the aircraft noise would have made that impossible.

The flight went smoothly after that. Darion gave me a drink after an hour or so. I saw there was straw on the floor, plus some kind of …well, it looked like kitty litter. I guess that was for when a pony needed to relieve themselves. Our stables only had straw, but I guessed higher standards applied on a jet plane. I made myself laugh by imagining that this meant I was flying first class. When the time came, I relieved myself onto the floor with not a care in the world, smiling to myself. When I went back to being a human again, in nine and a half years’ time, my first plane trip was going to feel very strange.

When we landed at Chicago the unloading of cargo and staff was done first and all the ponies had to wait. I overheard that we were waiting for the specialist trucks to arrive near the plane. While we waited, Darion just continued looking at his laptop and I, of course, could do nothing but stand in place.

After a minute or two I glanced at Darion, and he was looking up at the cameras. I turned my head to see what he was looking at and at first could not understand what he was seeing. Then the penny dropped. The little red lights on the cameras were off!

Darion got to his feet and stood in front of me.

“We may only have a few moments.” he said, then gently removed the bit from mouth. As soon as it was free he kissed me. The suddenness and sheer passion of it was electrifying. I felt a tremendous desire to wrap my arms around him, but I was helpless.

That glorious moment ended with a noise from outside our compartment. Darion hurriedly pulled away and before I could speak, he pushed the bit back into my mouth and strapped it in place. Then he began releasing me from the bungee cords. He was releasing my feet when the compartment’s door was pulled aside, and someone called to Darion that it was my turn to be offloaded.

I was in a bit of a daze. That kiss had been magical. All these months of being turned into a human pony had stripped me of my humanity. That whole process had suppressed my sense of myself as a woman. Now Darion had expressed his feelings for me and kissed me. Suddenly I felt human again. Someone cared about me as a person, not as a pony could make money for the company. He wanted me as a woman!

I walked off the plane feeling like I was walking on air. I felt so uplifted! Darion led me down the loading ramp and over and up into a truck. It was pretty much identical to the earlier one, but this time I was the last to be loaded so was secured in the rearmost partition in the back of the truck. Almost as soon as Darion had finished bungeeing me in place and taken his seat, the truck set off.

I did not know the geography of Chicago or its surroundings so had no clue how long this drive should be. I did not even know which airport we had landed at, or taken off from. This was my lot as a pony. All those details were taken care of by the humans around me. They were none of my concern.

The trip to the company stables took maybe an hour. Travelling stood up had been strange to start with in the first truck and on the plane but after I got used to it actually began to enjoy it. The strong bungee cords held me very securely but had just enough elasticity to give a pleasant bouncy feeling whenever the truck went round a corner. I could lean into the cords and thereby relax my legs too.

When the journey ended the doors behind me were opened and Darion untied all the safety cords and ankle fastenings and led me down the loading ramp. I looked around to see where we were. It looked a lot like the stable block back I was used to, only smaller.

I was taken to one of the stables. There was a young woman waiting for us and she greeted Darion with a big smile.

“Hi there Dari,” she said, brightly, “It’s good to see you back! I have missed you!”

“Hi Karen,” replied Darion and gathered her into a hug. I was immediately struck by a feeling of jealousy. Hey bitch! I thought. That is my boyfriend you are hugging!

After they released one another, Karen looked me up and down, “So, little brother, this is the pony you told me about? The one with super-speed and a real tail?”

Darion “That’s right sis, this is Cassie, and she is something special.”

As soon as she said ‘little brother’ I saw the family resemblance and breathed a sigh of relief. Just at that moment Sally entered the stable behind us, pulling a trolley laden with my tack. I had wondered where she had gone. I had not seen her on the trip here. Though to be fare, my view of what had been happening had been rather limited.

Darion introduced Sally to his sister and explained that Karen has recently joined the company and was doing her groom training at the Chicago stables.

“Oh, that’s cool,” said Sally, smiling, “Have they assigned you a pony?”

“I am not qualified yet,” replied Karen, “I am still only allowed to assist established grooms until I pass my exams. But, I have been assigned to assist with Cassie, that is why I am in here. I have just finished cleaning this stable and freshening her straw and bedding.”

That clearly pleased Sally, “So, does every groom you assist always give you the dirty jobs? That was how it was when I was doing my training.”

Karen nodded, “Yes, but I don’t mind. I just love the job. If you want to give me all the dirty jobs for Cassie, that is fine with me.”

“Speaking of Cassie,” asked Darion, “Have you seen the race times? Cassie should be entered into the thirteen fifty qualifier, do we need to get her race ready for tomorrow?”

“Yes, I checked the lists as soon as I was told I was assigned to her. Her race is at 10.30 tomorrow morning.”

So, I thought, with butterflies in my stomach, my racing career begins!


Chapter 18

Qualifying and Causing a Stir

The following morning, I was awoken by Sally and Karen together. They got me showered, fed and tacked up by the time Darion arrived. He led me out of the stable block and out into what was obviously the exercise area he had described. It was laid out like a pony-carting track. I estimated the circuit length was only four hundred meters, which made it the same as an athletics track.

Marcus was waiting for us with a racing cart. Once I was hitched up Darion took me for a light canter around the track. It felt good to be running again after so long cooped up on trucks, the plane and locked in my stable. Darion did not overtax me though, he just wanted to warm my muscles up and get me race ready.

Marcus called us to halt and said it was time to go to the main stadium. Our company stables were in an adjoining facility to the main stadium, so I did not need to be transported there in a truck. Darion drove me there at a gentle walk with Marcus walking alongside. We were joined by another of our company’s ponies, a tall, muscular dark-haired girl. From the conversation between Darion and her driver I Iearned her name was Calliope. Her build suggested an athlete to me. Too stocky to be a middle or long distance runner, maybe a sprinter or decathlete.

We also met Calliope’s trainer and driver of course plus a few security people. When we turned a corner, I saw that Sally and Karen had joined us.

We walked past the facilities for several other companies or training stables before reaching an entrance to the stadium that was obviously to be used by ponies and their support people. It was a wide ramp that sloped gently upward. Security people stood guard and they checked our credentials before we were allowed in.

At the top of the ramp was a kind of small hall where race officials were checking our people’s IDs, examining the ponies and carts and organizing us into who got to go out and race and in which order. Marcus and Darion seemed very relaxed. Sally and Karen were much more excited and were chatting away. I overheard Karen saying that this was her first chance to attend a race as a member of the support staff.

I wondered what the inside of the stadium looked like and how many people were in to watch what were just early qualifying races. I tried to recall if I had ever seen a race at the Chicago stadium when I watched the races on TV with my friend. I was not sure if I had or not.

Then Darion broke me out of my daydreaming with a tap on my rear with his whip. I walked forward and saw that seven other ponies were being driven out toward the doors to the track alongside me. As we moved forward the doors were opened wide and we all headed out in single file. We were in second place and as I walked out into the stadium I was struck by the size of the place. It was immense! The seating capacity must have been way over a hundred thousand and while not all the seats were full more than half of them were. That was more people that I had ever seen at any athletics event I had ever attended! And this was just a qualifying race day. As we appeared there was a roar of noise as people cheered us. The atmosphere was tremendous, and I loved it!

Race officials spoke to each of the drivers and Darion guided me to our starting position. We were in third from the back in the stagger. This I was quite happy with that as it gave me sight of more than half the field. We waited in place while the stadium announcer told the crowd which race this was and introduced all the drivers and ponies. A few of the names earned cheers from the crowd, which surprised me. I assumed we were all new and unranked ponies, thus total unknowns. But I was just a pony and no-one ever explained things to me …except Darion when no cameras were looking.

The announcer called the ten seconds to start, and I felt Darion’s whip rest on my right butt cheek. This was the signal to be ready to start. When the starting gun fired, Darion flicked me with the whip and snapped the reins, and I took off at speed. This was it! I was racing for real! I powered along the starting straight toward the turn. Darion was giving me my head as I guessed he wanted to close out as much of the opposition as possible before the break.

By the time we reached the turn I had already hauled in the first pony on my right and was almost level with the next. I took the turn without slowing as Darion was giving me no guide to slow down. He must have had to lean really carefully to keep the cart from twisting as we took the turn.

I saw that the other ponies had all slowed at least a little on this first curve. What we were doing, taking the curve at full speed, was a little risky I thought but Darion had it under control and I was doing everything that my training had taught me.

When we reached the break, I no longer saw any carts in front of us. Darion guided me on a path to the far corner and kept up my speed. I guessed he would ease up at some point but so far we were clearly going much faster than the rest of the field. The crowd were going wild and the sound drowned out any chance I had of hearing if any carts were gaining on us. When we hit the back curve I tried to look out of the corner of my eye to see if I could see where the opposition was. I was surprised to see several carts were more than fifty meters behind.

Back on the straight Darion eased my speed a fraction. I was now doing what I felt like a regular fast pace for what a thirteen fifty should be. I was in heaven. I was leading a race in a vast stadium and more than fifty thousand people were cheering me on. A feeling of euphoria lifted me as I took the next turn. At this slightly more normal pace the curve was much easier to manage. Again, I tried to catch a glimpse behind and saw that no less than five carts were now a long way behind.

Onto the back straight again and Darion seemed to be happy with the pace I was holding. He hadn’t had to use the whip at all since the start. We hit the final curve and I powered us round the bend. I wasn’t feeling tired yet, but maybe that was the adrenalin and euphoria lifting me. As we left the last bend Darion at last used the whip and had me sprint. Was someone catching us? I gave it all I had and shot down the final straight. I tried to keep good form while putting in every effort. The finish line arrived oh so quickly and we were done. I was so pumped up it took Darion a while to slow me down and bring me back to the side of the finish line. After I turned back, I saw no other cart right behind me. One was finishing just as I looked. Wow, I thought. The second placed cart must have been …what, a hundred meters behind me, maybe more.

After the last cart crossed the line an excited voice came over the Tanoy system. The roar from the crowd almost drowned it out.

“What a race! GKLN Cassandra, driven by Darion Stephens, has broken the thirteen fifty world record! What a result in a qualifying race! Marchant Melissa driven by Lottie Newman came in a distant second and Le Voisant Camille driven by Antione Eleuri came third.”

A word record? We broke the world record? I could hardly contain myself. People were running over to us as Darion drove me at a walk back toward the entrance. Sally and Karen reached us first and hugged Darion and patted me in that order.

I felt fantastic. I was on a high from the run and having such an easy win. But a world record too? I was almost bouncing as more people gathered round. Darion kept me moving but it was getting difficult as so many people were crowding round. Then the stadium officials intervened and made a path for us, keeping everyone back.

I did not want to leave the stadium. The atmosphere was incredible. I was being cheered by fifty thousand people. I wanted to do a lap of honour! But Darion had other ideas and he drove me out of the doors. In the space where the race competitors had assembled there were now eight more ponygirls and carts getting ready. I guessed they were for another one the qualifying races. We headed past, down the ramp and out of the stadium.

A lot of people were waiting outside, waiting for a chance to see us, to see me! They lined the road back from the stable all the way to our company facility, cheering and applauding. They were all looking at me. It was a heady experience. I loved it. I may not have got my lap of honour but this was almost as good. I played up to the crowd, arching my neck and flicking my tail, letting my inner pony out. I loved it.

Once back in our stable block the applause continued from all the grooms and other drivers. All the ponies were looking out of their stables as we went past. I was unhitched from the cart and Darion, Sally and Karen took me to the physio room where this wonderful experience was capped off with a great post race massage.


Chapter 19

Lots of Attention.

The following morning, by the usual pony method of eavesdropping on the humans I learned that my next race was the day after tomorrow. Aside from the usual daily activities of being washed, fed and massaged I was given some exercise time in the company racing track. It was while this was going on that a couple of dozen people turned up to watch. Some were corporate types in suits, others were more casually dressed.

While we were on the track we were safely away from the close scrutiny of cameras and, more importantly, microphones. Darion was able to talk to me, speaking so that only I could hear.

“Those are people from other trainers, competition stables and corporate owners. They requested the chance to come and take a look at you and the company agreed. We have been ordered to be friendly and cooperate. These are people who may be bidding for you at auction,” he explained, softly.

I looked across at the newcomers as they walked toward us. Darion drove me slowly over to meet them, then halted me.

A tall man in a suit was acting as a guide. It took me a moment to recognize that it was Valaric. I hadn’t seen him since I signed my contract. He was proudly telling his quests about me, about my being the crowning achievement of the company’s research.

I stood waiting as the visitors all crowded round, getting a good close look. Valaric ordered Darion to loosen my harness so they could get a good look at my tail. There was a lot of oohing and aahing after I moved it around to prove it was real and a part of me.

They had crowded round me and were bombarding Valaric with questions about what the company had done to give me such speed. Valaric, of course, was giving nothing away. The same applied to all the questions he was asked about how they had given me a real tail. Frustrated, they turned to asking about what the company would do with me.

“Will you be entering her in the Premier Prix Equus in Marseille?” asked one older woman with green hair in a shocking perm, “Her world record would qualify her for entry.”

Valaric held up his hands, “We have not made any plans for her beyond Chicago, to be honest. The PPEM is the greatest human pony event of them all. It may be a little premature to be racing Cassie at such a level so soon. After all, yesterday’s race was her first.”

“Having seen her race that is hard to believe,” said a very tall old man with a bald head and a thin wispy grey beard, “She certainly did not look inexperienced.”

“Cassie here is a phenomenon,” said Valaric, proudly, “She has taken to the pony role better than anyone we have ever seen. She sped through training as if she was born for this life. Isn’t that right Darion?”

“It is! She is a dream to drive.” replied Darion, “No hesitation, perfectly obedient to the reins and she corners at speed better than any pony I have ever seen. As you know that is the hardest thing for ponies to master.”

The old man asked, “I think I speak for every one of us when I say we would love to know when you plan to put her up for auction?”

Valari smiled, “Aha, the big question. Of course, as you all know, we always put the ponies we train up for auction at some point. Cassie, though, is still very new and inexperienced. She still has more to learn and we expect her to improve in terms of speed, skill and endurance. We will not be putting her up for sale until we are sure she is at her best.”

The old man nodded, “Well, when you do, I would like to say that I will be bidding for her.”

“As will my employers!” said the green haired woman. She was followed by a number of echoing statements from people in the crowd. Valaric smiled like a cat who had won the cream. He was thoroughly enjoying himself.

“Will there be more like her in the future, from your company?” asked the old man. “With real tails and her kind of speed?”

Valaric held up hands, “Alas I cannot reveal such commercially sensitive information. All I can say is that Cassie was never intended to be one of a kind.”

Darion and Valaric fielded many more questions before they were invited to a lunch that the company had provided. Staff brought out tables, chairs, food and drink. Valaric joined them and acted as a gracious host while directing Darion to drive me around the track, showing me off to the appreciative audience.

This he did by having me do a couple of high-speed laps followed by showing off my obedience to the reins. He had me reverse in a tight circle, slow down and speed up in reversing and then do a lap where he changed me from a walk to gallop to trop to gallop and back to a walk, repeating the cycle, then varying it. I must have put on a good show as there was a regular smatter of applause at each new gait change. This was a knowledgeable audience and appreciated not only my obedience and speed but also Darion’s driving skill.

I looked at the audience members when I got the chance and wondered if one of them would eventually be the one who bought me at auction. Obviously, I had no say in the matter, though I hoped whoever it was would treat me well. Was I already thinking like a pony? Would it really make any difference who bought me?


Chapter 20

Onwards and Upwards and Threats in the dark.

The following day was the first of the official heats for the thirteen fifty. The routine was the same as for the qualifying race, but when Darion drove me out into the stadium a gigantic roar greeted us far beyond my expectations. The whole stadium was packed. I could not see a single empty seat.

As we lined up and were introduced by the announcer there was another massive roar when my name was read out. What a tremendous feeling!

My starting position was in the outermost lane. This must have suited Darion as I had overheard he and the trainers planning the race. They were concerned that now everyone knew about my speed, the other drivers may seek to box us in early on. By being on the outside, we had a good chance of preventing this. All we needed to do was start fast enough that no-one could overtake us, even if they were at a full gallop.

At the gun Darion had me start at close to my maximum speed and he made me hold it until the break. I reached the next turn after the break in the lead. On the turn I could not see where the opposition was until I reached the straight. Then I spotted some carts were only just entering the turn, which put them already one hundred and fifty meters behind!

The rest of the race was a procession. When I crossed the line Darion had slowed me enough so that he was able to quickly turn me around and to the side of the track. The second placed pony was a good fifty meters behind. The crowd were cheering and yelling so loud it actually hurt my ears.

We had won! Even though Darion had had to drive me very hard to keep us out of trouble the win had seemed almost easy. I was filled with the euphoria of victory, but no race win in my old athletics days had felt as good as this! I had never raced in front of such a large crowd or had them all cheering me. It was heady stuff, like a powerful drug. I could SO get used to it!

I didn’t want to leave the stadium. I loved the atmosphere so much I just wanted to stay and revel in it, but Darion drove me out of the stadium and back to our stables along the same road as before. This time there were even more people watching and applauding as we passed by.

When I was back in my stable, Sally took care of my tack, fed and groomed me. Darion hung around, talking to Sally about the race. He lent a hand in grooming me and I felt a sexual thrill each time his hands touched my body. I was sure he felt my reaction and played up to it. Sally saw what was happening and carefully positioned herself so any cameras pointed our way would not see anything wrong.

Darion stroked my butt fondly and then stroked my breasts. He pinched one of my nipples and it sent a shock of arousal through me. I really wanted more, anything he could give me.

“Someone’s coming!” said Sally and Darion stopped at once. It was if a switch had been thrown and Darion and Sally were all business as they removed my armbinder and replaced it with one that was simpler and more comfortable. The same thing they did after every race.

The stable door opened and Valaric walked in.

“Hi Darion, excellent job today, really great driving!”

“Thank you sir,” replied Darion.

“Your time was the fastest in the heats, so you go right into the final.”

“Oh, that’s good news!” said Darion, “Though I bet Cassie will be disappointed. Did you see her out there? She loves racing, she didn’t want to leave the stadium.”

“Yes, she was surely born for this” said Valaric, “But the fewer chances for injury the better. I have had word that she has been offered a place at the Premier Prix Equus meeting. The company management are delighted but have told me that we need to make sure she is fit and well for that event. No risk of injuries, understand?”

Darion nodded, “That’s always a risk in any race, sir”

“But it’s going to be worse for her now. Everyone has seen her speed and racing can be a rough sport. I don’t want some competitor riding her down or boxing her too close, just to keep her from winning. I’ve seen ponies get broken legs from that kind of attempted sabotage.”

“So have I sir,” said Darion, “Don’t worry, I am confident I can keep her out of danger.”

“Well, take extra care in the final. If you have to give up the win in order to keep Carrie safe, I am ordering you to do so.”

Darion clearly found this offensive, “I would never, ever do anything to risk a pony’s health. I am confident I can keep her out of danger by using the same tactic as today. Carrie’s speed used early on ensures she is always clear of anyone attempting to cause trouble.”

“But some other driver could use that fact and run their pony flat out to intercept you, even knowing that as a result they will not win. They may do it on orders from their owners in order to help another driver and pony.”

Darion smiled, “Even flat out, there are no ponies out there that can catch Cassie. I believe she is even faster than her world record run. Her times in training have been consistently improving.”

Valaric thought for a moment, then nodded, “Very well, but as I said, Cassie’s safety is our priority, always remember that.”

“Yes sir,” said Darion though I bet he would have liked to say more.

Valaric then walked up to me and looked me up and down, “I never ceased to be amazed at what our R&D people can do. You are a work of art, Cassie. The company board and our CEO are delighted in what you have become. They are dreaming of the price you will fetch at auction!. After Marseille, if you really impress there, they may send you to auction early. I hope the company keeps you a while longer but it’s not my decision.”

He reached out and stroked my butt. I saw Darion stiffen when he did so.

With that Valaric left. I saw Sally’s and Darion’s expressions as he departed. As soon as they heard his footsteps fading they both breathed a sigh of relief.

“That man gives me the creeps,” said Sally.

“Sshh,” said Darion, touching Sally on the arm and pointing to the cameras.

Later that night I was lying down in my stable, trying to get to sleep. My mind kept going over what Valaric had said. I was going to Marseille! To the biggest pony racing event in the world. Then, if I did well, they were going to be putting me up for auction. The idea was both terrifying and exciting. The latter feeling surprised me.

But it was true. The idea of being so valued, so …worthy, that I would be worth someone spending millions of dollars to buy my contract, …to buy me!

I assumed I was worth millions. Maybe that was arrogance on my part. But everything that had happened since I started racing had indicated that I was something special. That wasn’t any intrinsic value in my own ability, I knew. The credit went to the scientists who have remade me.

When my head was filled with thoughts that kept me awake, the fact that I slept in bondage was not any help. My hands that night were locked in padded steel cuffs behind me. Those cuffs were then locked to my body harness. A simple halter was on my head with a comfortable bit gag. A chain led from my halter to a ringbolt in the wall. I still wore hoof boots. The days when I slept without them were long gone. Some kind of hoof boots were always on my feet, except when they were being washed or checked.

At least my bed was comfortable. Several horse blankets on top of a bed of straw and hay. I had been sleeping on something similar for long enough for it to feel natural. Sleeping in a real bed would probably feel impossibly strange.

Then the door to my stall opened and Darion walked in. What was he doing? He would get into so much trouble! He moved to the chain connecting me to the wall and unlocked it. Then he touched me on the shoulder.

“Are you awake?” he whispered.

I nodded.

“You need to come with me, now!” he whispered, his voice filled with tension. “There are intruders in the stable block.”

I struggled to my feet with Darion helping me and urging me to be quiet. Instead of the stall door he took me to the side door that led into the room where my tack was located. He opened it and pushed me inside before joining me. I could not see how hiding in a store-room was a good idea. Surely this would be the first place anyone would look.

Darion edged round me in the confined space and went to the far wall. He moved a couple of boxes, revealing a door. One I had never suspected was there. He produced a key and unlocked the door. He opened it carefully, trying to make no noise. The door was quite low so he had to stoop to get though it. He beckoned me to follow.

Once through we found ourselves in a narrow passageway. It looked like it went behind all the of the pony stalls in the stable block. He locked the small door and then led me slowly along the passageway. I had so many questions, but of course I had a bit in my mouth.

At the end of the passageway was a door. Darion stopped and listened carefully before opening the door a little and peeking round it. He pushed it more open and slipped through, towing me behind him by grabbing my arm.

Keeping low we crept along in the dark. I could hear footsteps elsewhere in the stable block and what sounded like wood splintering. We were under attack! Intruders were in our compound, inside this very stable block. The block was pretty big, it housed a dozen or more ponies. Plus there were other rooms for tack, carts, physiotherapy and the accommodation for grooms. I assumed Darion was looking for somewhere for us to hide.

After Valaric’s warning I had to believe that these intruders were looking for me. What would they do if they found me? Kill me? Cripple me so I couldn’t run? Kidnap me? I resolved that if they tried any of those I would go down fighting. My hands may be bound but my feet were not. I was strong and my hoof boots could probably do someone a lot of damage.

With this bravado trying to edge out the terror in my mind Darion led me to another door. This one was at the far end of the block. He fished out a key from his pocket and unlocked it, opened it and headed through. He didn’t even look if the coast was clear. He pulled me after him and I found myself in a small. There was a bedroll on the floor, a bucket, and a single chair.

Darion locked the door and pushed me down onto the bedroll. He put his lips to my ear and whispered, “This is my room!”

I looked around at the primitive space in shock, he lived like this?

He smiled at my surprised expression and whispered, “This is what I set up for myself. I wanted to stay in the stable block, rather than the drivers’ quarters. I wanted to watch over you.”

That touched my heart and I smiled at him around my bit, “It’s a good thing too,” he continued, “I was awake when I heard a scuffle outside. I looked out of a window and some men dressed in black were tackling our security guards. I headed for your stall to get you out. Just in time, I think.”

I nodded, I wanted to hug him. He was my hero!

He smiled and pointed at the ceiling. I looked up expecting to see cameras, but there were none. Whatever this room had been before Darion had claimed it, the company had not considered it worth monitoring.

We were alone together. Truly alone, in a private space no-one could see. I looked into his eyes. He looked into mine and I could see the love he had for me. Or maybe lust, how could I know. But right then lust would do. He seemed to be asking a question with his eyes. In answer, I nodded!

Slowly he started to undress, as quietly as he could. I was still bound so all I could do was watch. I could not believe this was happening. Intruders were somewhere in this very building, looking for me. I should be doing ..what? Making a run for it across the compound? That would likely be a stupid thing to do as there were likely more bad guys outside.

So, if I had to hide with Darion, why not take advantage. I hadn’t had sex for so long, or even had any kind of sexual pleasure beyond using my imagination. Being bound was arousing when I was in the right frame of mind, but also frustrating. Imagination only got me so far.

But Darion was real, he was right there in front me. His taught, muscled body naked and magnificent. He reached for me and removed my bit. We kissed with as much passion as we could in total silence.

When we broke I whispered, “Can you untie me?” the first words I had spoken for what felt like years.

He shook his head, “I can’t risk it,” he whispered, “Also, …I like you like this!”

I raised my eyebrows at that! He reached for my harness and released the straps that went between my legs. Then he inserted two fingers into my sex, “Wet already, I see. That’s my little slut ponygirl!”

I flushed with both embarrassment and arousal. I wanted to be his slut ponygirl. I was desperate to feel him inside me. I had been so controlled, so limited, so much a slave for so long that I needed this release. This moment of illicit passion in the midst of danger.

Darion knew there wasn’t time for games or foreplay. His cock was hard and he moved into me. I spread my legs and leaned back. He entered me and it felt wonderful. He drove rhythmically into me, his own passion rising. We needed to be silent as death might be right outside the door. I was bound, helpless. A damsel in distress and my hero was taking possession of me after rescuing me.

I close my eyes and gave myself to the feelings. My orgasm arrived so fast it surprised me. It blanked my mind with a wave of pleasure. I felt myself trembling as the waves of pure ecstasy took me. I felt him come inside me right after my own pleasure began to slowly fade.

As our climaxes faded we just lay together, his arms around me.

“I so needed that,” I whispered, “I had imagined it for so long.”

“So had I,” admitted Darion, so quietly I could barely hear him.

As we lay there, I realized we hadn’t heard anything for a while.

“Do you think they’ve gone?” I whispered into Darion’s ear.

“No,” he whispered back, “Just lie still. We need to be silent.”

That was easier said than done as my wrists were bound behind me. Darion realized I was uncomfortable and shifted position very carefully so I could lie on my side. That put us face to face. He kissed me on the nose which almost made me laugh.

Time passed and still no sound. I wondered how long we would need to stay hidden. How long before the intruders had to give up because the authorities were coming. Darion seemed as tense as I was. When help arrived I was sure we would hear it. It was the intruders who needed to be stealthy.

Being careful to stay silent Darion moved closer and kissed me, then he reached around me and pulled is together. He wasn’t trying to fuck me again, just hold me close. We lay like that, kissing and cuddling for what felt like hours.

Eventually came the sound of vehicles arriving. We heard doors slamming, shouts and a police siren announced the arrival of what I guessed were city cops. Darion got to his knees and quickly put my bit back in my mouth. He picked up some wipes and cleaned both of us up before fixing my crotch straps and putting his own clothes back on.

“Stay here,” he said, then carefully opened the door and slipped outside, closing the door behind him. ‘Stay here’? I thought, like I had any choice?

Being left locked up in a small room was something I was very used to. It was not knowing what was happening outside that was unbearable. Given what Valaric had said the attack had most likely been aimed at me. That rivals would actually try something like this was a profound shock. I knew that this industry was worth billions worldwide and with that kind of money involved people could be tempted to do desperate things but the reality of it was terrifying.

When the door suddenly opened, I almost shat myself in surprise. Darion stood there along with a man who I recognized as a company security guard and two Chicago cops, a man and a woman.

Darion stepped forward and attached a lead rein to my halter and led me out of the room. The cops and the security guard fell in around me. No-one addressed me directly but the cops were talking to Darion.

“The department says it is willing to put several units outside here if your company is willing.” said the female cop.

“My boss says we need to move her to a secure location,” said Darion, “She was the target of this attack. The intruders knew too much, including which stall was hers.”

“How do you know that?” asked the male cop.

“They didn’t disturb any of the other ponys’ stalls. Her stall door had its lock broken and her tack room door was forced. They knew she was supposed to be there.” explained Darion, “That meant they had inside information. Until we find the leak this place is not secure.”

As we moved through the stable block, we passed more cops and company security. There were also a few people in suits looking worried, one of whom was Valaric! When he saw me, he rushed over.

“Oh my god, she’s safe!” he gushed, “Darion, you are a hero!”

Other company suits gathered round, congratulating Darion on saving their priceless asset. One woman in a white coat appeared and started checking me over. I guessed she was one our vets.

“No sign of injury, she seems fine,” she reported.

“Where will we move her, sir?” asked Darion, looking at Valaric.

“We are flying her out!” replied Valaric, firmly, “This location is compromised.”

“What about the race? The final?” asked Darion, “I am sure we can win! We will win!”

“I am sure you would win too, and so is everyone else.” answered Valaric, “That is what this attack was about. The intruders were not caught. They just retreated when they could not find Cassie. The threat is still active. To have Cassie race now would mean exposing her to more risk. Who knows what these bastards will try?”

Darion sighed and nodded.

“Don’t be downhearted, Darion,” said Valaric, “You achieved what we wanted. Cassie’s value is established. She is a world record holder! The whole pony-racing world knows about her and what she can do. Winning the final would have added nothing and just been a needless risk. We will fly her, you and her groom back home to California under tight security. Getting her ready for Marseille is your priority now!”

I felt as unhappy about losing the final as Darion did. I wanted to race and I wanted to win. Living as a ponygirl was a challenge but the racing, that was what I loved. But I knew that Valaric was right. It was best to be safe. Within the hour a truck took Darion, Sally and me to the airport where a private company plane took us home.


Chapter 21

Marseille

Back at the compound everything felt different. What had happened at Chicago had obviously stirred things up. Sally was my main source of information. She told me that there was now a lot of media interest in me. Film of my races had been picked up and streamed all over the world. Word of the attack had only made the me even more newsworthy.

She told me that security had been beefed up and all staff who had known which stall I was in were being regularly called in for grueling interviews with investigators. They had gone easier on Darion as he was the hero of the hour having saved me. They did not suspect him of betraying the company.

Around the compound security was tighter. Training went on as normal, but security staff openly ran patrols, day and night. They regularly stopped people to check their IDs. I wondered if they were worried someone might penetrate the compound.

The stable block security was also increased. There had never been guards there before but now they were always present. No-one got in without showing ID. All ponies were also escorted by at least one security guard when not in their stalls. I, as the target of the Chicago attack, got extra security. Everywhere I went I had two security guards. When Darion was driving me in a cart around the compound the guards used a buggy to keep up. Even inside the stable block there was always a guard on my stall when I was in it. It all felt like we were living in a military camp.

I never knew if they found the person who betrayed us in Chicago, but the security did not lessen all the time up to when we left for Marseille. This trip felt different. The flight was much longer, of course. I was given more room on the plane as we were taking fewer ponies. We also had security people on the plane. Sally had told me that she thought the company was being too paranoid, but after what had almost happened to me, I wasn’t so sure.

After landing at Marseille Provence airport, we were all taken in pony transport trucks to what turned out to be a small pony training compound. It was on its own in the countryside, nowhere near the Stadium. Sally told me that the company was renting it from another training organization. They didn’t want to use the stabling facilities near the Stadium. The isolated compound was easier to secure.

It did mean that we had to travel for each race. The compound was very nice. It felt like the one in California, only much smaller. Sally kept me up to date on what was due to happen. My world record had changed my status dramatically. I was now a top seeded competitor. That meant I did not need to compete in the early heats. I was a little disappointed about that. I had still only had a couple of real races. I wanted to be in the stadium. I wanted to race!

My first chance came after nearly a week of waiting and training. A heavily escorted truck took me, Sally and Darion to the stadium. I had been told this was going to be one of four semi-finals. Ten ponies would race in each one and the winners and runners up in each would qualify for the final, plus the two fastest losers. The whole system reminded me of athletics meets.

We unloaded in a secured area behind the stadium. Sally made sure all my tack was in perfect order while other staff unloaded the cart. Darion inspected the cart and then took charge of hitching me up to it. There was a lot of security around. Not just the company’s but a lot that looked like officials from the Stadium, plus city police. When Darion was satisfied, he sat in the cart, took the reins and drove me towards the wide entry ramp up into the interior of the stadium.

The waiting area was larger than at the Chicago stadium. Darion put us in a marked spot that was close enough to the exit for me to get a teasing glimpse of the interior of the stadium. I could hear a race being announced and the ponies and drivers being named. I wondered if it was another of the semi-finals for my own distance. The crowd noise was astonishing. Many of the competitors’ names brought obvious recognition and crowd support.

This was what I wanted. I want to be out, lining up to race while they read out my name. I wanted the atmosphere, the support, the fame, all of it. Was that vanity or greed. Was it ambition? I don’t know, but I knew I wanted it.

The race, when it started, sent the crowd into paroxysms of excitement. Hidden away as we were we could not see what was going on. Which was very frustrating. I shifted from foot to foot, or should that be hoof to hoof, in anticipation of getting out there. Darion let his whip stroke my ass reassuringly to help calm me down.

The race run, the competitors left the stadium and filed past us. There was a short delay while the organisers did whatever it was that they did to get things ready for the next race. Then we moved! We were marshalled into the right order and paraded out into the stadium.

A roar built from the crowd as we appeared. When I emerged into the light the noise increased! Was that for me? Oh, I hoped it was!

Unlike at Chicago, we did not move to the starting position. The French had a different way of doing things. We went on a lap of the entire track, just at a light trot. I appreciated this for two reasons. Having been stationary in the holding area it was good to be active, to help warm me up. The other was the sheer joy of doing what felt like a lap of honour even before we had begun to race. The atmosphere was astonishing. The stadium was huge beyond belief, and the noise of the crowd was like a physical thing that pounded into and uplifted me.

As we completed the lap we were guided to our start positions. I was in the sixth lane which put four carts outside of me. It would be Darion’s job to judge this but as only the first two would be sure of a final place I was sure he would be using my speed to keep us out of trouble. The opposition, in theory, were the very best ponies in the world so this could be a real challenge. I had never felt so alive in all my life!

While we waited our names were announced for the crowd. Each one brought a new wave of cheering. When mine and Darion’s names were announced it provoked a peak of extra cheering that was so loud my ears rang. I was elated. I had real recognition. I had only done a couple of races in Chicago and yet now I had this kind of crowd response. I was amazed.

We all were readied and at the gun Darion drove me fast, very fast. He knew the opposition here was likely better than at Chicago, so he was talking no chances. I was at a near full sprint right up to the break. As planned, I emerged from the unwinding of the staggered start in the lead, but only just! There were two carts less than a length behind. After the stagger we had to aim for the far corner to begin the next turn and Darion could not relax my speed at all. If he had, we risked not reaching the next turn with our lead intact. If we got boxed in, then we could be in trouble.

We narrowly made it and took the turn just ahead of a cart being pulled by a powerfully built brunette pony that I had vaguely remembered being introduced to the crowd as being one of the entrants from Germany. Another cart was right behind them.

As we emerged from the turn, we powered on down the straight and the sound from the crowd make it hard for me to hear where the chasing carts were, though nothing passed us before the next turn. Darion was keeping my pace as high as he dared. Even in my world record run I had not worked as hard.

The next turn gave me a chance to look out of the corner of my eye and check to see where the nearest carts were. When I saw them, I was elated to see that they were starting to struggle and dropping back. Trying to keep pace with us had been too much for them. Darion had clearly seen this too but did not ease my pace. Down the back straight and into the final turn I hardly slowed. I was confident that we were clear and the crowd was starting to scream and chant my name.

Around the last curve I caught sight of the other carts again I saw now had a large lead! More than thirty meters. Our run down the final straight felt like flying on a wave of crowd adulation. I was in heaven. We took the tape, and Darion slowed me into a gentle turn. I was hoping for a lap of honour to soak up more the crowd’s response, but the marshals just gave us a minute or two for the drivers to greet and shake hands before were being guided out of the stadium. Just as excited I looked up at one of the big screens and saw that I had broken the world record again!

I left the stadium drunk on the experience. That was better than any race I had ever run in my entire life. I was fizzing with excitement and triumph. I felt like I had just won an Olympic gold medal and that had only been a semi-final.

Back at our training camp I was groomed and fed. Then Darion took me out for some light exercise on the camp’s track. While I walked the circuit a few other drivers came over to talk to Darion. After congratulating him on the race, one of them, a girl name Lena, had some news.

“I was talking to some people who know those two ponies who almost caught you after the stagger unwound.” she said to Darion, “The word is they were maxed on HVF and KN7.”

“What, …maxed on both?” exclaimed Darion, “Surely not! They would not risk doing that at a meeting like this one!”

Lena shrugged, “That’s what I heard. The word has been out about how incredible Cassie is, and they wanted every edge they could get.”

Darion was dismissive, “But no reputable trainer would dose up any pony on both drugs. They would risk serious long term nerve damage. They could burn out their pony!”

I knew that many ponies were given performance enhancing drugs. For all I knew they had been given to me too, either in my food or during my regular medical checks. I hadn’t felt any strange effects, but I could not be sure. I was hardly ever in a position to ask.

“One of those ponies is in the final with Cassie,” said Lena, “If they had dosed her that high, I don’t see how she will be fit to race. If they have to withdraw her and that would be confirmation, I guess.”

“Who was the second fastest from the semis?” asked Darion.

“A pony called Firefly, from that British stable with the posh name, …erm, Brookhampton.”

“Oh yes, I know of her! Until Cassie came along, she was ranked number one in the world for the thirteen fifty this season.”

“That’s the one. She was only two seconds slower, she won her race by miles.”

“Do you think the brits will dose her to beat Cassie?” asked Lena.

“Brookhampton has a good reputation, but they are known to use HVF.” said Darion.

“That doesn’t tell us anything, every stable and training company uses HVF, even we do.”

“Not on Cassie we don’t!” said Darion, firmly, “Our R&D people were very adamant. They said her physical enhancements were incompatible with any kind of drug boosting. Sally and I were briefed back in California.”

Lena was clearly surprised, “You mean Cassie is as fast as she is without any drugs at all?”

“Oh yes! She is that rarest of ponies. A clean one! To be fair she had the most advanced physical enhancement treatment in the world, so drugs are pretty much superfluous anyway.”

That was interesting. I felt really good that I hadn’t been given any drugs. Back in my athletics carrier lots of people had assumed that all athletes did drugs and it was just that some of them were better or worse at not getting caught. I had always been clean, so I was delighted to still be so, even though I had no control over what happened to me.

“Well,” said Lena, “Firefly was the best in the world until Cassie came along. You can bet Brookhamption won’t shy away from dosing her more than normal to beat Cassie in the final.”

I didn’t like the sound of that. Not because I was worried about losing, but because I felt sorry for Firefly. I did not know her, but I knew she was as helpless as I was. She was just as much a slave.


Chapter 22

Final

On the day of the final we travelled to the stadium in a small convoy of vehicles. Sally had told me that the company had not had a pony in the final for more than ten years so all of the senior management would be there to watch.

Darion and I had worked hard training over the previous couple of days. The tactics we would use would be unchanged. Darion was sure I had even more speed in me and had whispered as much to me. He was planning on relying on that. He planned to start the race with me at a full sprint, holding nothing back. He suspected Firefly would be doing the same, loaded up on drugs to help her. Whoever got to the break corner first was almost certain to win.

Traffic on the way to the stadium was very busy. We had left early in anticipation of there being delays but even so, we arrived only just in time. I was tacked up and ready and hitched to the cart in record time and Daron drove me into the stadium. While we waited to go out for the final I got a good look at the competition.

My eye was drawn to Firefly. She was a very pretty red-head with an impressively athletic body. I saw that she was looking at me, as was her driver. The look in her eyes was a little ..off. I wondered if that was a sign of her having been giving a high dose of drugs, or was it just her.

I looked at some of the other ponies and some had the same or similar looks in their eyes. This was the first time I had seen firsthand just how endemic drug assistance was in pony-racing. I gave thanks that the enhancements the company had given me had meant that was never going to happen to me.

The noise from the stadium was, if anything, even louder and more animated than the last time. When the time came for us to enter the stadium our entrance was greeted by a titanic roar that really hurt my ears. It also thrilled me. Just like for the semi-final we did an introductory lap at a gentle trot.

After the last race I was confident that I had real support from the crowd so their roaring as I trotted around the track was a truly uplifting experience. I was tingling with delight and excitement by the time we lined up at the start. We were each announced to the crowd and the loudest cheers were for Firefly and for me. Sally had told me that the media had been talking up this race as a titanic head-to-head battle between the two of us.

I was feeling confident and I am sure Darion was too. Firefly and I were drawn next to each other. Firefly in lane four and us in lane five. The tension built as we waited for the gun. When it fired Darion drove me at full speed, no holding back. Firefly was fast and was boosted by drugs so Darion was taking no chances.

We sped from the straight into the turn then as we hit the break firefly edged past me! She had actually outsprinted me from the gun. I was amazed! She headed for the corner and all we could do was fall in behind. I wondered where the rest of the field was as we sped around the turn. I risked a glance from the corner of my eye and was relieved to see that the rest of the field was a distance behind. As we hit the straight Firefly was only just ahead of us, but it was clear she was still going at full stretch.

Darion kept me matching her speed. Any slackening would mean we had no chance of catching her. If she had been hyped up on drugs to be able to produce her current speed, then it was likely she would pay the price at some point.

We were still close behind her as we entered the turn and she was showing no signs of slowing. Into the back straight for the second and last time Darion made a move, he guided into the next lane, ready for any sign of weakening by Firefly. This would give us the longer run in the final bend but if Firefly did slow, we did not want to run into her cart.

Into the turn we went and despite having the longer path we started to gain. When we hit the final straight we were level and Firefly was definitely weakening! Darion drove me on and I gave everything I had to give. The roar of the crowd was unbelievable as I drove for the tape. I didn’t try to look for Firefly but just focused dead ahead. Keeping my form and powering through the finish line.

Had we won? I wondered, as Darion slowed me and made the turn back to the finish line. The crowd was going crazy. I saw Firefly stopped just beyond the finish line. She was on her knees and there were two stadium vets attending to her. I looked up at the vast display screen as people ran toward us. The screen was replaying the race to the line. It showed me powering past Firefly who was slowing and starting to stagger. I had gone through the line well clear!

I had won! I had done it! My heart went out to poor Firelfy. But I had won! The elation was beyond anything I had felt! I was so elated I danced in place, jumping from hoof to hoof and flicking my tail! Darion could not help laughing behind me.

An official was waving at Darion and saying something to him, pointing toward the curve. Darion got the message and guided me round again and we started on a lap of honour! It felt fantastic! I practically bounced every stride as I was driven in a slow walk around the track. I lifted my tail high and tossed my head. I was putting on a show and the crowd responded. I was so full of adrenaline I felt euphoric.

I had won! I was the best! This was the moment I had been dreaming of, even long before I ever became a racing pony girl.


Chapter 23

Auction

Two days after the final, Valaric had come to visit us. He had entered my stall and for some reason Sally and Darion were also present.

“I have news for you all,” he began, “The next auction will be held in Berlin in nine days time. We have received a great many representations from potential buyers and in response to their requests we will be offering your contracts as a package.”

I did not know what that meant until Sally asked, “All three of us sir?”

Valaric nodded, “Yes, buyers have seen Darion’s rapport with Cassie, and they don’t want to break up a winning team. That includes you too Sally.”

Then the penny dropped. All three of us were being auctioned together! I felt a wave of elation. Darion would still be with me!

Valaric continued, “We will be transferring you to our agent’s facility outside Berlin in three days to give buyers the chance to inspect you. Then you go to the Ring six days after that.”

He walked up to me, “Cassie,” he said, “I was watching the race. You were magnificent! That I had a hand in recruiting you is a feather in my cap, and I am grateful. I hope this isn’t too serious a breach of protocol but I can tell you that your family is prospering. Your father is getting the best care, as is your brother. It has been explained to them what you sacrificed and they asked that we tell you of their gratitude, their love and, having seen you perform, their pride. Whoever buys your contract will be getting a bargain, no matter how much they pay.”

With that he made to leave and then stopped, he looked to Darion, “Something you may like to know, the stables at the Ring and indeed at our agent’s facility, have lower levels of surveillance. Good security, of course, but, for example, there are no cameras or microphones in the pony’s stalls. Just to be on the safe side, given how good you have proven to be at keeping Cassie safe, you should stay with her, in the stable block. What do you think?”

Darion was taken aback, as was I. He knew! He knew somehow about Darion and me. And, shock of shocks, he seemed unconcerned. He was even aiding us!

“Er yes, sir!” said Darion, awkwardly, “I think that would be a good idea, …thank you.”

With that Valaric walked out and closed the stall door behind him.

I looked at Darion and he looked at me. I smiled around my bit and he winked at me, a silly grin on his face.

Sally looked confused, “What was all that about?”

“I’ll explain later,” said Darion.

The days passed and we travelled by road to Germany. The Agent’s facility was like a small military camp. The outer wall was as high and secure as the one at the company compound in California.

Once I was settled in my stall, Darion and I had to wait for night to fall and the stable staff to go off duty. Darion had brought a bedroll and had put it in the tack room behind my stall. When he was sure there was no-one listening, he came to me and removed my bit.

I was about to say something but before I could he kissed me.

His arms went around me and I just melted. The magic of being treated like a human being, like a woman, was beyond price and beyond words. He lay me down on my own blanket and released my crotch straps.

“Aren’t you going to untie me?” I asked.

“Shhh, of course not! You’re my pony slave girl.” he said with a grin. That was an exchange that would become our mantra in the days ahead.

He took his time as he wasn’t able to before. Nibbling my nipples and teasing my sex with his tongue and then his fingers. He drove me to exquisite levels of frustration before giving me what I needed. Once he was inside me everything was right with the world. I had my man and I had my victory, with the hope of more of each to come.

Only the mystery of the auction lay ahead, and the life beyond.
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